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LIFE    OF   COWPER. 


CHAPTER   XV. 

MB.  NEWTON'S  PREFACE  AFFIXED  TO  THE  POEMS.  PUBLICATION  OF 
COWPEB'S  HOMES.  EDITION  OF  MILTON  PROJECTED.  COM 
MENCEMENT  OF  HIS  FBIBNDSHIP  WITH  HATLEY.  MBS.  UNWIND 
PABALYTIC  ATTACK. 

THE  Task  had  now  carried  with  it  through  several  editions 
its  elder  volume,  which  otherwise  would  have  made  a  dead  stand 
in  the  first;  and  now,  as  there  could  be  no  danger  of  impeding 
its  success,  Mr.  Newton  requested  that  he  might  have  the  honour 
of  seeing  his  name  connected  with  the  author's,  by  the  insertion 
of  the  preface  which  had  been  suppressed1.  Cowper  replied, 

1  Yet  it  has  been  said,  in  a  recent  life  of  Cowper,  that  "  Newton's 
selfishness,  or  jealousy,  involved  his  friend  in  the  only  serious  disappoint 
ment  or  uneasiness  which,  as  an  author,  he  experienced.  His  egotism 
in  prefixing  a  preface  of  hU  own,  ill  written  and  injudicious,  was  one  of 
the  material  causes  of  the  bad  success  which  attended  Cowper's  first  pub 
lication." — With  so  little  care  is  biography  sometimes  written !  for  the  cir 
cumstances  relating  to  this  preface  are  stated  in  Cowper's  printed  cor 
respondence.  Ill-written  the  preface  is  not,  for  Mr.  Newton  never  attempted 
to  write  a  style,  and  therefore,  being  a  man  of  strong  natural  abilities,  he 
wrote  with  characteristic  vigour.  Neither  was  it  injudicious,  upon  his  own 
views.  But  it  was  worse  ;  for  while  it  spoke  of  Cowper's  "  long  indispo 
sition,"  and  hinted  at  the  character  of  that  indisposition,  it  represented  it 
as  having  occurred  "  some  time  after  inclination  had  removed  him  from 
the  hurry  and  bustle  of  life," — thus  keeping  the  previous  attack  out  of 
sight,  and  leading  the  reader  to  suppose  that  his  retirement  from  society 
had  in  the  first  instance  been  altogether  voluntary. 

In  a  letter  to  Hannah  More  (1787)  Mr.  Newton  says,  "I  wrote  a  preface 
to  the  first  volume  of  Cowper's  poems.  His  name  was  not  then  known 
among  the  booksellers,  and  they  were  afraid  to  bind  up  my  preface  with 
the  book,  lest  it  should  operate  like  a  death's  head  at  a  feast,  and  by  its 
gravity  hinder  the  sale  it  was  designed  to  recommend.  But  I  am  not  afraid 
to  send  you  a  copy." — Mem.  of  Hannah  More. 

The  preface,  though  suppressed,  had  been  bound  up  with  certain  copies. 
It  is  in  the  author's  presentation  copy  to  Mr.  Bull,  with  the  use  of  which 
I  have  been  favoured  for  the  purpose  of  revising  the  text  by  that  of  the 
first  edition. 

8.  C.— 2  B 


LITE   OF   COWPEB. 


"  the  honour  of  your  preface  prefixed  to  my  poems  will  be  on 
my  side ;  for  surely  to,be  known  as  the  friend  of  a  much-favoured 
minister  of  God's  word,  is  a  more  illustrious  distinction  in  rea 
lity  than  to  have  the  friendship  of  any  poet  in  the  world  to 
boast  of2."  It  has  accordingly  been  inserted  in  all  subse 
quent  editions. 

After  the  King's  recovery,  in  1789,  Lady  Hesketh  had  urged 
her  cousin  to  write  some  verses  on  an  event  which  had  filled 
the  nation  with  joy.     Accordingly  he   "  violated  for  once  his 
engagements  to  Homer,  and  gave  the  morning  to  the  King,  the 
Queen,  and  her.     On  the  word  of  a  poet,"    said  he,   "I  can 
assure  you  that  I  have  done  my  best,  sensible  that  when  verses 
are  presented  to  a  royal  personage,  they  ought  not  to  be  slovenly 
put  together,  nor  such  as  one  might  produce  between  sleeping 
and  waking.     I  have  bestowed  praise,  wliich  on  these  occasions 
is  a  thing  of  course,  but  have  endeavoured  to  dress  it  so  as  to 
give  it  some  air  of  novelty ;  and  the  best  of  the  matter  is,  that 
though  it  be  praise  it  is  truth,  and  I  could  swear  to  it.     Had 
the  King  and  Queen  been  such  as  the  world  has  been  pestered 
with  ever  since  such  folks  were  heard  of,  they  should  have  had 
no  verse  from  me,  unless  you  had  insisted :  but  being  such  as 
they  are,  it  seemed  necessary  that  I,  who  am  now  poet  by  pro 
fession,  should  not  leave  an  event  in  which  their  happiness 
and  that  of  the  nation  are  so  much  concerned,  uncelebrated3." 
The  subject  which  he  had  chosen  was  the  Queen's  visit  to 
London  on  the  night  of  the  illumination  ;  and  the  verses  were 
presented  to  the  Princess  Augusta,  in  expectation  that  they 
would  be  shown  to  her  Majesty ;  but  Cowper  heard  nothing  of 
their  reception.      "I  gratified  myself,"  said  he,    "by   com 
plimenting  the  sovereign  whom  I  love  and  honour,  and  that 
gratification  will  be  my  reward.     It  would,  indeed,  be  unrea 
sonable  to  expect  that  persons  who  keep  a  laureate  in  constant 
pay,  should  have  either  praise  or  emolument  to  spare  for  every 
volunteer  who  may  choose  to  make  them  his  subject  *." 

The  laureateship  became  vacant  by  Warton's  death  in  the 
year  following.  This  office,  which  had  never  been  worthily 
bestowed  since  it  was  taken  from  Dryden  till  Whitehead  suc 
ceeded  Gibber5  in  it,  had  been  rendered  respectable  by  its  two 

2  Oct.  15, 1790.  s  March  5, 1789.  *  To  Mrs.  King,  May  30. 

5  One  of   Shenstone's   correspondents    says  to  him,    "  I  am  sincerely 

aorry  my  congratulations  on  your  having  a  place  under  government  were 
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last  possessors ;  and  Lady  Hesketh  wished  to  procure  it  for 
Cowper,  who  was  always  ready  at  occasional  verses,  and  had 
written  so  willingly  at  her  suggestion  upon  the  King's  restora 
tion  to  health.  But  this  was  an  affair  in  which  she  knew  it 
would  be  hazardous  for  her  to  move  without  his  knowledge 
and  consent.  He  replied  to  her, 

MY  DEAREST  coz.  The  Lodge,  May  28,  1790. 

I  thank  thee  for  the  offer  of  thy  best  services  on  this  oc 
casion.  But  Heaven  guard  my  brows  from  the  wreath  you 
mention,  whatever  wreath  beside  may  hereafter  adorn  them ! 
It  would  be  a  leaden  extinguisher,  clapped  on  all  the  fire  of 
my  genius,  and  I  should  never  more  produce  a  line  worth 
reading.  To  speak  seriously,  it  would  make  me  miserable,  and 
therefore  I  am  sure  that  thou,  of  all  my  friends,  would  least 
wish  me  to  wear  it. 

Adieu,  ever  thine — in  Homer-hurry,     W.  C. 

Other  of  his  friends  entertained  the  same  wish  for  him ; 
and  upon  a  groundless  report  that  odes  were  no  longer  re 
quired,  and  that  the  salary  was  increased,  he  confessed  to  Mr. 
Bagot  that  he  felt  not  the  same  dislike  to  the  office  :  "but," 
said  he,  "I  could  neither  go  to  court,  nor  could  I  kiss  hands, 
were  it  for  a  much  more  valuable  consideration."  On  this 
point,  no  doubt,  Lady  Hesketh  had  apprehended  that  his 
objection  would  rest ;  but  if  any  solicitation  had  been  used 
in  his  behalf,  it  is  not  likely  that  Warton  would  have  been 
succeeded  by  Mr.  Pye. 

An  amusing  incident  occurred  to  Cowper  on  this  occasion. 
"You  will  wonder,"  said  he  to  Lady  Hesketh',  "when  I  tell 
you,  that  I,  even  I,  am  considered  by  people  who  live  at  a 
great  distance,  as  having  interest  and  influence  sufficient  to 
procure  a  place  at  court  for  those  who  may  happen  to  want 
one.  I  have,  accordingly,  been  applied  to  within  these  few 

premature ;  but  I  cannot  say  I  wish  you,  as  your  friend  Griffith  terms  it. 
Po-laury,  though  I  know  it  could  not  have  the  effect  on  you  it  so  evi 
dently  has  had  on  Whitehead.  But  what  any  one  could  think  due  to 
Gibber's  merit,  Mr.  Shenstone  ought  to  think  beneath  him." — Hull's 
Select  Letters,  vol.  ii.  p.  85. 

Gibber  might,  indeed,  properly  have  been  called  a  Po-laury :  but  though 
he  disgraced  the  office, 

a^OMfforaraiai  aw  ySalt,— Euripides. 
he  was  very  superior  to  Shadwell. 

6  June  3,  1790. 
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days  by  a  Welshman,  with  a  wife  and  many  children,  to  get 
him  made  Poet-laureate  as  fast  as  possible.  If  thou  wouldst 
wish  to  make  the  world  merry  twice  a  year,  thou  canst  not 
do  better  than  procure  the  office  for  him.  I  will  promise 
thee,  that  he  shall  afford  thee  a  hearty  laugh  in  return  every 
birthday  and  every  new  year.  He  is  an  honest  man." 

This  honest  man  was  probably  the  Welsh  attorney  who  had 
before  asked  him  to  take  his  poetical  bark7  in  tow.  But  if  some 
whimsical  applications  were  made  to  Cowper  for  his  interest 
with  gods,  men,  and  booksellers ;  and  if  he  was  sometimes 
solicited  to  perform  the  hopeless  part  of  chamber-counsel  to 
suitors  in  the  court  of  Parnassus,  he  was  not  without  gratify 
ing  testimonies  of  his  well  deserved  celebrity.  Men  solicited  his 
acquaintance  who  proved  worthy  of  his  friendship  ;. .  Hurdis9, 
at  this  time,  who  more  than  any  other  poet  might  have  called 
Cowper  his  master;  and  Park8,  whose  services  to  English  litera 
ture,  gratefully  as  they  must  ever  be  acknowledged  by  all 
who  follow  him  in  those  pleasant  fields,  will  be  considered 
by  those  who  knew  him  as  the  least  part  of  his  praise.  Abroad 
and  at  home  the  Task  was  read  and  admired :  "  Rose,"  said 
he9,"  learns  from  Dr.  Maclaine,  whom  he  saw  lately,  that  my 
book  is  in  the  hands  of  sixty  different  persons  at  the  Hague, 
who  are  all  enchanted  with  it ;  not  forgetting  the  said  Dr. 
Maclaine  himself,  who  tells  him  that  he  reads  it  every  day,  and  is 
always  the  better  for  it!  0  rare  we!" — "Have  you  seen," 
he  asks  Lady  Hesketh10,  "the  account  of  Five  Hundred  cele 
brated  Authors  now  living?  I  am  one  of  them. — To  my 
honour  be  it  spoken,  the  chronicler  of  us  five  hundred  prodigies 
bestows  on  me,  for  aught  I  know,  more  commendations  than  on 
any  other  of  my  confraternity.  May  he  live  to  write  the  histo 
ries  of  as  many  thousand  poets,  and  find  me  the  very  best  among 
them !  Amen !"  The  most  singular  instance  occurred  in  his 
own  neighbourhood.  He  had  occasion  to  send  a  man  to  the 
George  at  Woburn ;  Mr.  Martin,  the  master  of  the  inn,  "  having 
learnt  whose  servant  he  was,  told  him  that  he  had  never  seen  Mr. 
Cowper,  but  he  had  heard  him  frequently  spoken  of  by  the  com 
panies  that  had  called  at  his  house,  and  therefore  when  Sam 

"  Vol.  ii.  p.  282. 

8  More  will  be  said  of  both  these  amiable  men  in  the  notes  to  the  Cor- 
respondence  than  could  properly  be  introduced  in  his  place. 

9  To  Lady  Hesketh,  Aug.  9,  1788.  1°  July  28.  1791. 
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would  have  paid  for  his  breakfast,  would  take  nothing  from 
him.  Who  says  that  fame  is  only  breath  ?  On  the  contrary, 
it  is  good  ale  and  cold  beef  into  the  bargain11." 

Homer  was  now  ready  for  the  press.  Upon  receiving  the 
list  of  subscribers  from  Johnson,  Cowper  saw  how  much  he 
had  been  indebted  to  Hill's  solicitation,  and  to  Mrs.  Hill's. 
Thanking  them  both  for  their  friendly  assistance,  "  it  is,"  said 
he12,  "an  illustrious  catalogue,  in  respect  of  rank  and  title; 
but  methinks  I  should  have  liked  it  as  well  had  it  been 
more  numerous.  The  sum  subscribed,  however,  will  defray 
the  expense  of  printing ;  which  is  as  much  as,  in  these  unsub 
scribing  days,  I  had  any  reason  to  promise  myself.  I  de 
voutly  second  your  droll  wish,  that  the  booksellers  may  con 
tend  about  me.  The  more  the  better.  Seven  times  seven,  if 
they  please ;  and  let  them  fight  with  the  fury  of  Achilles, 

Till  every  rubric-post  be  crimson'd  o'er 
With  blood  of  booksellers,  in  battle  slain, 
For  me,  and  not  a  periwig  untorn." 

Rose  had  been  with  him  when  he  finished13  translating  the 
Odyssey,  and  the  party  at  the  lodge  drank  on  that  occasion 
"an  unreluctant  bumper  to  its  success."  Exactly  twelve 
months  afterwards,  when  the  revision  and  transcription  were 
completed,  Johnson  of  Norfolk,  as  he  used  to  call  his  young 
kinsman,  happened  to  be  his  guest. 

One  book  of  the  transktion,  on  its  passage  from  the  book 
seller's  to  General  Cowper,  had  gone  to  the  bottom  of  the 
Thames.  "  A  storm  overtook  it  on  its  way  to  Kingston,  and 
it  sunk,  together  with  the  whole  cargo  of  the  boat  in  which  it 
was  a  passenger14."  The  strangeness  of  the  mishap  almost 
compensated  for  so  trifling  a  loss  :  but  now,  as  they  were 
talking  by  the  fireside,  and  perhaps  calling  to  mind  this 
incident,  Cowper  expressed  a  wish  that  he  could  hear  of  "  some 
trusty  body"  going  to  London,  to  whose  care  he  might  consign 
his  voluminous  labours,  the  work  of  five  years;  "For  I  pur 
pose,"  said  he15,  "never  to  visit  that  city  again  myself,  and 
should  have  been  uneasy  to  have  left  a  charge,  of  so  much 
importance  to  me,  altogether  to  the  care  of  a  stage-coach 
man.  Johnny  had  no  sooner  heard  my  wish,  than  offering 

11  To  Lady  Hesketh,  Feb.  13,  1791.  lz  Sept.  17,  1790. 

"  Sept.  1/89.  »  To  Mr.  Hill,  Oct.  6,  1786. 

15  To  Mrs.  Bodham,  Sept.  9,  1 790. 
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himself  to  the  service,  he  fulfilled  it ;  and  his  offer  was  made 
in  such  terms,  and  accompanied  with  a  countenance  and  man 
ner  expressive  of  so  much  alacrity,  that  unreasonable  as  I 
thought  it  at  first  to  give  him  so  much  trouble,  I  soon  found 
that  I  should  mortify  him  by  a  refusal.  He  is  gone,  therefore, 
•with  a  box  full  of  poetry,  of  which  I  think  nobody  will 
plunder  him.  He  has  only  to  say  what  it  is,  and  there  is  no 
commodity,  I  think,  a  freebooter  would  covet  less." 

Cowper  was  well  satisfied  with  the  success  of  his  sub 
scription.  All  the  Scotch  Universities  subscribed  ;  for  this  he 
was  obliged  to  the  aid  of  Rose's  friends  in  that  country.  His 
cousin  Johnson  procured  at  Cambridge  a  long  list  of  colleges, 
and  of  the  best  names  there ;  but  some  friend  of  Mr.  Throck- 
morton's,  who  tried  his  influence  at  Oxford,  received  for  answer 
that  they  subscribed  to  nothing.  "  It  seems  not  a  little  extra 
ordinary,"  said  Cowper16,  "  that  persons  so  nobly  patronized 
themselves  on  the  score  of  literature,  should  resolve  to  give  no 
encouragement  to  it  in  return.  Should  I  find  a  fair  oppor 
tunity  to  thank  them  hereafter,  I  will  not  neglect  it. 

Could  Homer  come  himself,  distress'd  and  poor, 
And  tune  his  harp  at  Redycina's  door, 
The  rich  old  vixen  would  exclaim,  I  fear, 
'  Begone  !  no  tramper  gets  a  farthing  here.'  " 

To  Cambridge  he  felt  himself  "much  obliged,  and  much 
disposed  to  admire  the  liberality  of  spirit  which  had  been  shown 
there.  Certainly,"  said  he11,  "I  had  not  deserved  much 
favour  of  their  hands,  all  things  considered.  But  the  cause 
of  literature  seems  to  have  some  weight  with  them,  and  to 
have  superseded  the  resentment  they  might  be  supposed  to 
entertain  on  the  score  of  certain  censures  that  you  wot 
of." — "  Pope's  subscriptions  did  not  amount,  I  think,  to  six 
hundred ;  and  mine  will  not  fall  very  short  of  five :  Noble 
doings !  at  a  time  of  day  when  Homer  has  no  news  to  tell  us, 
and  when  all  other  comforts  of  life  having  arisen  in  price, 
poetry  has  of  course  fallen.  I  call  it  a  comfort  of  life :  it 
is  so  to  others,  but  to  myself  it  is  become  even  a  necessary18." 
Nothing  now  remained  but  to  agree  upon  terms  with  the 
publisher.  "I  am  glad,"  said  he  to  Lady  Hesketh19,  "that 
Johnson  waited  on  you,  and  glad  that  he  acquitted  himself 

16  To  Mrs.  Throckmorton,  April  1, 1791.         '"  To  Mr.  Johnson,  April  6. 
18  To  Mr.  Rose,  April  29.  19  June  26.  1791. 
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•o  well  in  your  presence  ;  glad  too  that  he  likes  my  prose,  and 
filled  with  wonder  that  he  likes  my  letters,  because  to  him  I 
have  hardly  sent  any  but  letters  of  jobation.  I  verily  believe 
that,  though  a  bookseller,  he  has  in  him  the  soul  of  a  gentle 
man.  Such  strange  combinations  sometimes  happen,  and  such 
a  one  may  have  happened  in  his  instance.  We  shall  see."  In 
his  next  letter",  however,  he  says,  "  I  am  not  much  better 
pleased  with  that  dealer  in  authors  than  yourself.  His  first 
proposal,  which  was  to  pay  me  with  my  own  money,  or,  in 
other  words,  to  get  my  copy  for  nothing,  not  only  dissatisfied 
but  hurt  me  ;  implying,  as  I  thought,  the  meanest  opinion  possi 
ble  of  my  labour :  for  that  for  which  an  intelligent  man  will 
give  nothing,  can  be  worth  nothing.  The  consequence  was, 
that  my  spirits  sank  considerably  below  par,  and  have  but 
just  begun  to  recover  themselves.  His  second  offer,  which  is 
to  pay  all  expenses  and -give  me  one  thousand  pounds  next 
midsummer,  leaving  the  copyright  still  in  my  hands,  is  more 
liberal.  With  this  offer  I  have  closed." 

The  work  was  published  in  the  summer  of  1791,  and 
Cowper  received  from  his  friends  in  all  quarters  good  reports 
of  its  reception.  Well  pleased  as  he  was  with  these  fair  pro 
mises  of  success,  his  feelings  were  more  highly  gratified  by  its 
becoming  the  means  of  renewing  his  intercourse  with  one 
who  had  formerly  been  among  the  most  intimate  of  his 
friends.  After  repeating  to  his  cousin  the  favourable  accounts 
which  had  reached  him,  he  said  to  her21,  "  But  now,  if  thou 
hast  the  faculty  of  erecting  thine  ears,  lift  them  into  the  air, 
first  taking  off"  thy  cap,  that  they  may  have  their  highest 
possible  elevation.  Mrs.  Unwin  says,  'No; — do  not  tell  her 
ladyship  all ;  tell  her  only  enough  to  raise  her  curiosity,  that  she 
may  come  the  sooner  to  Weston  to  have  it  gratified.  But  I 
say,  Yes  ; — I  will  tell  her  all :  lest  she  should  be  overcharged, 
and  burst  by  the  way. 

"  The  Chancellor  and  I,  my  dear,  have  had  a  corres 
pondence  on  the  subject  of  Homer.  He  had  doubts,  it 
seems,  about  the  propriety  of  translating  him  in  blank 
verse,  and  wrote  to  Henry  to  tell  him  so,  adding  a  translation 
of  his  own  in  rhyme  of  the  speech  of  Achilles  to  Phoenix, 
in  the  ninth  book,  and  referring  him  to  me,  who,  he  said, 
could  elevate  it  and  polish  it,  and  give  it  the  tone  of  Homer. 
20  July  11.  2l  Aug.  30. 
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Henry  sent  this  letter  to  me,  and  I  answered  it  in  one  to  his 
lordship ;  but  not  meddling  with  his  verses,  for  I  remembered 
what  happened  between  Gil  Bias  and  the  Archbishop  of  To 
ledo.  His  lordship  sent  me  two  sheets  in  reply,  filled  with 
arguments  in  favour  of  rhyme,  which  I  was  to  answer,  if  I 
could ;  and  containing  another  translation  of  the  same  pas 
sage,  only  in  blank  verse,  leaving  it  to  me  to  give  it  rhyme,  to 
make  it  close  and  faithful  and  poetical.  All  this  I  performed  as 
best  I  could,  and  yesterday  I  heard  from  him  again.  In  this 
last  letter  he  says,  '  I  am  clearly  convinced  that  Homer  may 
be  best  translated  without  rhyme,  and  that  you  have  suc 
ceeded  in  the  passages  that  I  have  looked  into.' 

"  Such  is  the  candour  of  a  wise  man,  and  a  real  scholar.  I 
would  to  heaven  that  all  prejudiced  persons  were  like  him  !  I 
answered  this  letter  immediately :  and  here,  I  suppose,  our 
correspondence  ends." 

He  was  now  idle  for  awhile,  both  on  account  of  his  eyes,  and 
because  he  knew  not  to  what  to  attach  himself.  But  neither 
his  friends  nor  his  bookseller  were  willing  that  he  should  long 
remain  so.  "Many  different  plans  and  projects,"  said  he22,  "are 
recommended  to  me.  Some  call  aloud  for  original  verse,  others 
for  more  translation,  and  others  for  other  things.  Providence, 
I  hope,  will  direct  me  in  my  choice ;  for  other  guide  I  have 
none,  nor  wish  for  another."  Little  more  than  a  month  elapsed 
before  he  informed  his  correspondents  that  he  had  been  invited 
to  a  new  literary  engagement,  and  had  not  refused  it.  "  A 
Milton,"  said  he23,  "  that  is  to  rival,  and  if  possible  to  exceed 
in  splendour,  Boydell's  Shakespeare,  is  in  contemplation,  and 
I  am  in  the  editor's  office.  Fuseli  is  the  painter.  My  business 
will  be  to  select  notes  from  others,  and  to  write  original  notes, 
to  translate  the  Latin  and  Italian  poems,  and  to  give  a  correct 
text.  I  shall  have  years  allowed  me  to  do  it  in." 

He  had  perused  Dr.  Johnson's  Life  of  Milton  with  that  dis 
pleasure  which  all  readers  feel  in  proportion  as  they -admire 
Milton,  either  in  his  poetical  or  his  political  character.  Cow- 
per  admired  him  in  both ;  on  the  first,  no  man  was  more 
competent  to  form  an  opinion,  and  scarcely  any  one  could  be 
more  incompetent  on  the  second ;  for  no  one  who  reads  his 
tory  at  all,  had  read  less  :  Mrs.  Macauley  was  good  authority 
with  him.  In  some  degree,  too,  he  had  been  prepared  to 

*2  To  Mr.  Johnson,  August  9, 1791.          -3  To  Mr.  Rose,  September  U. 
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entertain  his  bookseller's  proposal,  by  having  recently  perused 
Milton's  Latin  poems  with  more  attention  than  he  had  ever 
given  to  them  before :  "  but  these,"  said  he,  writing  to  Mr. 
Bagot24,  "  I  must  make  the  subject  of  some  future  letters,  in 
which  it  will  be  ten  to  one  that  your  friend,  Samuel  Johnson, 
gets  another  slap  or  two  at  the  hands  of  your  humble  ser 
vant.  Pray  read  them  yourself,  and  with  as  much  attention 
as  I  did ;  then  read  the  Doctor's  remarks,  if  you  have  them, 
and  then  tell  me  what  you  think  of  both.  It  will  be  pretty 
sport  for  you  on  such  a  day  as  this,  which  is  the  fourth  that 
we  have  had  of  almost  incessant  rain."  And  he  entered  the 
more  readily  into  the  project,  because,  when  the  two  volumes 
of  his  poems  turned  out  to  be  of  considerable  value,  the  pub 
lisher,  to  whom  he  had  given  them,  would  have  allowed  him 
to  resume  the  gift.  It  was  a  gift  which,  in  Cowper's  cir 
cumstances,  ought  not  to  have  been  made ;  and  indeed  it 
appears  strange  that  the  business  should  have  been  managed 
for  him  so  incautiously  by  both  his  friends ;  for  though  Air. 
Unwin  was  not  conversant  in  such  transactions,  Mr.  Newton 
was.  Sensible  as  he  now  was  of  their  improvidence,  he  chose 
still  to  be  bound  by  it ;  but  the  offer,  and  the  farther  pleasure 
which  he  felt  from  "  subsequent  proofs  of  liberality  in  John 
son's  conduct25,"  disposed  him  to  concur  in  his  project  con 
cerning  Milton,  though  he  had  at  first  from  diffidence  declined 
it.  Accordingly  he  wrote  to  him26,  saying,  "  I  have  at  length 
brought  myself  to  something  like  a  hope  that  I  may,  perhaps, 
prove  equal  to  this  business,  and  in  consequence  have  resolved 
to  attempt  it,  but  must  depend  on  you  for  my  implements. 
Newton's  edition  I  have,  but  have  nothing  more." 

Mrs.  Unwin,  who  knew  from  sorrowful  experience  how 
necessary  some  such  occupation  was  to  keep  his  mind  from 
relapsing  into  its  old  and  rooted  disease,  was  especially 
pleased  when  this  engagement  was  concluded.  Communica 
ting  it  to  one  of  his  Norfolk  cousins,  Mrs.  Ball,  she  says27, 
"ever  since  the  close  of  his  translation  I  have  had  many 
anxious  thoughts  how  he  would  spend  the  advancing  winter. 
Had  he  followed  either  of  the  three  professions  in  his  earlier 
days,  he  might  have  been  not  only  laying  the  foundation,  but 
also  raising  the  fabric  of  a  distinguished  character,  and  have 

21  May  2,  1791.  "  Hayley.vol.  iii.  p.  3. 

wSept.  6,  1791.  27  Oct.  25, 1791. 
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spent  the  remaining  portion  of  his  life  in  endeavouring  to 
maintain  it.  But  the  life  of  a  mere  gentleman  very  few,  or 
any,  are  equal  to  support  with  credit  to  themselves,  or  comfort 
to  their  friends.  But  a  gracious  Providence  has  dissipated 
my  fears  on  that  head.  After  a  warm  and  strong  solicitation, 
he  has  heen  prevailed  upon  to  stand  forth  as  an  editor  of  the 
most  splendid  and  magnificent  edition  of  Milton  that  ever  was 
offered  to  the  public.  His  engagement  is  to  translate  all  the 
Latin  and  Italian  poems,  to  select  the  most  approved  notes 
of  his  predecessors  in  that  line,  and  to  add  elucidations  and 
annotations  on  the  text  as  he  sees  proper.  Fuseli  is  to  furnish 
paintings  for  the  thirty  copper-plates,  and  Johnson,  the  book 
seller,  has  taken  upon  himself  to  provide  the  first  artists  for 
engraving.  This  work  will  take  your  cousin,  upon  his  own 
computation,  about  two  years." 

Some  of  Cowper's  friends,  however,  regretted  that  he  should 
have  pledged  himself  for  two  years  "  to  comment  and  trans 
late  ;"  and  it  seems  as  if  he  himself  after  a  while  looked  on 
with  little  satisfaction  to  the  editorial  part  of  his  undertaking. 
He  says  to  Mr.  Bagot,  "  as  to  Milton,  the  die  is  cast.  I  am 
engaged,  have  bargained  with  Johnson,  and  cannot  recede.  I 
should  otherwise  have  been  glad  to  do  as  you  advise,  to  make 
the  translation  of  his  Latin  and  Italian  poems,  part  of  another 
volume,  for  with  such  an  addition  I  have  nearly  as  much 
verse  in  my  budget  as  would  be  required  for  the  purpose28." 
And  in  answer  to  Hurdis,  he  writes,  "  I  am  much  obliged  to 
you  for  wishing  that  I  were  employed  in  some  original  work 
rather  than  in  translation.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  am  of  your 
mind;  and  unless  I  could  find  another  Homer,  I  shall  promise, 
I  believe  and  vow,  when  I  have  done  with  Milton,  never  to 
translate  again.  But  my  veneration  for  our  great  country 
man  is  equal  to  what  I  feel  for  the  Grecian,  and  consequently 
I  am  happy,  and  feel  mvself  honourably  employed  whatever  I 
I  do  for  Milton28." 

It  was  not  for  want  of  original  subjects  that  he  had  engaged 
in  this  undertaking.  Lady  Hesketh,  taking  up  apparently 
a  thought  which  Paoli,  as  reported  by  Boswell30,  had  thrown 

M  Dec.  5,   1791.  M  Dec.  10. 

30  Dining  at  General  Paoli's,  Johnson  said,  "  The  grand  ohject  of 
travelling  is  to  see  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean.  On  those  shores 
were  the  four  great  empires  of  the  world,  the  Assyrian,  the  Persian,  the 
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out  in  conversation,  proposed  to  him  the  Mediterranean  for 
a  topic.  He  replied,  "  Unless  I  were  a  better  historian  than 
I  am,  there  would  be  no  proportion  between  the  theme  and 
my  ability.  It  seems,  indeed,  not  to  be  so  properly  a  subject 
for  one  poem,  as  for  a  dozen31."  Mr.  Buchanan,  the  curate 
of  Ravenstone,  ("a  little  sequestered  village  within  the  dis 
tance  of  an  easy  walk  from  Weston,")  observed  to  him,  that 
no  poet,  ancient  or  modern,  had  expressly  treated  on  the  four 
divisions  of  human  life, — infancy,  youth,  manhood,  and  old 
age ;  and  he  offered  for  his  consideration  a  brief  sketch, 
with  the  hope  that  he  might  be  induced  to  work  upon  it.  It 
pleased  Cowper  so  well,  that  he  requested  him  to  draw  out 
his  thoughts  more  at  length ;  and  in  reply  to  the  second 
sketch  expressed  a  full  determination  to  undertake  the  subject. 
"My  dear  sir,"  said  he,  "you  have  sent  me  a  beautiful  poem, 
wanting  nothing  but  metre.  I  would  to  Heaven  that  you 
would  give  it  that  requisite  yourself ;  for  he  who  could  make 
the  sketch,  cannot  but  be  well  qualified  to  finish.  But  if 
you  will  not,  I  will ;  provided  always,  nevertheless,  that  God 
gives  me  ability,  for  it  will  require  no  common  share  to  do 
justice  to  your  conceptions32." 

Accordingly  he  began  upon  this  theme,  and  long  cherished 
the  thoughts  of  pursuing  it,  expecting,  as  it  appears,  to  pro 
duce  a  poem  of  about  the  same  length  as  the  Task.  But 
another  subject  had  taken  stronger  possession  of  his  mind, — 
an  Oak  in  Yardley  Chase,  which  was  within  reach  of  his 
walks,  and  was  believed  to  be  as  old  as  the  Norman  conquest. 
He  never  bestowed  more  labour  on  any  of  his  compositions 
than  upon  the  commencement  of  a  poem  upon  this  tree ;  nor 
did  he  ever  labour  more  successfully.  No  hint  of  his  intention 
was  ever  given  to  any  of  his  friends ;  this  was  that  he  might 
have  the  pleasure  of  surprising  them  with  it ;  and  it  may  be 
supposed  that  he  looked  to  its  completion  with  more  con 
fidence,  because  it  would  probably  not  have  extended  beyond 

Grecian,  and  the  Roman.  All  our  religion,  almost  all  our  law,  almost  all 
our  arts,  almost  all  that  sets  us  above  savages,  has  come  to  us  from  the 
shores  of  the  Mediterranean."  The  General  observed,  that  THE  MEDITER 
RANEAN  would  be  a  noble  subject  for  a  poem." — Boswell,  vol.  vi.  p.  154. 
Ed.  1835. 

A  noble  subject  indeed, — but  about  as  practicable  for  a  poem  as  for  a 
panorama. 

si  July  11,  1791.  32  May  11,  1791. 
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a  few  hundred  lines.  But  his  engagement  with  Milton  en 
grossed  him  altogether ;  and  when  he  looked  into  the  task  of 
commenting,  his  spirits  began  to  fail.  "  I  seem,"  he  said, 
"  to  fear  more  the  labour  to  which  it  calls  me,  than  any  great 
difficulty  with  which  it  is  likely  to  be  attended.  To  the 
labours  of  versifying  I  have  no  objection,  but  to  the  labours 
of  criticism  I  am  new,  and  apprehend  that  I  shall  find  them 
wearisome.  Should  that  be  the  case  I  shall  be  dull,  and 
must  be  contented  to  share  the  censure  of  being  so,  with  al 
most  all  the  commentators  that  have  ever  existed 3J."  The 
more  he  considered  this  engagement,  the  more  irksome  it 
appeared  to  him.  "  How  often,"  said  he,  "  do  I  wish,  in  the 
course  of  the  day,  that  I  could  be  employed  once  more  in 
poetry,  and  how  often  of  course  that  this  Miltonic  trap  had 
never  caught  me !" — "  That  ill-fated  work,  impracticable  in 
itself,  has  made  every  thing  else  impracticable34." 

But  a  melancholy  change  had  taken  place  in  Cowper's  do 
mestic  circumstances,  and  in  his  state  of  mind,  before  he  thus 
repented  altogether  of  his  engagement.  When  it  was  made, 
Mrs.  Unwin,  though  she  had  not  recovered  from  the  effects 
of  her  fall,  was  still  able  to  take  thought  for  him,  and  con 
tribute  to  his  comfort,  and  bear  a  Cheerful  part  in  society.  In 
the  same  letter  wherein  she  communicates  his  arrangement 
concerning  the  Milton  to  her  Norfolk  friends,  she  said, 
"Another  capital  pleasure  we  are  now  rejoicing  in.  Dear 
Lady  Hesketh  arrived  at  Weston  this  very  day  sevennight, 
accompanied  with  her  ever-attendant  train,  fine  sense,  good 
temper,  affectionate  cordiality,  and  everpleasing  vivacity." — It 
was  the  last  visit  in  which  she  either  found  or  communicated 
cheerfulness  at  Weston  Lodge.  About  two  months  after  her 
arrival,  Mrs.  Unwin  was  seized  with  a  giddiness,  and  must 
have  fallen  with  her  chair,  if  Cowper,  on  whom  she  called 
for  help,  had  not  been  just  in  time  to  save  her.  The  gid 
diness,  though  with  some  abatement,  lasted  the  whole  day, 
and  was  attended  with  other  very  alarming  symptoms,  so  that 
she  kept  her  bed  for  many  days,  and  her  chamber  for  some 
weeks.  In  writing  to  inform  Rose  of  this,  whose  intended 
visit  at  Christmas  was  thereby  prevented,  Cowper  says,  "  she 
has  been  my  faithful  and  affectionate  nurse  for  many  years, 
and  consequently  has  a  claim  on  all  my  attentions.  She  has 

33  To  Mr.  Hurdis,  Feb.  21,  1792.  *  To  Hayley,  Dec.  26, 1792. 
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them,  and  will  have  them  as  long  as  she  wants  them,  which 
will  probably  be,  at  the  least,  a  considerable  time  to  come. 
I  feel  the  snock,  as  you  may  suppose,  in  every  nerve.  God 
grant  that  there  may  be  no  repetition  of  it !  Another  such 
a  shock  upon  her  would,  I  think,  overset  me  completely ; 
but  at  present  I  hold  up  bravely34." 

Her  gradual  amendment  seemed  to  give  him  reason  for 
hoping,  that  as  the  spring  advanced,  she  might  be  perfectly 
restored  to  health ;  though  he  was  aware  that  they  had  both 
"  reached  a  time  of  life  when  heavy  blows,  if  not  fatal,  are  at 
least  long  felt."  Spring  came,  but  it  took  from  him  more  than 
it  brought.  At  the  beginning  of  March  he  writes  to  Mr.  New 
ton, — "  All  our  little  world  is  going  to  London, — the  gulf  that 
swallows  most  of  our  good  things,  and,  like  a  bad  stomach,  too 
often  assimilates  them  to  itself.  Our  neighbours  at  the  Hall 
go  thither  to-morrow.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Throckmorton,  as  we 
lately  called  them,  but  now  Sir  John  and  my  I^ady,  are  no 
longer  inhabitants  here,  but  henceforth  of  Bucklands,  in  Berk 
shire.  I  feel  the  loss  of  them,  and  shall  feel  it,  since  kinder  or 
more  friendly  treatment  I  never  can  receive  at  any  hands, 
than  I  have  always  found  at  theirs.  But  it  has  long  been  a 
foreseen  change,  and  was,  indeed,  almost  daily  expected  long 
before  it  happened.  The  desertion  of  the  Hall,  however,  will 
not  be  total.  The  second  brother,  George,  now  Mr.  Cour- 
tenay38,  intends  to  reside  there  ;  and  with  him,  as  with  his 
elder  brother,  I  have  always  been  on  terms  the  most  agreeable. 

"  Such  is  this  variable  scene  :  so  variable,  that,  had  the 
reflections  I  sometimes  make  upon  it  a  permanent  influence, 
I  should  tremble  at  the  thought  of  a  new  connexion  ;  and,  to 
be  out  of  the  reach  of  its  mutability,  lead  almost  the  life  of  a 
hermit.  It  is  well  with  those  who,  like  you,  have  God  for 
their  companion  !  Death  cannot  deprive  them  of  Him,  and 
He  changes  not  the  place  of  his  abode.  Other  changes,  there 
fore,  to  them  are  all  supportable ;  and  what  you  say  of  your  own 
experience  is  the  strongest  possible  proof  of  it.  Had  you  lived 
without  God,  you  could  not  have  endured  the  loss  you  men 
tion.  May  lie  preserve  me  from  a  similar  one  ;  at  least,  till 
he  shall  be  pleased  to  draw  me  to  himself  again  !  Then,  if 
ever  that  day  come,  it  will  make  me  equal  to  my  burthen  ; 
but  at  present  I  can  bear  nothing  well." 

35  Dec.  21,  1791.  36  And  since,  Sir  George  Throckraortou. 
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Lady  Hesketh  went  about  a  week  after  the  Throckmortons  ; 
and  when  Rose,  who  came  to  cheer  them  for  a  few  days  after 
her  departure,  had  returned  to  London,  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Un- 
win  were  "  once  more  reduced  to  their  dual  state."  It  was 
no  longer  good  for  them  to  be  in  that  state,  though  he  would 
fain  have  thought  so.  "  There  are  those  in  the  world,"  said 
he37,  "  whom  we  love,  and  whom  we  are  happy  to  see  ;  but 
we  are  happy  likewise  in  each  other,  and  so  far  independent 
of  our  fellow-mortals,  as  to  be  able  to  pass  our  time  comfort 
ably  without  them : — as  comfortably,  at  least,  as  Mrs.  Un- 
win's  frequent  indispositions,  and  my  no  less  frequent  troubles 
of  mind,  will  permit.  When  I  am  much  distressed,  any  company 
but  hers  distresses  me  more,  and  makes  me  doubly  sensible  of 
my  sufferings  ;  though  sometimes,  I  confess,  it  falls  out  other 
wise  ;  and  by  the  help  of  more  general  conversation,  I  recover 
that  elasticity  of  mind  which  is  able  to  resist  the  pressure. — 
On  the  whole,  I  believe  I  am  situated  exactly  as  I  should  wish 
to  be,  were  my  situation  to  be  determined  by  my  own-  election ; 
and  am  denied  no  comfort  that  is  compatible  with  the  total 
absence  of  the  chief  of  all." 

At  this  time,  when  they  most  needed  it,  a  circumstance  aris 
ing  out  of  the  engagement  concerning  Milton,  gave  a  salutary 
excitement  to  Cowper' s  spirits.  While  Fuseli  was  employed 
upon  his  Milton  gallery,  and  Cowper  proceeding  with  his  ver 
sion  of  the  Latin  and  Italian  poems,  Boydell  also  had  projected 
a  magnificent  edition  of  the  same  poet,  and  had  engaged  Westall 
to  make  designs  for  it,  and  Hayley  to  write  a  life  of  the  author. 
"This  squabble  between  Fuseli  and  Boydell,"  said  Cowper38, 
"  does  not  interest  me  at  all.  Let  it  terminate  as  it  may,  I  have 
only  to  perform  my  job,  and  leave  the  event  to  be  decided  by 
the  combatants. 

Suave  mari  magno  turbantibus  ecquora  rcntis, 

E  terra  magnum  alterius  spectare  laborem."-*- Lucretius. 

A  paragraph,  however,  in  the  newspapers  represented  that  the 
rivalry  between  the  publishers  was  participated  by  the  writers, 
and  that  Hayley  and  Cowper  were  both  emulously  engaged  in 
writing  lives  of  Milton.  Now  Cowper  himself  was  not  more  ex 
empt  from  any  emulous  feeling  than  Hayley,  who  in  all  his 
feelings  was  one  of  the  most  generous  of  men ;  and  the  para 
graph  had  the  singular  effect  of  leading  to  a  friendship  between 
37  To  Mr.  Newton,  March  18, 1792.  *»  To  Mr.  Bagot,  Dec.  5,  ]  791. 
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them.  For  Hayley  addressed  a  sonnet  to  his  reputed  competitor 
upon  this  occasion. 

Cowper !  delight  of  all  who  justly  prize 
The  splendid  magic  of  a  strain  divine, 
That  sweetly  tempts  the  enlightened  soul  to  rise, 
As  sun-beams  lure  an  eagle  to  the  skies  ! 
Poet !  to  whom  I  feel  my  heart  incline 
As  to  a  friend  endeared  by  virtue's  ties  ; 
Ne'er  shall  my  name  in  pride's  contentious  line 
With  hostile  emulation  cope  with  thine. 
No !  let  us  meet  with  kind  fraternal  aim, 
Where  Milton's  shrine  invites  a  votive  throng. 
With  thee  I  share  a  passion  for  his  fame, 
His  zeal  for  truth,  his  scorn  of  venal  blame  : 
But  thou  hast  rarer  gifts ;  to  thee  belong 
His  harp  of  highest  tone,  his  sanctity  of  song. 

This  sonnet  he  enclosed  to  Cowper  with  the  following  letter : 

DEAR  SIR,  Eartham,  near  Chichester,  Feb.  7,  1792. 

I  have  often  been  tempted  by  affectionate  admiration  of 
your  poetry,  to  trouble  you  with  a  letter;  but  I  have  repeatedly 
checked  myself,  in  recollecting  that  the  vanity  of  believing  our 
selves  distantly  related  in  spirit  to  a  man  of  genius,  is  but  a 
sorry  apology  for  intruding  on  his  time. 

Though  I  resisted  my  desire  of  professing  myself  your  friend, 
that  I  might  not  disturb  you  with  intmsive  familiarity,  I  can 
not  resist  a  desire  equally  affectionate,  of  disclaiming  an  idea 
which  I  am  told  is  imputed  to  me,  of  considering  myself,  on 
a  recent  occasion,  as  an  antagonist  to  you.  Allow  me,  there 
fore,  to  say,  I  was  solicited  to  write  a  Life  of  Milton,  for  Boy- 
dell  and  Nicol,  before  I  had  the  least  idea  that  you  and  Mr. 
Fuseli  were  concerned  in  a  project  similar  to  theirs.  When  I 
first  heard  of  your  intention,  I  was  apprehensive  that  we  might 
undesignedly  thwart  each  other  ;  but  on  seeing  your  proposals, 
I  am  agreeably  persuaded,  that  our  respective  labours  will  be 
far  from  clashing  ;  as  it  is  your  design  to  illustrate  Milton  with 
a  series  of  notes,  and  I  only  mean  to  execute  a  more  candid 
life  of  him  than  his  late  biographer  has  given  us,  upon  a  plan 
that  will,  I  flatter  myself,  be  particularly  pleasing  to  those  who 
love  the  author  as  we  do. 

As  to  the  pecuniary  interest  of  those  persons  who  venture 
large  sums  in  expensive  decorations  of  Milton,  I  am  persuaded 
his  expanding  glory  will  support  them  all.  Every  splendid 


16  LITE   OF   COWPEB. 

edition,  where  the  merits  of  the  pencil  are  in  any  degree 
worthy  of  the  poet,  will,  I  think,  be  secure  of  success.  I  wish 
it  cordially  to  all ;  as  I  have  great  affection  for  the  arts,  and  a 
sincere  regard  for  those  whose  talents  reflect  honour  upon  them. 

To  you,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  a  grateful  attachment,  for  the 
infinite  delight  which  your  writings  have  afforded  me ;  and  if, 
in  the  course  of  your  work,  I  have  any  opportunity  to  serve  or 
oblige  you,  I  shall  seize  it  with  that  friendly  spirit  which  has 
impelled  me  at  present  to  assure  you  both  in  prose  and  rhyme, 
that  I  am, 

Your  very  cordial  admirer,  W.  HAYLEY. 

P.  S. — I  wrote  the  enclosed  sonnet  on  being  told  that  our 
names  had  been  idly  printed  together,  in  a  newspaper,  at 
hostile  competitors.  Pray  forgive  its  poetical  defects,  for  its 
affectionate  sincerity. 

From  my  ignorance  of  your  address,  I  send  this  to  your 
booksellers,  by  a  person  commissioned  to  place  my  name  in 
the  list  of  your  subscribers ;  and  let  me  add,  if  you  ever  wish 
to  form  a  new  collection  of  names  for  any  similar  purpose,  I 
entreat  you  to  honour  me  so  far  as  to  rank  mine,  of  your 
own  accord,  among  those  of  your  sincerest  friends — Adieu  ! 

Having  written  the  letter,  and  transcribed  the  sonnet,  Hay- 
ley  hesitated  whether  or  not  to  intrude  on  one  whose  habits 
were  even  more  retired  than  his  own,  by  sending  them.  His 
friend,  Dr.  Warner,  overruled  this  doubt ;  Cowper,  he  said, 
would  surely  be  pleased ;  and,  as  he  was  going  to  London,  he 
offered  to  deposit  the  packet  with  his  publisher,  Johnson. 
There  it  remained  six  weeks,  to  Hayley's  no  little  mortification, 
and  to  the  vexation  of  Cowper  when  he  received  it  at  last. 
"What,  indeed,"  says  he39,  "could  he  imagine  less,  than  that 
I  meant  by  such  an  obstinate  silence,  to  tell  him  that  I  valued 
neither  him,  nor  his  praises,  nor  his  proffered  friendship  ?  in 
short,  that  I  considered  him  a  rival,  and  therefore,  like  a 
true  author,  hated  and  despised  him."  Of  course  the  letter 
was  answered  on  the  very  evening  that  it  came  to  hand.  The 
only  part  of  that  answer  which  has  appeared  is  the  following 
passage,  which  Hayley  said  he  had  an  honest  pride  in  trans 
cribing40.  "  I  rejoice  that  you  are  employed  to  do  justice  to 

=»  To  Lady  Heskcth,  March  25,  1791. 
40  Appendix  to  Cowi>cr's  Homer,  p.  384. 
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the  character  of  a  man,  perhaps  the  chief  of  all,  vrho  have 
done  honour  to  our  country,  and  whose  very  name  I  rever 
ence.  Here  we  shall  not  clash,  or  interfere  with  each  other, 
for  a  Life  of  Milton  is  no  part  of  my  bargain.  In  short  we 
will  cope  with  each  other  in  nothing,  but  that  affection 
which  you  avow  for  me,  unworthy  of  it  as  I  am,  and  which 
your  character  and  writings,  and  especially  your  kind  letter, 
have  begotten  in  my  heart  for  you.  Every  remark  of  yours  on 
Milton  will  be  highly  valued  by  me."  Hayley  was  equally 
prompt  in  his  reply;  "he  is  now,"  said  Cowper,  "con 
vinced  that  I  love  him,  as  indeed  I  do ;  and  I  account  him 
the  chief  acquisition  that  my  own  verse  has  ever  procured  me." 

Their  correspondence  now  became  frequent,  and  was  car 
ried  on  with  characteristic  warmth  on  both  sides.  Hayley 
was  invited  to  Weston,  and  pressed  to  visit  his  unseen  friend 
there,  in  May.  "I  will  endeavour,"  said  Cowper  to  Lady 
Hesketh",  "  to  greet  him  with  a  countenance  that  shall  not 
stiffen  him  into  free-stone,  but  cannot  be  answerable  for  my 
success.  It  will  depend,  in  some  measure,  on  the  countenance 
that  he  presents  himself;  for  whether  I  will  or  not,  I  am 
always  a  physiognomist,  and  if  I  dislike  a  man's  looks,  am  sure 
to  assume  such  as  he  will  find  equally  disagreeable.  But  I 
hope  better  things  from  my  friend  Hayley.  It  seldom  hap 
pens  that  a  person  so  amiable  in  his  disposition,  is  very  Gor- 
gonian  in  his  aspect." 

Two  persons  so  well  inclined  to  like  each  other,  and  already 
intellectually  acquainted,  were  not  likely  to  be  disappointed  at 
their  meeting.  Hayley  was  then  in  his  forty-seventh  year ; 
time  had  given  to  his  fine  and  animated  countenance4'  a 
thoughtful,  and  somewhat  pensive  air;  but  his  disposition  was 
buoyant  and  lively,  and  his  manners  as  pleasing  as  they  were 
warm,  and  not  less  cordial  than  pleasing.  "  Every  body 
here,"  said  Cowper,  "has  fallen  in  love  with  him,  and  where- 
ever  he  goes  every  body  must. — We  have  formed  a  friend 
ship  that  I  trust  will  last  for  life,  and  render  us  an  edifying 
example  for  all  future  poets !"  Hayley  expressed  lu's  feelings 

41  April  26. 

42  Miss  Seward  says,  in  a  letter  to  George  Hardinge,  "  I  am  glad  you 
like  I  lay  ley's  countenance.      How  have  I   seen  those  fine   eyes   of  his 
sparkle,  and  melt,  and  glow,  as  wit,  compassion,  or  imagination   had  the 
ascendance  in  his  mind."—  Letters,  vol.  i.  p.  351. 

B.  C.— 2.  C 
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to  his  old  friend,  Romney.  "  Carissimo  Pittore,  said  he,  often 
have  I  wished  to  convey  you  by  magic  to  my  side,  when  you 
were  not  near  me ;  but  I  believe  I  never  wished  it  more 
ardently  than  I  have  done  under  this  very  kind  poetical  roof. 
You  would  be  pleased  here,  as  I  am,  and  think  with  me,  that 
my  brother  bard  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  creatures  in 
the  world,  from  the  powerful  united  influence  of  rare  genius 
and  singular  misfortunes,  with  the  additional  charm  of  mild 
and  engaging  manners.  Then  as  to  the  grand  article  of  fe 
males,  (for  what  is  a  scene  without  a  woman  in  it  ?)  here  is 
a  muse  of  seventy,  that  I  perfectly  idolize. — Here  is  a  won 
derful  scene  ;  it  would  affect  you,  I  know,  as  it  does  me.  Few 
things  in  life  have  given  me  such  heartfelt  satisfaction  as  my 
visit  to  this  house ;  and  the  more  so  as  my  kind  hosts  seem  to 
regard  me  as  sent  to  them  by  Providence,  for  our  general  de 
light  and  advantage. — As  to  myself,  I  feel  I  have  now  found 
the  thing  I  most  wanted, — a  congenial  poetical  spirit,  willing 
to  join  with  me  in  the  most  social  and  friendly  cultivation  of 
an  art  dear  to  us  both,  and  particularly  dear  to  us  as  the 
cement  of  friendship." 

"My  host,"  says  Hayley,  "though  now  in  his  sixty-first 
year,  appeared  as  happily  exempt  from  all  the  infirmities  of 
advanced  life,  as  friendship  could  wish  him  to  be  ;  and  his 
more  elderly  companion,  not  materially  oppressed  by  age, 
discovered  a  benevolent  alertness  of  character,  that  seemed 
to  promise  a  continuance  of  their  domestic  comfort.  Their 
reception  of  me  was  kindness  itself. — I  was  enchanted  to  find 
that  the  manners  and  conversation  of  Cowper  resembled  his 
poetry,  charming  by  unaffected  elegance,  and  the  graces  of  a 
benevolent  spirit.  I  looked  with  affectionate  veneration  and 
pleasure  on  the  lady  who  having  devoted  her  life  and  fortune 
to  the  service  of  this  tender  and  sublime  genius,  in  watching 
over  him  with  maternal  vigilance  through  many  years  of  the 
darkest  calamity,  appeared  to  be  now  enjoying  a  reward  justly 
due  to  the  noblest  exertions  of  friendship,  in  contemplating 
the  health  and  the  renown  of  the  poet,  whom  she  had  the  hap 
piness  to  preserve. 

"  It  seemed  hardly  possible  to  survey  human  nature  in  a  more 
touching  and  a  more  satisfactory  point  of  view. — Their  tender 
attention  to  each  other,  their  simple  devout  gratitude  for  the 
mercies  which  they  had  experienced  together,  and  their  con- 
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slant,  but  unaffected  propensity  to  impress  on  the  mind  and 
heart  of  a  new  friend  the  deep  sense  which  they  incessantly 
felt,  of  their  mutual  obligations  to  each  other,  afforded  me  very 
singular  gratification." 

Hayley  had  not  been  with  them  many  days,  when  on  re 
turning  from  a  morning  walk  with  his  new  friend,  they  were 
informed  that  Mrs.  Unwin  had  had  a  paralytic  stroke.  Cowper 
ran  to  her,  and  came  back  in  a  state  that  alarmed  Hayley  in 
the  highest  degree  for  his  senses.  His  first  speech  was  wild 
in  the  extreme.  "My  answer,"  says  Hayley,  "was  little 
less  so  ;  but  it  was  addressed  to  the  predominant  fancy  of  my 
unhappy  friend,  and,  with  the  blessing  of  Heaven,  it  pro 
duced  an  instantaneous  calm  in  his  troubled  mind.  From  that 
moment  he  rested  on  my  friendship  with  such  mild  and  cheer 
ful  confidence,  that  his  affectionate  spirit  regarded  me  as  sent 
providentially  to  support  him  in  a  season  of  the  severest 
affliction." 

Their  Olney  apothecary  would  not  allow  that  the  attack 
in  December  had  been  paralytic.  Cowper  himself  never 
doubted  but  that  it  was ;  that  the  present  was  so  could  not 
be  dissembled,  . .  her  speech  was  almost  unintelligible,  she 
was  unable  to  move  from  place  to  place,  or  to  keep  her  eyes 
open,  and  the  use  of  the  right  hand  and  arm  was  lost.  Hay- 
ley  eagerly  enquired  if  there  was  an  electrical  machine  in 
the  neighbourhood ;  and  little  as  it  could  have  been  expected, 
an  inhabitant  of  the  village  possessed  just  such  a  one  as 
was  wanted,  which  he  had  in  part  constructed  himself.  Hay- 
ley,  from  endeavouring  at  first  to  counteract  by  electricity  a 
continual  tendency  to  inflammation  in  his  own  eyes,  had  been 
used  to  try  its  remedial  effects  upon  his  country  neighbours, 
often  to  no  avail,  but  now  and  then  with  the  happiest  results. 
He  tried  it  now  upon  Mrs.  Unwin,  and  wrote  also  to  his  friend, 
Dr.  Austin,  for  advice :  before  that  advice  could  arrive,  "this 
powerful  though  uncertain  remedy"  appeared  to  be  of  mate 
rial  sen-ice.  She  daily  recovered  a  little  strength  and  a  little 
power  of  utterance ;  "  but  her  amendment,"  said  Cowper  to 
Lady  Hesketh,  "  is  slow,  as  must  be  expected  at  her  time  of  life, 
and  in  such  a  disorder:  I  am  as  well  myself  as  you  have  ever 
known  me  in  a  time  of  much  trouble,  and  even  better.  Hayley 
has  been  all  in  all  to  us  on  this  very  afflicting  occasion.  Love 
him,  I  charge  you,  dearly  for  my  sake.  Where  could  I 

C  2 
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have  found  a  man,  except  himself,  who  could  have  made  him 
self  so  necessary  to  me  in  so  short  a  time,  that  I  absolutely 
know  not  how  to  live  without  him  ?"  Lady  Hesketh,  on  the 
first  intelligence  of  this  affliction,  offered  to  come  to  them.  He 
replied,  "  though  happy,  as  you  well  know,  to  see  you  at  all 
times,  we  have  no  need,  and  I  trust  shall  have  none,  to  trouble 
you  with  a  journey  made  on  purpose.  Yet  once  again,  I  am 
willing  and  desirous  to  believe  we  shall  be  a  happy  trio  at 
Weston ;  but  unless  necessity  dictates  a  journey  of  charity,  I 
wish  all  yours  hither  to  be  made  for  pleasure43." 

Hayley  left  them  in  the  beginning  of  June.  There  was 
then  every  appearance  of  progressive  amendment  in  Mrs.  Un- 
win,  and  the  disposition  of  the  patient  herself  afforded  the  best 
ground  of  hope.  "  It  is  a  great  blessing  to  us  both,"  said 
Cowper,  "  that,  poor  feeble  thing  as  she  is,  she  has  a  most  in 
vincible  courage,  and  a  trust  in  God's  goodness  that  nothing 
can  shake.  . .  She  always  tells  me  she  is  better, — and  will  pro 
bably  die  with  those  very  words  upon  her  lips.  They  will  be 
true  then  at  least,  for  tnen  she  will  be  best  of  all."  Their 
warm  friend  had  urged  them  to  visit  him  at  Eartham,  as  soon 
as  Mrs.  Unwin  should  be  able  to  take  the  journey  ;  and  as 
each  hoped  that  such  a  change  might  be  beneficial  to  the 
other,  both  were  willing  to  think  it  possible  that  they  might 
undertake  what  was  to  them  so  formidable  a  journey.  A 
year  before44  he  had  said  in  reply  to  Hurdis's  introductory 
letter,  "We  shall  not,  I  hope,  hereafter  be  known  to  each 
other  as  poets  only,  for  your  writings  have  made  me  ambitious 
of  a  nearer  approach  to  you.  Your  door,  however,  will  never 
be  opened  to  me.  My  fate  and  fortune  have  combined  with 
my  natural  disposition  to  draw  a  circle  round  me  which  I  can 
not  pass  ;  nor  have  I  been  more  than  thirteen  miles  from 
home  these  twenty  years,  and  so  far  very  seldom.  But  you 
are  a  younger  man,  and  therefore  may  not  be  quite  so  im 
movable  ;  in  which  case,  should  you  choose  at  any  time  to 
move  Weston-ward,  you  will  always  find  me  happy  to  receive 
you." — Now  however  the  ardour  of  a  new  friendship,  and  the 
hope  that  Mrs.  Unwin's  recovery  might  be  promoted  by  travel 
ling  and  by  change  of  air,  roused  him  to  a  resolution  of  which 
he  had  fancied  himself  incapable  ;  and  he  who  during  so  many 
years  had  been  as  it  were  spell-bound  within  the  purlieus  of 
Olney,  prepared  for  a  journey  to  the  south  coast. 

*3  May  26,  1792.  «  March  6,  1791. 
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HAYLEY.      COWPKE'S   VISIT   TO    EABTHAM.      BOMNEY. 

WHEN  Hayley  left  his  own  Memoirs  for  posthumous  pub 
lication,  he  designated  himself  in  the  title  as  the  Friend  and 
Biographer  of  Cowper,  having,  no  doubt,  in  mind  Lord 
Brook's  epitaph  at  Warwick;  but  honourable  as  in  both 
instances  such  friendship  must  ever  be  deemed,  both  Hayley 
and  Lord  Brooke  will  be  remembered  also  for  merits  of  their 
own. 

William  Hayley,  whose  friendship  for  Cowper  was  in  its 
consequences  rewarded  well,  and  well  deserved  the  recompence 
which  it  obtained,  was  born  at  Chichester,  in  17-15.  His 
father  raised  a  company  during  that  time  of  rebellion  and 
threatened  invasion ;  a  baronetcy  was  offered  him  in  ac 
knowledgment  of  his  patriotic  exertions ;  this  he  had  prudence 
enough  to  decline,  as  a  rank  which  it  was  beyond  his  means 
to  support ;  but  the  military  character  which  he  had  assumed 
led  him  into  expenses  that  impaired  his  fortune,  and  into 
habits  of  intemperance  that  brought  him  to  an  early  grave. 
The  eldest  of  his  two  children  was  laid  beside  him  two  years 
afterwards  in  Eartham  churchyard,  having  died  of  inoculated 
smallpox.  A  more  deplorable  fate  soon  threatened  the  sur 
viving  child  ;  but  by  the  devoted  care  and  prayers  of  his 
mother  he  was  restored  from  a  disease  which  the  physicians 
pronounced  would  leave  him,  if  he  escaped  with  life,  a  de 
formed  and  helpless  idiot.  It  left,  however,  no  other  incon 
venience  than  a  slight  lameness.  When  he  was  sufficiently 
recovered  he  was  placed  at  Eton ;  his  mind,  he  says,  always 
"  recoiled  with  emotions  of  indignation  and  disgust  from  the 
recollection  of  the  first  years  that  he  passed  there  ;"  but  his 
time  was  not  ill  spent ;  and  his  early  predilection  for  poetry 
was  encouraged  by  Roberts,  then  one  of  the  ushers  and  after 
wards  provost,  himself  a  poet1  of  the  same  respectable  class  as 
the  author  of  Leonidas  and  the  Athenaid. 

1  Dr.  Roberts's  Judah  Restored  was  one  of  the  first  books  that  I  ever 
possessed.  It  was  given  me  by  a  lady  whom  I  must  ever  gratefully  and 
affectionately  remember  as  the  kindest  friend  of  my  boyhood.  I  read  it 
often  then,  and  can  still  recur  to  it  with  satisfaction  :  and  perhaps  I  owe 
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After  remaining  six  years  at  Eton,  he  gave  up  his  chance  of 
a  fellowship  at  King's  College,  because  he  preferred  the  easier 
discipline  of  Trinity  Hall.  There  he  entered  in  1763,  the 
year  in  which  Cowper  retired  from  the  world ;  and  there  he 
amused  himself  with  pursuing  his  classical  studies,  and  took 
lessons  in  drawing  and  Italian.  Three  years  were  thus  not 
unprofitably  spent ;  he  then  left  Cambridge  without  taking  a 
degree,  and  entered  his  name  at  the  Middle  Temple,  without 
any  serious  intention  of  studying  the  law.  For  he  soon  con 
vinced  himself  that  nature  had  never  intended  him  for  a  bar 
rister;  and  flattered  himself  with  an  expectation  that  his 
passion  for  poetry,  and  particularly  for  the  drama,  might  by 
made  the  means  of  enriching  him  in  a  far  more  agreeable  way. 

He  remembered,  he  says,  that  Dryden  had  once  engaged 
to  produce  four  new  plays  every  year,  and  therefore  thought 
himself  modest  in  his  purpose  of  composing  only  two  in  the 
same  space  of  time,  and  moderate  in  his  calculation  of  deriving 
only  a  thousand  a  year  from  his  dramatic  profits. 

Such  baseless  expectations  might  have  ruined  any  one  who 
had  not,  like  Hayley,  a  fair  inheritance  on  which  to  rest ;  but 
provided  as  he  was  with  that  substantial  gift  of  fortune, 
he  could  smile  at  the  recollection  of  his  utter  disappointment, 
and  never  had  cause  to  regret  that  he  had  not  applied  liim- 
self  to  some  professional  pursuit.  His  excellent  mother  had 
no  other  wish  than  to  promote  his  happiness  in  any  way  which 
he  thought  best.  She  had  taken  a  house  in  London,  because 
he  liked  a  London  residence ;  when  he  married,  in  1 769,  she 
enabled  him  to  make  a  settlement  upon  his  wife,  by  giving  up 
her  own  ;  she  continued  to  reside  with  them  in  town  as  long 
as  they  preferred  London  for  their  place  of  abode  ;  and  she 
removed  with  them  into  the  country  in  1774,  at  the  close  of 
which  year  she  died,  fortunate  in  not  living  to  witness  the  com 
mencement  of  that  domestic  infelicity,  the  possibility  of  which 
she  had  but  too  much  reason  to  apprehend.  This  consider 
ation  must  have  consoled  her  son  in  his  regret  that  the  high 
reputation  which  he  afterwards  obtained  came  too  late  to  glad 
den  that  heart  which  of  all  others  would  have  most  rejoiced  in 
it.  For  she  had  kindled  and  fostered  in  him  the  love  of  poetry, 
and  encouraged  his  literary  ambition  as  he  grew  up  ;  and 
something  to  the  plain  dignity  of  its  style,  which  is  suited  to  the  subject, 
and  every  where  bears  the  stamp  of  good  sense  and  careful  erudition.  To 
acknowledge  obligations  of  this  kind  is  both  a  pleasure  and  a  duty. 
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though  not  without  fear,  had  not  opposed  his  purpose  when, 
disregarding  the  ordinary  pursuits  of  fortune,  he  resolved  to 
make  literature  at  once  his  business  and  his  recreation.  He 
has  said  of  himself  that  "  his  contempt  of  money  often  rose 
to  romantic  excess,  and  sometimes  led  him  into  serious  incon 
venience  :  but  in  his  estimation  books,  retirement,  and  friend 
ship  were  the  real  treasures  of  human  life.  In  all  these  he 
was  abundantly  rich ;  and  he  justly  reckoned  his  quick  and 
constant  relish  for  them  all  a  blessing  in  itself  that  called 
for  incessant  and  cheerful  gratitude  to  the  Giver  of  all  good2." 
As  a  dramatic  writer  Hayley  was  unsuccessful,  though 
it  had  been  his  first  ambition  to  excel  in  that  line,  and  though 
several  of  his  pieces  were  brought  upon  the  stage.  One 
luckless  tragedy,  which  he  had  published  without  the  hope 
of  its  being  acted,  had  the  singular  fortune  of  being  repre 
sented  at  both  the  London  theatres  at  the  same  time,  con 
demned  at  the  one,  and  received  with  applause  at  the  other. 
The  manager  of  Covent  Garden  said  to  him  in  a  letter  at  this 
time,  "  I  shall  regard  it  as  one  of  the  most  fortunate  events  of 
my  mimic  life,  if  I  can  fairly  bring  you  to  a  determination  of 
being  a  dramatic  author  ;  I  mean  for  the  stage,  which  cer 
tainly  holds  out  much  greater  rewards  of  fame,  delight,  and 
profit  than  any  other  species  of  literary  composition3."  No 
wonder  that  he  continued  to  mistake  his  own  powers  when  he 
was  thus  encouraged  in  the  highest  quarter,  and  when  the  rival 
managers  contended  for  a  play  which  carried  with  it,  in  its 
detestable  subject,  its  own  certain  condemnation.  But  all 
Hay  ley' s  tragedies  were  deficient  in  the  essentials  of  dramatic 
poetry  ;  and  his  comedies  were  written  upon  the  French  model, 
in  rhyme.  These  he  intended  for  a  private  theatre.  Colman*, 

•  Memoirs,  vol.  i.  p.  333.  s  Memoirs,  vol.  i.  p.  396. 

4  "  A  comedy  in  rhyme,"  said  he,  "  is  a  bold  attempt ;  yet  when  so 
well  executed  as  in  the  present  instance,  it  would,  I  think,  be  received 
with  favour,  especially  on  a  stage  of  a  genius  somewhat  similar  to  that  of 
a  private  theatre,  for  which  they  were  professedly  written*."  Henderson, 
after  reading  it  aloud  in  his  admirable  manner,  was  of  a  different  opinion  : 
"  he  admired  it  exceedingly,  but  thought  the  rhyme  unfit  for  a  public  stage, 
as  it  is  so  difficult  to  recite  without  an  unpleasing  monotony."  Gibbon 
called  it  "  the  boldest  of  poetical  attempts,  but  declared  himself  asto 
nished  and  delighted  by  the  happiness  of  its  execution." 

The  Monthly  Review  (vol.  Ixx.  April,  1784,)  says,    "  the  comedies  are 

*  Memoirs,  vol.  i.  p.  314,  293,  295. 
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however,  brought  out  one  of  them  at  the  Haymarket,  and  it  met 
with  some  success. 

But  though  Hayley  mistook  his  own  powers  when  he  at 
tempted  dramatic  composition,  he  made  the  best  use  of  them 
in  composing  his  Essays  on  Painting,  on  History,  and  on  Epic 
Poetry,  in  the  form  of  Epistles  in  verse,  addressed  respectively 
to  Romney,  Gibbon,  and  Mason.  With  the  painter  he  was 
already  intimate,  and  the  hope  of  contributing  to  make  his 
friend's  genius  better  known  to  the  public,  was  the  chief  motive 
which  had  induced  him  to  choose  that  branch  of  the  arts  for 
his  subject.  The  Essay  on  History  procured  for  him  Gibbon's 
friendship ;  the  other  Essay  drew  from  Mason  a  letter  of  hand 
some  acknowledgment ;  but  when  the"  two  poets  met,  though 
it  was  with  the  mutual  desire  of  being  pleased,  Hayley5  felt 
nothing  but  what  was  repulsive  in  the  cold  manner  and  sa 
in  rhyme, — start  not  reader,  en  rhyme :  but  such  rhyme,  so  familiar,  so 
easy,  so  flowing,  that  prose  itself  can  scarcely  appear  more  natural,  more 
convenient  for  the  purposes  of  the  dialogue,  or  the  business  of  the  drama : 
like  the  ancient  iambic,  recommended  by  Aristotle  and  characterised  by 
Horace  as  the  measure  peculiarly  suited  to  the  scene,  no  turn  rebus  agendis 
— Measure  in  comedy  is  to  this  day  agreeable  to  the  public  ear  in  the 
plays  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonson,  and  Shakespeare.  Rhyme,  too, 
in  the  plays  of  Hayley  may  not  only  be  endured,  but  applauded. — Yet  we 
should  certainly  have  revolted  most  strongly  against  the  idea,  had  not 
the  author  illustrated  his  precept  by  his  own  example. — Let  Hayley  then, 
and  those  few  who  have  the  talents  of  Hayley,  by  special  license  write 
comedies  in  rhyme  :  but  let  them  not  tell  us  that  such  a  comedy  may  be 
still  more  entertaining  than  a  comedy  of  equal  merit  in  other  points,  which 
confines  itself  to  prose."  "  Time,  the  most  infallible  test  of  literary  opin 
ions,  (we  use  Mr.  Hayley's  own  words,)  has  proved  the  contrary." 

5  "  His  cheerful  spirit  was  surprised  and  concerned  to  find  a  man  of 
Mason's  acknowledged  mental  powers  so  shaken  in  his  manly  frame  by 
age  and  disappointments ;  and  so  soured  in  his  temper,  that,  according 
to  his  own  declaration  to  his  friendly  eulogist,  he  received  little  or  no 
pleasure  from  public  praise,  and  much  vexation  from  the  coarse  censure 
and  malignant  sneers  in  which  the  reptiles  of  literature  are  apt  in  all 
times  to  indulge  themselves  against  those  successful  authors,  whose  pre 
eminence  they  cannot  patiently  endure.  Of  such  abuse,  indeed,  Mason 
had  a  full  share,  and  probably  the  more  for  having  been  supposed  the 
author  of  much  anonymous  but  celebrated  sarcastic  poetry.  In  conversing 
upon  life  and  literature,  he  showed  many  signs  of  his  having  suffered  his 
own  enjoyments  to  be  sadly  overclouded  by  ebullitions  of  a  spleenful  spirit. 
The  conference  excited  in  Hayley  more  pity  than  admiration :  but  the  two 
poets  parted  with  many  expressions  of  reciprocal  regard." — Hay  ley' » 
Memoirs,  vol.  i.  pp.  276,  318. 
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turnine  aspect  of  one  whom  lie  had  hoped  to  find  as  ardent 
and  as  open  hearted  as  himself. 

The  principal  design  in  these  Epistles  was  to  present  "  a 
general  view  of  the  art  in  question,  with  a  just  and  ani 
mating  character  of  its  most  eminent  professors.  There  is,  I 
believe,"  says  he,  "  a  season  of  life  in  which  poems  of  this 
nature  may  be  read  with  the  happiest  effect.  The  first,  and 
perhaps  the  most  important  step  towards  forming  a  great  artist 
in  any  line,  is  to  inspire  a  youth  of  quick  feelings  with  an 
enthusiastic  passion  for  some  particular  art,  and  with  an  inge 
nuous  delight  in  the  glory  of  its  heroes. — Such  was  the  end  that 
I  proposed  to  myself  in  these  Essays ;  for  as  delicate  or  incon 
stant  health,  and  the  love  of 'literary  retirement,  have  pre 
vented  me  from  serving  the  community  in  scenes  of  active 
life,  I  have  considered  it  as  particularly  incumbent  on  me  to 
endeavour  at  least,  in  my  poetical  pursuits,  to  promote  the  in 
terests  of  society. — I  am  aware  that  such  an  idea  is  open  to 
much  raillery,  as  vain  and  romantic  ;  but  poetry  is  an  art  which 
conduces  so  little  to  the  private  emolument  and  advantage  of 
those  who  devote  even  a  life  to  it,  that  they  ought,  I  think, 
to  be  indulged  in  such  prospects,  however  chimerical,  as  arise 
only  from  a  benevolent  vanity*." 

Whether  or  not  any  of  Hayley's  Essays  have  had  the  spe 
cific  effect  which  he  hoped  to  produce,  they  imparted,  by 
help  of  the  copious  notes  wherewith  he  elucidated  them,  much 
information  in  an  agreeable  form  :  his  translated  specimens  of 
Dante,  which  were  introduced  in  these  notes,  revived  among 
us  a  taste  for  the  Italian  poets  ;  and  Spanish  literature  had  been 
so  long  and  so  utterly  neglected  in  this  country,  that  he 
may  be  truly  said  to  have  introduced  the  knowledge  of  it 
to  his  contemporaries.  When  Lord  Holland  published  his 
Life  of  Lope  de  Vega,  he  sent  a  copy  of  it  to  Hayley,  with 
a  letter,  saying  that  he  had  been  induced  to  learn  Spanish  by 
what  he  had  read  of  Ercilla  in  those  notes. 

Perhaps  the  Essays  were  read  more  for  the  sake  of  the 
notes  than  of  the  poetry ;  but  the  poetry  was  praised  in 
the  highest  terms.  The  author  was  spoken  of  as  a  new  star  in 
the  poetical  hemisphere,  whose  first  appearance  had  been 
noted  with  delight,  and  who  continued  to  shine  if  possible 
with  increasing  splendour.  "  Almost  unrivalled  excellence  " 
'  Preface  to  his  Poems  and  Plays,  1785. 
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was  discovered  in  his  choice  and  application  of  similes,  which 
it  was  said  had  ever  been  considered  one  great  test  of  the 
poet's  art;  and  his  sentiments  were  pronounced  to  be  "such 
as  could  only  be  expected  from  an  imagination  truly  creative, 
regulated  by  a  judgment  critically  exact."  Critics  talked 
of  "his  inimitable  pen,"  and  the  "admirable  truth  and  pre 
cision  of  pencil,  which  so  eminently  marked  the  animated  por 
traits  of  this  masterly  writer."  It  was  said  of  him  that  he 
had  "  the  fire  and  the  invention  of  Dry  den,  the  wit  and  ease 
of  Prior,  and  that  if  his  versification  was  a  degree  less  polish 
ed  than  Pope's,  it  was  more  various :"  "  that  he  had  stu 
diously  avoided  the  meretricious  ornaments  of  fantastic  and 
far-fetched  epithets  ;  and  that  his  ideas,  though  conceived  in 
the  finest  frenzy  of  imagination,  were  on  every  occasion  ex 
pressed  with  perspicuity,  elegance,  and  the  chastest  simplicity." 

"It  may  be  remarked,"  said  a  reviewer,  "of  this  writer, 
that  he  is  almost  the  only  poet,  of  the  present  day  at  least, 
who  has  had  the  courage,  (for  such  is  the  libertinism  of  the 
world  that  it  must  be  called  so,)  to  avow,  in  his  poetical  capa 
city,  a  belief  in  revelation.  His  example  is  a  sufficient  proof, 
(notwithstanding  a  respectable  opinion  to  the  contrary,)  that 
the  great  truths  of  religion,  though  incapable  of  embellishment, 
will  admit  of  poetical  application,  and  may  be  introduced 
both  with  force  and  propriety."  This  was  injurious  to  Hayley's 
contemporaries :  it  required  no  courage  in  those  days,  nor 
has  it,  God  be  thanked !  in  any  age,  for  an  author  in  this 
country,  whether  in  prose  or  verse,  to  declare  his  belief  in  re 
vealed  religion.  I  know  not,  indeed,  whether  any  poet  of  that 
generation,  except  Churchill,  ventured  to  intimate,. .  for  even 
Churchill  did  not  venture  to  proclaim,. .  his  unbelief.  The 
praise,  however,  which  was  thus  bestowed  on  Hayley,  would 
have  been  his  due,  if  it  had  not  been  unjustly  and  invidiously 
enhanced  ;  and  Cowper  was  no  doubt  on  that  score  the  more 
readily  disposed  to  reciprocate  his  proffered  friendship. 

There  is  one  passage  in  Hayley's  poems  with  which  Cowper 
would  sympathize  deeply  in  all  its  parts. 

For  me  who  feel,  whene'er  I  touch  the  lyre, 
My  talents  sink  below  my  proud  desire  ; 
Who  often  doubt,  and  sometimes  credit  give, 
When  friends  assure  me  that  my  verse  will  live ; 
Whom  health,  too  tender  for  the  bustling  throng, 
Led  into  pensive  shade  and  soothing  song  ; 
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Whatever  fortune  my  unpolished  rhymes 
May  meet,  in  present  or  in  future  times, 
Let  the  blest  art  my  grateful  thoughts  employ, 
Which  soothes  my  sorrow  and  augments  my  joy ; 
Whence  lonely  peace,  and  social  pleasure  springs, 
And  friendship,  dearer  than  the  smile  of  kings. 
While  keener  poets,  querulously  proud, 
Lament  the  ill  of  poesy  aloud, 
And  magnify,  with  irritation's  zeal, 
Those  common  evils  we  too  strongly  feel, 
The  envious  comment,  and  the  subtle  style 
Of  specious  slander,  stabbing  with  a  smile  ; 
Frankly  I  wish  to  make  her  blessings  known, 
And  think  those  blessings  for  her  ills  atone ; 
Nor  would  my  honest  pride  that  praise  forego 
Which  makes  Malignity  yet  more  my  foe. 

If  heart-felt  pain  e'er  led  me  to  accuse 
The  dangerous  gift  of  the  alluring  Muse, 
Twas  in  the  moment  when  my  verse  imprest 
Some  anxious  feelings  on  a  Mother's  breast. 

O  thou  fond  Spirit,  who  with  pride  hath  smiled, 

And  frown'd  with  fear,  on  thy  poetic  child, 

Pleased,  yet  alarm'd,  when  in  his  boyish  time, 

He  sigh'd  in  numbers,  or  he  laugh'd  in  rhyme ; 

While  thy  kind  cautions  warn'd  him  to  beware 

Of  Penury,  the  bard's  perpetual  snare ; 

Marking  the  early  temper  of  his  soul, 

Careless  of  wealth,  nor  fit  for  base  control : 

Thou  tender  Saint,  to  whom  he  owes  much  more 

Than  ever  Child  to  Parent  owed  before ; 

In  life's  first  season,  when  the  fever's  flame 

Shrunk  to  deformity  his  shrivell'd  frame, 

And  turn'd  each  fairer  image  in  his  brain 

To  blank  confusion  and  her  crazy  train, 

'Twas  thine,  with  constant  love,  through  lingering  yean 

To  bathe  thy  Idiot  Orphan  in  thy  tears ; 

Day  after  day,  and  night  succeeding  night, 

To  turn  incessant  to  the  hideous  sight, 

And  frequent  watch,  if  haply  at  thy  view, 

Departed  Reason  might  not  dawn  anew  ; 

Though  medicinal  art,  with  pitying  care 

Could  lend  no  aid  to  save  thee  from  despair, 

Thy  fond  maternal  heart  adhered  to  Hope  and  Praye  • 

Nor  pray'd  in  vain  ;  thy  child,  from  Powers  above, 

Received  the  sense  to  feel  and  bless  thy  love. 

0  might  he  thence  receive  the  happy  skill, 

And  force  proportioned  to  his  ardent  will, 

With  Truth's  unfading  radiance  to  emblaze 

Thy  virtues,  worthy  of  immortal  praise  ! 
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Nature,  who  decked  thy  form  with  beauty's  flowers, 
Exhausted  on  thy  soul  her  finer  powers ; 
Taught  it  with  all  her  energy  to  feel 
Love's  melting  softness,  friendship's  fervid  ze;il, 
The  generous  purpose  and  the  active  thought, 
"With  charity's  diffusive  spirit  fraught. 
There  all  the  best  of  mental  gifts  she  placed, 
Vigour  of  judgment,  purity  of  taste, 
Superior  parts  without  their  spleenful  leaven, 
Kindness  to  Earth,  and  confidence  in  Heaven. 
While  my  fond  thoughts  o'er  all  thy  merits  roll, 
Thy  praise  thus  gushes  from  my  filial  soul ; 
Nor  will  the  public  with  harsh  rigour  blame 
This  my  just  homage  to  thy  honour'd  name ; 
To  please  that  public,  if  to  please  be  mine, 
Thy  virtues  train'd  me, — let  the  praise  be  thine. 

Essay  on  Epic  Poetry,  ep.  iv.1 

Cowper  and  Hayley,  as  they  resembled  each  other  in  hav 
ing  withdrawn  at  about  the  same  time  of  life  into  retirement, 
and  in  the  pleasure  and  consolation  which  they  derived  from 
their  poetical  pursuits,  had  also  many  points  of  coincidence 
in  their  general  views  and  feelings.  Different  as  the  character 
of  their  poetry  is,  each  aimed  always  at  a  moral  end.  "  It 
seems,"  said  Hayley,  when  he  published  the  most  fanciful  and 
the  most  fortunate  of  his  works, . .  "  It  seems  to  be  a  kind  of 
duty  incumbent  on  those  who  devote  themselves  to  poetry,  to 
raise,  if  possible,  the  dignity  of  a  declining  art,  by  making  it 
as  beneficial  to  life  and  manners  as  the  limits  of  composition, 
and  the  character  of  modern  times  will  allow.  The  ages  in 
deed  are  past,  in  which  the  song  of  the  Poet  was  idolized  for  its 
miraculous  effects  ;  yet  a  poem,  intended  to  promote  the  cul 
tivation  of  good  humour,  may  still,  perhaps,  be  fortunate 
enough  to  prove  of  some  little  service  to  society  in  general ; 
or  if  this  idea  may  be  thought  too  chimerical  and  romantic  by 
sober  reason,  it  is  at  least  one  of  those  pleasing  and  innocent 
delusions,  in  which  a  poetical  enthusiast  may  be  safely  in 
dulged." — "His  observation,"  he  said,  "  of  the  various  effects 
of  spleen  on  the  female  character,  induced  him  to  believe  that 

7  Of  this  Essay  it  is  that  Gibbon  says  in  one  of  his  Letters  "  I  hope 
you  like  Mr.  Hayley's  poem.  He  rises  with  his  subject ;  and,  since  Pope's 
death,  I  am  satisfied  that  England  has  not  seen  so  happy  a  mixture  of 
strong  sense  and  flowing  numbers.  Are  you  not  delighted  with  his  address 
to  his  mother  ?  I  understand  that  she  was  in  plain  prose  every  thing 
which  he  speaks  of  her  in  verse." — Miscellaneous  Works,  vol.  ii.  p.  259. 
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he  might  render  an  important  service  to  social  life,  if  his 
poetry  could  induce  his  young  and  fair  readers  to  cultivate  the 
gentle  qualities  of  the  heart,  and  maintain  a  constant  flow  of 
good  humour.  With  this  view  he  composed  his  "  Tri 
umphs  of  Temper,"  and  he  had  once  the  gratification  to  hear 
from  "the  very  good  and  sensible  mother  of  a  large  family," 
that  she  was  indebted  to  that  poem  for  a  complete  reformation 
in  the  character  of  her  eldest  daughter,  who,  from  being  per 
verse  and  intractable,  was  rendered  by  her  ambition  to  imitate 
Serena,  the  most  docile  and  dutiful  of  children.  This  book 
retained  its  popularity  more  than  twenty  years,  being  one  of 
those  which  were  chiefly  purchased  for  presents,  and  for 
which,  therefore,  there  was  a  continual  demand.  It  may  be 
doubted  whether,  among  all  those  by  which  it  has  been  super 
seded,  there  has  been  any  so  likely  to  produce  upon  readers  at  a 
certain  time  of  life,  when  the  mind  most  easily  receives  its  bias, 
so  good  an  effect. 

That  poem  raised  Hayley's  reputation  to  its  highest  pitch  ; 
to  him,  as  the  most  popular  of  living  poets,  the  laureateship 
was  "graciously  offered"  upon  Warton's  death,  and  was  "as 
graciously  declined  in  a  few  verses  to  Mr.  Pitt  on  the  occa 
sion8  :"  and  he  had  a  more  remarkable  proof  of  his  own 
celebrity,  when  upon  going  to  a  nursery  garden  near  London, 
and  offering  to  pay  for  a  plant  which  he  had  chosen,  the  nur 
seryman,  Mr.  Lee,  having  discovered  who  he  was,  refused  to 
accept  the  money,  and  said,  "  Sir,  you  are  a  very  great  man, 
to  whom  I  shall  be  particularly  happy  to  show  every  little 
civility  in  my  power.  I  am  sorry  that  my  lame  foot,  and  your 
haste,  prevent  my  making  up  a  nosegay  for  the  lady  in  the  car 
riage." 

His  reputation,  however,  was  no  sooner  at  the  full  than  it 
began  to  wane.  Some  critics,  in  the  exercise  of  their  voca 
tion,  took  more  pleasure  in  exposing  his  faults  than  in  praising 
him  for  what  was  praiseworthy ;  in  journals  which  at  the  com 
mencement  of  his  career  had  been  friendly  to  him,  there  arose 
other  writers  "who  knew  not  Hayley;"  like  every  successful 
author,  he  had  provoked  some  envy ;  and  like  every  incautious 
one,  some  enemies.  He  incurred  a  certain  degree  of  censure 
for  the  lax  tone  of  morals  in  two  prose  works,  which,  though 
published  anonymously,  were  known  to  be  his  ;  and  in  the 
e  Memoirs  of  Thomas  Alphonso  Hayley,  p.  35. 
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same  Essay  wherein  he  apostrophized  Gibbon  as  one  on  whom 

Mistaken  zeal,  wrapt  in  a  priestly  pall, 
Had  from  the  baser  urn  pour'd  darkest  gall, 

he  offended  the  infidels  by  lamenting  the  historian's9  infidelity. 

Think  not  my  verse  means  blindly  to  engage 
In  rash  defence  of  thy  profaner  page  ! 
Though  keen  her  spirit,  her  attachment  fond, 
Base  sen'ice  cannot  suit  with  friendship's  bond. 
Too  firm  from  duty's  sacred  path  to  turn, 
She  breathes  an  honest  sigh  of  deep  concern, 
And  pities  Genius,  when  his  wild  career 
Gives  Faith  a  wound,  or  Innocence  a  fear. 

The  friends  of  Hume  took  umbrage  at  the  manner  in  which 
his  history10  was  censured ;  and  the  friends  of  Warburton. . 
(for  Warburton  had  friends,  and  deserved  to  have  them,)  .  . 
were  not  less  displeased  at  seeing  his  works  treated  with  un 
warrantable  contempt.      Hayley  thus  purchased  for  himselt 
unfavourable  opinions  from  opposite  quarters ;  and   though 
time  had  taught  him  not  to  appreciate  his  own  powers  too 

9  How  this  should  have  appeared  violent  to  Dr.  Robertson  is  marvellous. 
"Who  is  this  Mr.  Hayley  ?"  he  says  in  a  letter  to  Gibbon  (1781).  "  His 
poetry  has  more  merit  than  that  of  most  of  his  contemporaries  ;  but  his 
Whiggism  is  so  bigoted,  and  his  Christianity  so  fierce,  that  he  almost  dis 
gusts  one  with  two  very  good  things." — Gibbon's  Miscellaneous  Works, 
vol.  ii.  p.  256. 

If  there  l>e  any  thing  in  the  Essay  on  History  (which  is  the  work  to 
which  Robertson  alludes)  fiercer  than  the  milky  passage  quoted  in  the  text. 
I  have  not  been  able  to  discover  it. 

10     ....  Emerging  from  the  sophists'  school, 

With  spirit  eager,  yet  with  judgment  cool ; 

With  subtle  skill  to  steal  upon  applause, 

And  give  false  vigour  to  the  weaker  cause  ; 

To  paint  a  specious  scene  with  nicest  art, 

Retouch  the  whole,  and  varnish  every  part ; 

Graceful  in  style,  in  argument  acute, 

Master  of  every  trick  in  keen  dispute ; 

With  these  strong  powers  to  form  a  winning  tale, 

And  hide  Deceit  in  Moderation's  veil, 

High  on  the  pinnacle  of  Fashion  placed, 

Hume  shone  the  idol  of  historic  taste, 

Already,  pierced  by  Freedom's  searching  rays, 

The  waxen  fabric  of  his  fame  decays  ! 

'Ep.  ii.  v.  548—61. 
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highly,  it  mortified11  him  to  feel  that  he  was  sinking  in  estima 
tion  with  the  public.  When  he  characterised  Hume's  fame  aa 
a  waxen  fabric,  he  had  not  questioned  himself  whether  his 
own  was  of  a  more  durable  material.  His  Essays  were 
valuable  only  because  of  the  information  which  they  contained, 
there  was  nothing  in  the  poetry  that  could  invite  a  second 
perusal.  In  the  Triumphs  of  Temper  he  had  addressed  him 
self  virginibus  puerisque ;  to  such  readers  it  was  more  useful, 
because  better  adapted  and  more  acceptable  than  any  more 
serious  or  elevated  strain  ;  but  with  the  general  public  his 
reputation  had  quietly  declined.  A  better  taste  had  gradually 
grown  up.  The  public  were  no  longer  comprised  in  "the 
Town;"  nor  were  the  rising  generation  of  poets  contented, 
like  their  predecessors,  to  be  known  by  the  appellation  of 
Wits ;  they  had  been  recalled  to  the  study  of  nature,  and  had 
been  led  to  drink  at  the  wells  of  Engh'sh  undefiled.  More 
than  any  other  poet,  Cowper  had  contributed  to  establish  this 
reformation,  and  the  decline  of  Hayley's  celebrity  was  an 
inevitable  consequence.  Merry's  sky-rockets,  and  Darwin's 
gas-lights,  would  have  thrown  it  into  shade  no  longer  than 
while  they  lasted. 

But  Hayley  was  incapable  of  envy,  incapable  of  looking 
upon  any  man  as  his  rival ;  in  every  sense  of  the  word  he  was 
one  of  the  most  generous  of  men.  His  friendship  for  Cowper 
could  not  have  been  more  sincere,  if  it  had  been  of  old 
standing  and  slow  growth ;  and  it  had  the  ardour  of  novelty 
to  animate  it.  Cowper,  having  been  equally  taken  with  his 
guest,  had  explained  to  him  the  state  of  his  own  circum 
stances  ;  and  Hayley's  first  thought  was,  that  it  might  be 
practicable  to  procure  a  pension  for  him  through  Thurlow's 
influence.  He  had  published  an  unsuccessful13  poem  on  the 

11  Miss  Seward,  after  an  unexpected  visit  (1789)  from  "the  illustrious, 
the  graceful   Hayley,"   says,    "  The  nonsense  and  malice  of  the  public 
critics  seem  to  have  given  him  the  same  disgust  at  the  idea  of  publishing 
that  sickness  upon  my  spirit,  and  slackens  all  my  nerves  of  poetic  industry." 
— Letters,  vol.  ii.  p.  272. 

Speaking  of  Maty's  Review,  she  says  (1788),  "Never  shall  I  forget  his 
long,  elaborate,  confused,  and  stupid  critique  upon  Hayley's  beau'iful 
Triumphs  of  Temper.  This  same  critique  places  its  author  amongst  the 
minor  poets  of  the  present  period.  O  the  Midas  !  the  Midas  !  From  that 
moment  I  never  looked  into  Maty-trash.  It  was  no  meat  for  me." — Ib.  p.  7. 

12  The  history    of  this  composition  is  somewhat  curious.     "The  poet 
(Poeta  loquitur) — was  called  to  London  by  a  pressing  solicitation  from 
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anniversary  of  the  Revolution,  which  poem  he  had  sent  to  the 
Chancellor,  and  received  from  him  a  complimentary  note  of 
acknowledgment13.  But  he  had  a  friend,  Carwardine  by 
name,  whom  he  rarely  mentions  without  some  epithet  indi 
cative  of  cordial  regard,  who  being  intimate  with  both,  had 
long  wished  to  make  them  acquainted  with  each  other,  espe 
cially  as  both  were  admirers  and  friends  of  his  own  friend 
Romney.  This  object  was  accomplished ;  and  Hayley  became 
sufficiently  acquainted  with  Thurlow,  to  flatter  himself  that 
he  stood  high  in  his  good  graces.  He  now  hoped  that  this 
influence  might  be  usefully  exerted  in  Cowper's  behalf. 

"  Can  I  ever  honour  you  enough  for  your  zeal  to  serve 
me,"  says  Cowper  on  this  occasion14.  "Truly  I  think  not.  I 
am,  however,  so  sensible  of  the  love  I  owe  you  on  this  account, 
that  I  every  day  regret  the  acuteness  of  your  feelings  for  me, 
convinced  that  they  expose  you  to  much  trouble,  mortification, 
and  disappointment.  I  have,  in  short,  a  poor  opinion  of  my 
destiny,  as  I  told  you  when  you  were  here;  and  though  I 
believe  that  if  any  man  living  can  do  me  good,  you  will,  I 
cannot  yet  persuade  myself  that  even  you  will  be  successful 
in  attempting  it.  But  it  is  no  matter;  you  are  yourself  a 
good  which  I  can  never  value  enough;  and  whether  rich  or 

his  esteemed  friend  Dr.  Kippis,  to  gratify  the  votaries  of  constitutional 
liberty,  by  a  poem  on  the  anniversary,  which  the  admirers  of  King  William 
were  preparing  to  celebrate.  The  invitation  was  in  unison  with  the  poet's 
principles  and  feelings ;  but  he  had  hardly  reached  his  cell  in  Barnard's 
Inn,  where  he  wished  to  compose  the  occasional  poem  requested,  when 
a  new  affliction  threw  a  gloom  over  his  mind." — This  was  the  sudden 
death  of  one  of  his  earliest  and  most  beloved  friends.  Having  written  an 
epitaph  for  him,  "the  poet  endeavoured  to  soothe  and  fortify  his  mind 
under  his  recent  affliction,  by  celebrating  the  hero  William,  the  deliverer 
of  England  and  of  Europe." — Memoirs,  vol.  i.  p.  367 — 8. 

13  "  The  Chancellor  presents  his  best  respects  to  Mr.  Hayley,  and  returns 
him  many  thanks  for  his  poems.  They  give  a  bright  relief  to  the  sub 
ject.  William  is  much  obliged  to  him,  and  Mary  more ;  and  if  it  may  be 
said  without  offence,  liberty  itself  derives  advantage  from  this  dress." 

"  There's  flattery  for  you,  from  the  great !"  says  Hayley.  "  I  told  the 
Angelic  Cracherode  this  morning,  that  I  called  on  him  to  give  me  a  sermon 
on  humility,  lest  my  head  should  turn  with  the  adulation  I  have  received." 
The  Poet — ( Poeta  loquitur)  might  have  found  a  sufficient  antidote  against 
vanity  on  this  occasion,  in  the  very  moderate  sale  of  his  production,  which, 
"  though  well  recited  at  a  very  numerous  public  meeting,  and  extolled 
by  many  private  friends,  was  very  far  from  becoming  popular." — Ib.  368 — 9. 

"  June  5,  1792. 
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poor  in  other  respects,  I  shall  always  account  myself  better 
provided  for  than  I  deserve,  with  such  a  friend  at  my  back 
as  you.  Let  it  please  God  to  continue  to  me  my  William 
and  Mary,  and  I  will  be  more  reasonable  than  to  grumble." 

To  Lady  Hesketh  he  says15  after  saying  that  everybody 
must  fall  in  love  with  Hayley,  "  the  Chancellor,  I  am  willing 
to  hope,  will  not  be  the  only  insensible.  But  I  am  less  san 
guine  in  my  expectations  in  that,  and  indeed  in  every  other 
quarter,  where  my  interest  is  concerned,  than  either  he  or 
you.  Depend  on  it,  my  dear,  I  was  born  to  be  poor ;  and 
though  Hayley  would  enrich  me,  if  any  mortal  could,  having 
such  zeal  and  such  talents  as  usually  carry  all  before  them,  my 
destiny,  I  fear,  will  prove  too  hard  for  him." 

Perhaps  Hayley  himself,  if  he  had  not  happily  been  always 
of  a  hopeful  disposition,  might  have  come  to  a  like  conclusion, 
when  having,  upon  his  arrival  in  London,  written  a  note  tr 
the  Chancellor,  requesting  an  appointment  to  breakfast,  so 
long  a  time  elapsed  without  his  receiving  an  answer,  that  it 
seemed  as  if  it  had  either  been  forgotten,  or  which  was  more 
likely,  that  there  was  no  intention  of  answering  it.  It  hap 
pened,  however,  that  Carwardine  was  about  to  send  Cowper's 
poems  as  a  present  to  the  Chancellor's  daughter;  he  took 
this  fair  occasion  for  writing  a  second  note.  The  appointment 
was  then  made,  and  Hayley  immediately  communicated  the 
result  to  Weston  in  these  words,  "Huzza!  I  have  passed  an 
agreeable  hour,  from  eight  to  nine  this  morning,  with  the 
Chancellor,  and  left  both  him  and  Lord  Kenyon,  who  was 
with  us,  so  impressed  with  warm  wishes  to  serve  you,  that  I 
am  persuaded  your  old  friend  Thurlow  will  accomplish  it  if 
possible."  Thurlow,  it  appears,  till  undeceived  at  this  inter 
view,  had  supposed  Cowper  to  be  rich :  some  one  had  told 
him  so,  who  knowing  that  lawyers  in  proportion  as  they 
gain  reputation  acquire  wealth,  concluded  that  the  case  must 
be  the  same  with  authors. 

Hayley's  letters,  with  Mrs.  Unwin's  gradual  amendment, 
and  the  physician's  confident  expectation  of  her  recovery, 
raised  Cowper's  spirits,  and  he  began  to  look  forward  with 
hope  to  his  intended  journey.  August  had  been  named  for 
it  at  first ;  but  when  Hayley  advised  July,  for  the  sake  of 
having  longer  days  before  them,  he  assented  to  the  argument, 
»  June  6. 

8.  C.— 2.  B 
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"This,  however,"  said  he16,  "must  be  left  to  the  Giver  of 
all  good.  If  our  visit  to  you  be  according  to  his  will,  He  will 
smooth  our  way  before  us,  and  appoint  the  time  of  it;  and 
thus  I  speak,  not  because  I  wish  to  seem  a  saint  in  your  eyes, 
but  because  my  poor  Mary  actually  is  one,  and  would  not  set 
her  foot  over  the  threshold,  unless  she  had,  or  thought  she 
had,  God's  free  permission.  With  that  she  would  go  through 
floods  and  fire,  though  without  it  she  would  be  afraid  of  every 
thing, — afraid  even  to  visit  you,  dearly  as  she  loves,  and  much 
as  she  longs  to  see  you." 

The  intervening  weeks  were  eventful  ones  in  Cowper's  little 
circle.  Sir  John  Throckmorton  having  removed  into  Oxford 
shire,  upon  succeeding  to  the  baronetcy,  Weston  Hall  became 
the  residence  of  his  brother  George,  who  had  now  taken  the 
name  of  Courtenay,  and  at  this  time  brought  home  his  bride 
there,  the  Catherine  of  Cowper's  poems.  Johnny  of  Norfolk 
came  again  to  visit  his  kinsman.  "  How  do  you  imagine  I 
have  been  occupied  these  hist  ten  days  ?"  says  Cowper  to  Mr. 
Bull 17.  "  In  sitting, — not  on  cockatrice  eggs,  nor  yet  to 
gratify  a  mere  idle  humour,  nor  because  I  was  too  sick  to 
move  ;  but  because  my  cousin  Johnson  has  an  aunt  who  has 
a  longing  desire  of  my  picture,  and  because  he  would  therefore 
bring  a  painter  from  London  to  draw  it.  For  this  purpose  I 
have  been  sitting,  as  I  say,  these  ten  days,  and  am  heartily 
glad  that  my  sitting  time  is  over."  To  Hayley  he  says. 

Abbot  is  painting  me  so  true, 

That  (trust  me)  you  would  stare, 
And  hardly  know,  at  the  first  view, 

If  I  were  here  or  there. 

In  the  opinion  of  all  who  saw  the  portrait  at  that  time,  and 
in  Cowper's  own,  the  artist  had  succeeded  to  admiration.  "I 
think,"  he  says  to  Lady  Hesketh19,  "it  will  afford  you  as  much 
pleasure,  nay,  perhaps  even  more,  than  a  sight  of  the  original 
myself;  for  you  will  see  it  with  the  thought  in  your  mind, 
that  whether  I  live  or  die,  while  this  picture  subsists,  my 
charming  lineaments  and  proportions  can  never  be  forgotten. 
— I  verily  think  the  portrait,  exclusive  of  the  likeness,  which 
is  the  closest  imaginable,  one  of  the  best  I  ever  saw." 

"But  the  picture,"  said  he  to  Mr.  Bull19,  "is  not  the  only 
prodigy  I  have  to  tell  you  of.  A  greater  belongs  to  me,  and 

«  June  19.  17  July  25.  19  July  21.  »  July  25. 
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one  that  you  will  hardly  credit,  even  on  my  own  testimony. 
We  are  on  the  eve  of  a  journey,  and  a  long  one.  On  this  very 
day  se'nnight,  we  set  out  for  Eartham,  the  seat  of  my  brother 
bard,  Mr.  Hayley,  on  the  other  side  of  London,  nobody  knows 
where,  a  hundred  and  twenty  miles  off.  Pray  for  us,  my 
friend,  that  we  may  have  a  safe  going  and  return  !  It  is  a 
tremendous  exploit,  and  1  feel  a  thousand  anxieties  when  I 
think  of  it.  But  a  promise  made  to  him  when  he  was  here, 
that  we  would  go  if  we  could,  and  a  sort  of  persuasion  that 
we  can  if  we  will,  oblige  us  to  it."  To  Mr.  Newton,  he 
says20,  "You  may  imagine  that  we,  who  have  been  resident 
on  one  spot  so  many  years,  do  not  engage  in  such  an  enter 
prise  without  some  anxiety :  persons  accustomed  to  travel 
would  make  themselves  merry  with  mine,  it  seems  so  dispro- 
portidned  to  the  occasion.  Once  I  have  been  on  the  point  of 
determining  not  to  go,  and  even  since  we  fixed  the  day, — my 
troubles  have  been  so  insupportable.  But  it  has  been  made  a 
matter  of  much  prayer ;  and  at  last  it  has  pleased  God  to 
satisfy  me,  in  some  measure,  that  his  will  corresponds  with 
our  purpose,  and  that  he  will  afford  us  his  protection." 

Mr.  Newton  had  recently  made  him  a  transient  visit.  "  I 
rejoiced,"  says  Cowper,  "  and  had  reason  to  do  so,  in  your 
coming  to  Weston,  for  I  think  the  Lord  came  with  you.  Not 
indeed  to  abide  with  me;  not  to  restore  me  to  that  intercourse 
with  him  which  I  enjoyed  twenty  years  ago ;  but  to  awaken  in 
me,  however,  more  spiritual  feeling  than  I  have  experienced, 
except  in  two  instances,  during  all  that  time.  The  comforts 
that  I  had  received  under  your  ministry,  in  better  days,  all 
rushed  upon  my  recollection  ;  and  during  two  or  three  tran 
sient  moments,  seemed  to  be  in  a  degree  renewed.  You  will 
tell  me  that,  transient  as  they  were,  they  were  yet  evidence  of 
a  love  that  is  not  so  ;  and  I  am  desirous  to  believe  it." 

There  was  a  time  when  both  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin  re 
posed  the  most  entire  confidence  in  Mr.  Newton.  He  had  lost 
some  of  his  influence  over  them,  perhaps  in  consequence  of 
having  improperly  asserted  it;  certain  however  it  is,  that  they 
did  not  communicate  to  him  a  very  singular  proceeding  in 
which  they  were  then  engaged,  and  in  which  Mrs.  Unwin  never 
would  have  partaken,  nor  have  permitted  Cowper  to  engage, 
if  her  intellect  had  not  been  impaired.  Cowper' s  attack  in 
20  July  30. 
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1 787  had  been  more  formidable  than  that  in  17/3;  he  had  at 
tempted  suicide,  and  would  have  effected  it,  if  Mrs.  Unwin 
had  not  providentially  entered  the  place  in  which  he  had 
suspended  himself  by  the  neck,  and  had  she  not  also  pos 
sessed  presence  of  mind  enough  to  cut  him  down.  The 
former  malady  was  of  much  longer  duration,  and  the  reco 
very  had  been  slow  :  in  the  latter  it  was  instantaneous.  The 
same  dreadful  delusion  concerning  his  present  rejection  and 
probable  reprobation  continued  in  both  cases,  after  his  restora 
tion  ;  and  from  the  time  of  the  last  seizure  his  nervous  system 
remained  always  in  a  state  of  diseased  activity.  Most  persons 
know  by  their  own  experience,  that  in  what  is  called  "the 
vapours,"  objects  pass  before  our  closed  eyes  with  all  the 
vividness  and  distinctness  of  reality.  The  sense  of  hearing 
is  subject  to  the  same  kind  of  illusion,  (though  the  phenomenon 
is  far  less  frequent)  and  articulated  sounds  are  as  actually 
heard  in  the  one  case,  as  forms  and  faces  are  seen  in  the  other. 
The  visual  illusion  Cowper  would  have  understood,  even  in  his 
disordered  state  of  mind ;  but  to  the  audible  one  he  gave  entire 
credit.  It  was  more  particularly  upon  waking  in  the  morning, 
or  in  the  night,  that  he  expected  to  hear  something  ;  something 
was  generally  heard  in  consequence  of  that  expectation ; 
and  whatever  words  came  to  his  inward  ear,  he  considered  as 
oracular. 

There  was  a  poor  schoolmaster  at  Olney,  Teedon  by  name, 
who  was  one  of  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin's  pensioners.  They 
pitied  his  poverty,  tolerated  his  ridiculous  vanity,  and  for 
gave  his  intrusions.  While  Unwin  lived,  Teedon  was  never 
mentioned  in  their  correspondence  but  in  a  manner  which 
showed  that  though  they  entertained  a  compassionate  regard 
for  him,  they  were  fully  aware  of  his  conceitedness  and  his 
folly.  When  Cowper,  in  a  letter  to  this  most  familiar  of 
his  friends,  hoped  the  Monthly  Review  might  be  favourable 
to  his  first  volume,  for  the  sake  of  his  Olney  neighbours,  who 
took  their  opinions  from  that  journal,  he  said21,  "  not  to  men 
tion  others,  here  is  your  idol,  Mr.  Teedon,  whose  smile  is 
praise."  In  a  subsequent  letter22  he  related  an  anecdote, 
which  sufficiently  characterises  the  man  :  "  Mr.  Teedon,  who 
favours  us  now  and  then  with  his  company  in  an  evening,  as 
usual,  was  not  long  since  discoursing  with  that  eloquence  which 

81  See  vol.  ii.  p.  29.  «  Feb.  7,  1785. 
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is  so  peculiar  to  himself,  on  the  many  providential  interposi 
tions  that  had  taken  place  in  his  favour.  '  He  had  wished  for 
many  things,  (he  said,)  which  at  the  time  when  he  formed  those 
wishes  seemed  distant  and  improbable,  some  of  them  indeed 
impossible.  Among  other  wishes  that  he  had  indulged,  one 
was,  that  he  might  be  connected  with  men  of  genius  and 
ability, — '  and  in  my  connexion  with  this  worthy  gentleman 
(said  he,  turning  to  me,)  that  wish,  I  am  sure,  is  amply  gra 
tified.'  You  may  suppose  that  I  felt  the  sweat  gush  out  upon 
my  forehead  when  I  heard  that  speech ;  and  if  you  do,  you 
will  not  be  at  all  mistaken,  so  much  was  I  delighted  with 
the  delicacy  of  that  incense." 

Yet  clearly  as  Cowper  then  saw  the  ridiculous  points 
in  this  man's  character,  he  began  at  length  to  agree  with  him 
in  the  notion  that  he  was  especially  favoured  by  Providence  ; 
to  communicate  his  waking  dreams  to  him,  and  to  consult  him 
as  a  person  whom  the  Lord  was  pleased  to  answer  in  prayer. 
It  is  possible  that  when  Mrs  Unwin  found  this  was  not  to  be 
prevented,  she  may  have  fallen  in  with  it,  knowing  that 
Teedon  would,  of  course,  endeavour  always  to  remove  his  dis 
tressing  impressions,  and  encourage  him  by  hopeful  interpre 
tations,  and  thinking  that  one  delusion  might  thus  be  counter 
acted  by  another.  But  as  her  own  mind  failed,  she  appears 
to  have  caught  her  poor  companion's  insanity  upon  this  point ; 
had  her  son  been  living,  he  would  have  prevented  a  folly, 
which  could  not  have  been  concealed  from  him  in  his  visits, 
even  if  they  had  not  been  withheld  from  it  by  their  love  and 
deference  for  him.  As  for  the  schoolmaster,  when  he  perceived 
in  what  light  he  was  considered  by  two  persons  whom  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  look  up  to  as  greatly  his  superiors,  neither 
his  vanity  nor  his  modesty  would  allow  him  to  question  their 
discernment.  No  suspicion  of  knavery  attaches  to  him,  for 
he  was  a  simple-hearted  creature :  as  they  would  have  him  to 
be  a  sort  of  high  priest  incog,  such  he  fancied  himself  to  be, 
and  consulted  his  internal  Urim  and  Thummim  with  happy 
and  untroubled  confidence. 

The  earliest  notice  of  these  pitiable  consultations  relates  to 
the  proposed  edition  of  Milton.  "  Mrs.  Unwin  thanks  Mr. 
Teedon  for  his  letters,  and  is  glad  to  find  the  Lord  gives  him 
so  great  encouragement  to  proceed,  by  shining  on  his  ad 
dresses,  and  quickening  him  by  his  word.  Mrs.  Unwin  ac- 
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knowledges  the  Lord's  goodness,  which  is  mixed  with  the 
many  and  various  trials  He  sees  fit  to  visit  his  servants  with. 
There  is  no  doubt  but  that  there  is  a  need-be  for  the  mani 
fold  temptations  to  which  they  are  exposed  by  night  and  by 
day.  In  his  own  best  time  he  will  appear  for  them23."  In 
the  week  following24,  "Mrs.  Unwin  has  the  satisfaction  of 
informing  Mr.  Teedon,  that  Mr.  Cowper  is  tranquil  this 
morning,  and  that  with  this  which  Mr.  Teedon  receives,  a 
letter  by  the  post  decisive  of  his  undertaking  the  important 
business,  will  go  by  the  same  messenger.  May  the  Lord  speed 
it !  His  glory,  the  good  of  many,  and  our  comfort,  form  the 
basis  of  his  determination.  Mr.  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin  are 
agreed  that  it  was  hardly  possible  to  find  out  a  reference  to  the 
great  point  in  Mr.  Teedon' s  first  letter;  his  second  favour 
elucidated  the  whole,  and  removed  all  doubts.  They  hope 
Mr.  Teedon  will  continue  to  help  them  with  his  prayers  on  this 
occasion  ;  and  wish  that  every  blessing  bestowed  upon  them 
may  be  doubled  to  him."  Another  note,  which  must  have 
been  written  soon  afterwards,  says,  "  Mr.  Cowper  desires 
Mrs.  Unwin  to  acquaint  Mr.  Teedon,  that  his  anxiety  did  not 
arise  from  any  difficulties  he  apprehended  in  the  perform 
ance  of  his  work,  but  his  uncertainty  whether  he  was  providen 
tially  called  to  it  or  not.  He  is  now  clearly  persuaded,  by  Mr. 
Teedon' s  experiences  and  gracious  notices,  that  he  is  called  to 
it,  and  is  therefore  perfectly  easy.  Mr.  Cowper  and  Mrs. 
Unwin  thank  Mr.  Teedon  for  the  interesting  part  he  takes  in 
this  affair,  and  hope  the  Lord  will  continue  to  enable  him  not 
only  to  persevere,  but  also  to  feel  a  blessing  in  it,  to  his  own 
self,  spiritually  and  personally.  Mr.  Cowper  begs  Mr.  Teedon 
will  be  very  earnest  in  prayer,  that  the  possession  of  peace  he 
now  enjoys  may  be  continued  to  him24." 

These  notes  were  written  some  three  months  before  Mrs. 
Unwin  had  that  first  fit,  which  was  followed  in  the  course  of 
the  spring  by  a  paralytic  stroke.  But  her  health  had  for 
some  time  been  declining,  and  her  mind  had  been  impaired 
with  it,  so  that  she  confirmed  Cowper  in  a  delusion  from 
which  her  influence  might  otherwise  have  preserved  him.  He 
who  had  formerly  regarded  Teedon  with  as  much  derision  as 
was  compatible  with  real  kindness  to  the  poor  creature  him- 

»  Sept.  1,  1791.  M  Sept.  7. 

25  Appendix  to  Gauntlett's  Sermons,  vol.  ii.  pp.  387 — 8. 
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self,  and  with  his  own  compassionate  nature,  consulted  him 
now  on  his  hopes  and  fears,  his  dreams,  his  waking  impres 
sions,  and  his  engagement,  and  carefully  wrote  in  a  book  the 
oracular  responses  which  he  received,  till  he  had  filled  volumes. 
When  he  told  Mr.  Newton  that  their  intended  visit  to  Hayley 
had  been  made  the  subject  of  much  prayer,  and  that  it  had 
pleased  God  to  satisfy  him  in  some  measure  concerning  it, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  alluded  to  the  encouragement 
which  Teedon  had  given  him. 

July  had  far  advanced  when  Cowper  wrote  to  Lady  Hes- 
kethM,  saying  they  had  not  even  yet  determined  absolutely  on 
their  journey  to  Eartham, — "  but  shall  (he  added)  I  beheye, 
in  two  or  three  days,  decide  in  favour  of  it.  Hayley  interests 
himself  so  much  in  favour  of  it,  and  I  am  persuaded  that  it 
bids  fair  to  do  us  both  so  much  good,  that  I  am  sincerely 
desirous  of  going.  A  thousand  lions,  monsters,  and  giants 
are  in  the  way,  but  perhaps  they  will  all  vanish,  if  I  have  but 
the  courage  to  face  them.  Mrs.  Unwin,  whose  weakness 
might  justify  her  fears,  has  none.  Her  trust  in  the  Providence 
of  God  makes  her  calm  on  all  occasions."  On  that  day,  how 
ever,  the  determination  was  made,  and  Cowper  announced  it 
in  the  gaiety  of  excited  spirits  to  his  host  expectant. 

TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,    ESQ. 

Weston,  July  22,  1792. 

This  important  affair,  my  dear  brother,  is  at  last  decided, 
and  we  are  coming.  Wednesday  se'nnight,  if  nothing  occur 
to  make  a  later  day  necessary,  is  the  day  fixed  for  our  journey. 
Our  rate  of  travelling  must  depend  on  Mary's  ability  to  bear 
it.  Our  mode  of  travelling  will  occupy  three  days  unavoidably, 
for  we  shall  come  in  a  coach.  Abbot  finishes  my  picture  to 
morrow  ;  on  Wednesday  he  returns  to  town,  and  is  com 
missioned  to  order  one  down  for  us,  with  four  steeds  to 
draw  it ; 

"  hollow  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia, 

That  cannot  go  but  forty  miles  a  day." 

Send  us  our  route,  for  I  am  as  ignorant  of  it  almost,  as  if  I 
were  in  a  strange  country.  We  shall  reach  St.  Alban's,  I 
suppose,  the  first  day ;  say  where  we  must  finish  our  second 
day's  journey,  and  at  what  inn  we  may  best  repose  ?  As  to 
»  July  21. 
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the  end  of  the  third  day,  we  know  where  that  will  find  tw, 
viz.  in  the  arms  and  under  the  roof  of  our  beloved  Hayley. 

General  Cowper,  having  heard  a  rumour  of  this  intended 
migration,  desires  to  meet  me  on  the  road,  that  we  may  once 
more  see  each  other.  He  lives  at  Ham,  near  Kingston.  Shall 
we  go  through  Kingston,  or  near  it  ?  For  I  would  give  him 
as  little  trouble  as  possible,  though  he  offers  very  kindly  to 
come  as  far  as  Barnet  for  that  purpose.  Nor  must  I  forget 
Carwardine,  who  so  kindly  desired  to  be  informed  what  way 
we  should  go.  On  what  point  of  the  road  will  it  be  easiest  for 
him  to  find  us  ?  On  all  these  points  you  must  be  my  oracle. 
My  friend  and  brother,  we  shall  overwhelm  you  with  our 
numbers  ;  this  is  all  the  trouble  that  I  have  left.  My  Johnny 
of  Norfolk,  happy  in  the  thought  of  accompanying  us,  would 
be  broken-hearted  to  be  left  behind. 

In  the  midst  of  all  these  solicitudes  I  laugh  to  think  what 
they  are  made  of,  and  what  an  important  thing  it  is  for  me  to 
travel.  Other  men  steal  away  from  their  homes  silently,  and 
make  no  disturbance ;  but  when  I  move,  houses  are  turned 
upside  down,  maids  are  turned  out  of  their  beds,  all  the  coun 
ties  through  which  I  pass  appear  to  be  in  an  uproar.  Surrey 
greets  me  by  the  mouth  of  the  General,  and  Essex  by  that  of 
Carwardine.  How  strange  does  all  this  seem  to  a  man  who 
has  seen  no  bustle,  and  made  none,  for  twenty  years  together! 
Adieu,  W.  C. 

A  second  letter  informed  Hayley  that  the  purpose  held  good, 
though  he  had  once  been  on  the  point  of  abandoning  it. 

TO   WILLIAM   HAYLEY,  ESQ. 

Weston,  July  29,  1792. 
Through  floods  and  flames  to  your  retreat 

I  win  my  desperate  way, 
And  when  we  meet,  if  e'er  we  meet, 
Will  echo  your  huzza  ! 

You  will  wonder  at  the  word  desperate  in  the  second  line, 
and  at  the  if  in  the  third  ;  but  could  you  have  any  conception 
of  the  fears  I  have  had  to  battle  with,  of  the  dejection  of 
spirits  that  I  have  suffered  concerning  this  journey,  you 
would  wonder  much  more  that  I  still  courageously  persevere 
in  my  resolution  to  undertake  it.  Fortunately  for  my  inten 
tions,  it  happens  that  as  the  day  approaches  my  terrors  abate; 
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for  had  they  continued  to  be  what  they  were  a  week  since, 
I  must,  after  all,  have  disappointed  you ;  and  was  actually  once 
on  the  verge  of  doing  it.  I  have  told  you  something  of  my 
nocturnal  experiences,  and  assure  you  now,  that  they  were 
hardly  ever  more  terrific  than  on  this  occasion.  Prayer  has, 
however,  opened  my  passage  at  last,  and  obtained  for  me  a 
degree  of  confidence,  that  I  trust  will  prove  a  comfortable 
viaticum  to  me  all  the  way.  On  Wednesday,  therefore,  we 
set  forth. 

The  terrors,  that  I  have  spoken  of,  would  appear  ridiculous 
to  most ;  but  to  you  they  will  not,  for  you  are  a  reasonable 
creature,  and  know  well,  that  to  whatever  cause  it  be  owing, 
(whether  to  constitution,  or  to  God's  express  appointment),  I 
am  hunted  by  spiritual  hounds  in  the  night  season.  I  cannot 
help  it.  You  will  pity  me,  and  wish  it  were  otherwise  ;  and 
though  you  may  think  there  is  much  of  the  imaginary  in  it, 
will  not  deem  it  for  that  reason  an  evil  less  to  be  lamented. 
So  much  for  fears  and  distresses.  Soon  I  hope  they  shall  all 
have  a  joyful  termination,  and  I,  my  Mary,  my  Johnny,  and 
my  dog,  be  skipping  with  delight  at  Eartham. 

Well !  this  picture  is  at  last  finished,  and  well  finished, 
I  can  assure  you.  Every  creature  that  has  seen  it  has  been 
astonished  at  the  resemblance.  Sam's  boy  bowed  to  it,  and 
Beau  walked  up  to  it  wagging  his  tail  as  he  went,  and 
evidently  showing  that  he  acknowledged  its  likeness  to  his 
master.  It  is  a  half-length,  as  it  is  technically,  but  absurdly 
called;  that  is  to  say,  it  gives  all  but  the  foot  and  ankle. 
To-morrow  it  goes  to  town,  and  will  hang  some  months  at 
Abbot's,  when  it  will  be  sent  to  its  due  destination  in  Norfolk. 

I  hope,  or  rather  wish,  that  at  Eartham  I  may  recover  that 
habit  of  study,  which,  inveterate  as  it  once  seemed,  I  now 
seem  to  have  lost, — lost  to  such  a  degree,  that  it  is  even 
painful  to  me  to  think  of  what  it  will  cost  me  to  acquire  it 
again. 

Adieu !  my  dear,  dear  Hayley ;  God  give  us  a  happy 
meeting !  Mary  sends  her  love.  She  is  in  pretty  good  plight 
this  morning,  having  slept  well,  and  for  her  part,  has  no  fears 
at  all  about  the  journey.  Ever  yours,  W.  C. 

Eartham,  where  Hayley  then  resided,  is  about  six  miles  from 
Chichester,  and  five  from  Arundel,  a  li ttle  to  the  left  of  the  road . 
His  father  had,  in  the  year  1 743,  purchased  a  small  estate  in 
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the  village,  and  the  ruins  of  a  mansion  which  had  belonged  to  a 
certain  Sir  Robert  Fagg,  once  celebrated  in  provincial  song  fcr 
having  stood  for  the  county  and  polled  two  votes.  "A  seques 
tered  spot  (Hayley  calls  it)  peculiarly  embellished  by  nature." 
The  purchaser  removed  the  ruins,  and  built  a  diminutive  villa, 
on  higher  ground,  as  a  kind  of  summer-house,  to  which  he 
occasionally  sent  his  children  from  Chichester,  for  the  benefit 
of  better  air.  Five  years  after  the  purchase,  his  remains  were 
deposited  in  Eartham  churchyard.  This  little  establishment  was 
censured  as  an  act  of  extravagance  in  one  who  had  consider 
ably  impaired  his  patrimony ;  to  his  son,  however,  it  proved, 
in  process  of  time,  a  singular  source  of  health  arid  delight. 
It  had  remained  untenanted  for  some  years,  and  of  course  had 
suffered  considerably,  before  Hayley  rendered  it  habitable  for 
a  tenant;  and  when  he  went  to  reside  there  in  1774,  it  was 
with  the  intention  of  enlarging  and  decorating  it,  and  making 
it  his  chosen  abode  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  His  expectations 
of  happiness  were  expressed  in  some  elegiac  stanzas,  addressed 
to  his  wife. 

Swift  come  the  day,  when  we  shall  well  exchange 

Thy  dust,  O  London,  and  thy  noisy  throng, 
For  fields  where  leisure  may  unbounded  range, 

Listening  to  health  and  pleasure's  sprightly  song  ! 
And  thou,  sweet  Eartham  !  dear  retreat,  receive 

Thy  fond  possessor  in  no  ill-starred  hour ; 
Ne'er  will  he  wish  thy  tranquil  shades  to  leave, 

And  fly  ignohly  to  the  shrines  of  power. 
No  :  he  will  wish,  (nor  let  that  wish  be  vain  !) 
To  aid  thy  charms  with  independent  pride  ; 
To  rear  the  peaceful  grove  where  Love  shall  reign, 

And  raise  the  roof  where  Friendship  shall  preside. 
Perchance,  long  banish'd  from  his  failing  eyes, 

The  heroic  Muse  will  come  with  all  her  fire  : 
Yes,  in  thy  shades  her  sacred  form  will  rise, 

And  strike  to  Liberty  the  lofty  lyre. 
Eliza,  too,  enamour'd  of  thy  bower, 

Will  make  thee,  Eartham,  her  peculiar  care ; 
And  court,  to  grace  thee,  every  coyer  flower 
That  yields  reluctant  to  the  vernal  air. 

*  *  *  *  » 

Nor  this  alone,  but  far  superior  care 

Eliza's  gentle  generous  heart  will  know  ; 
She  to  the  afflicted  cottage  will  repair, 

And  sooth  the  villager's  heart-rending  woe. 
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Where'er  she  comes,  with  no  unkind  delay, 
The  infant  tenants  will  with  transport  bound, 

Her  smile  will  chase  oppressive  want  away, 
And  spread  a  little  holiday  around. 

Some  of  these  dreams  were  fulfilled,  but  neither  the  most 
ambitious,  nor  the  most  amiable  of  them.  The  heroic  Muse 
did  not  visit  him  at  Eartham ;  and  among  all  his  enjoyments 
there,  that  of  domestic  happiness  was  -wanting.  When  Hay- 
ley  communicated  to  his  mother  his  intention  of  marrying 
one  whom  she  had  known  intimately  for  many  years,  she  re 
minded  him  that  Eliza's  mother  had  been  in  a  state  of  mental 
derangement  from  the  time  of  her  daughter's  birth,  and  asked 
him  to  consider  what  his  feelings  would  be  if  he  should  ever 
see  his  wife  in  the  same  condition ?  "I  have  asked  my  own 
heart  that  question,"  he  replied,  "  and  I  will  tell  you  its  im 
mediate  answer.  In  that  case  I  should  bless  God  for  having 
given  me  courage  sufficient  to  make  myself  the  legal  guar 
dian  of  the  most  amiable  and  most  pitiable  woman  on 
earth."  "  My  dear  child,"  she  replied,  "  I  have  done.  Your 
heart  is  very  pure  ;  your  feelings  are  quick  and  strong ; 
your  intentions  are  always  kind.  I  will  not  thwart  your 
affections,  but  only  pray  to  Heaven  that  they  may  be  rendered 
the  source  of  lasting  happiness  to  yourself."  The  mother's 
apprehensions  were  more  nearly  verified  than  the  son's  con 
fidence  in  his  own  sense  of  duty  ;  but  happily  for  herself,  she 
died  before  the  infelicities  and  irregularities  of  his  domestic 
life  began. 

The  morbid  tendency  that  Mrs.  Hayley  had  inherited,  never 
affected  her  intellect :  but  it  manifested  itself  in  sudden  fluc 
tuations  of  spirits,  extreme  irritability,  and  restlessness.  He 
calls  her  his  "  pitiable  Eliza,"  speaks  of  her  "marvellous  mental 
infelicities,"  and  says  that  her  state  of  mind  was  to  all,  who 
tenderly  regarded  her,  an  evil  more  distressing  than  madness 
itself.  At  times,  suspicion  and  pride  were  its  chief  charac 
teristics,  at  other  times  depression  and  melancholy.  He  was 
involved,  he  says,  in  scenes  of  anguish  and  affliction,  with 
which  no  human  powers  appeared  strong  enough  incessantly 
to  contend.  Jealousy,  however,  made  no  part  of  their  un- 
happiness  ;  for  when  Hayley  had  granted  himself  a  patriarch's 
license,  she,  with  equal  complacency  absolved  him  from  the 
obligation  of  conjugal  fidelity,  and  having  no  children  herself, 
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adopted  from  his  birth,  one  whom  he  named  Thomas  Alphonso 
Hayley.  It  was  not  till  several  years  after  the  birth  of  this 
child  that  they  finally  separated,  upon  amicable  terms.  Mrs. 
Hayley  was  settled  at  Derby,  where  she  had  many  acquaint 
ances  ;  she  was  still  proud  of  her  husband,  though  love  had 
long  ceased  to  have  any  place  in  her  breast ;  she  kept  up 
a  frequent  -correspondence  with  him,  and  in  her  cheerful 
moods,  generally  addressed  him  by  the  name  of  Hotspur. 

Neither  party  seems  to  have  been  rendered  unhappy  by  their 
separation.  Mrs.  Hayley  was  remarkable  for  a  want  of 
feeling  as  peculiar  as  her  excessive  irritability  ;  and  her 
husband,  under  the  severest  sorrows  found  relief  in  giving 
them  utterance,  and  with  his  happy  activity  of  mind  was  never 
in  want  of  some  object  to  occupy  and  amuse  him.  Except  in 
his  dream  of  connubial  happiness,  no  man  was  ever  less  disap 
pointed  in  his  hopes  than  Hayley  in  those  expectations  with 
which  he  entered  upon  his  abode  at  Eartham.  He  had  in 
herited  from  his  father,  he  says, "  a  passion  for  the  spot,  a 
passion  also  for  building  and  gardening,  for  pictures  and  for 
books;  and  a  contempt  for  money,  romantic  and  imprudent." 
Luckily  he  did  not  inherit  his  father's  taste  in  building  as  well 
as  his  passion  for  it ;  for  the  elder  Hayley,  a  little  before  his 
decease,  had  begun  to  construct  an  additional  apartment  to  his 
house  at  Chichester,  of  so  singular  a  form,  that  the  least  im 
probable  guess  which  could  be  formed  of  his  intention,  con 
jectured  it  to  be  meant  for  "  a  diminutive  representation  of 
the  mosque  of  St.  Sophia  at  Constantinople !"  The  son 
began  his  improvements  at  Eartham  "with  more  attention  to 
economy  and  mere  convenience  than  he  usually  exerted,  add 
ing  only  such  offices  and  chambers  as  were  absolutely  requisite 
for  his  family."  But  as  he  went  on  embellishing  his  garden 
and  enlarging  his  house,  "  he  was  willing  to  believe  that  the 
success  of  his  writings  would  ultimately  repay  him  for  what 
ever  he  expended  in  decorating  a  favourite  scene  of  study  and 
retirement."  This  he  confesses  sometimes  appeared  to  him 
like  running  a  race  in  a  sack  :  though  his  friends  might  have 
observed  that,  on  the  contrary,  he  could  not  have  devised  a 
surer  means  of  outrunning  the  constable.  But  on  that  score 
he  never  suffered  any  serious  uneasiness  ;  his  habits  were 
inexpensive,  his  patrimony  had  been  well  husbanded  by  a 
careful  mother  during  his  long  minority ;  and  when  at  length 
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he  might  otherwise  have  been  straightened  in  his  circum 
stances,  his  connexion  with  Cowper  became  the  means  of  plac 
ing  him  at  ease,  in  a  remarkable  manner,  for  the  last  twenty 
years  of  his  life. 

He  made  this  residence  a  delightful  spot.  Gibbon  called  it 
the  little  Paradise  of  Eartham.  "  His  place  (said  the  historian) 
though  small,  is  as  elegant  as  his  mind,  which  I  value  much 
more  highly ;"  and  communicating  to  Lord  Sheffield  a  wish 
which  Hayley  had  expressed  to  become  acquainted  with  him  ; 
he  adds,  that  this  was  "  no  vulgar  compliment."  Hayley  is 
now  estimated  only  by  his  writings,  and  these,  because  they 
were  greatly  overrated  in  their  day,  have  perhaps,  been  depre 
ciated  since  in  proportion.  But  the  person  of  whom  Gibbon 
could  speak  thus,  must  have  been  no  ordinary  man.  Literary 
acquirements  like  his  were  rare  at  that  time,  and  are  not 
common  now  ;  and  these  were  not  his  only  accomplishments. 
All  who  knew  him,  concur  in  describing  his  manners  as  in 
the  highest  degree  winning,  and  his  conversation  as  delightful. 
It  is  said  that  few  men  have  ever  rendered  so  many  essen 
tial  acts  of  kindness  to  those  who  stood  in  need  of  them.  His 
errors  were  neither  few  nor  trifling ;  but  his  good  qualities 
greatly  preponderated.  He  was  a  most  affectionate  father,  a 
most  warm  and  constant  friend ;  and  his  latter  days  of  in 
firmity  and  pain  were  distinguished  by  no  common  degree  of 
cheerful  fortitude  and  Christian  resignation. 

Eartham  had  received  many  distinguished  guests,  whose 
names  will  not  be  forgotten  in  the  history  of  English  literature 
and  English  art.  Howard,  who  belongs  to  a  different  class 
of  worthies,  visited  his  encomiast  there.  Gibbon  has  already 
been  mentioned.  Romney  and  Flaxman  were  frequent  visitors, 
being,  indeed,  two  of  Hayley's  most  intimate  friends.  Joseph 
Warton.  Sargent,  the  author  of  the  Mine,  a  good  and  amiable 
man,  not  to  be  mentioned  without  respect.  Nor  will  I  add 
Miss  Seward's  name  to  the  list  without  rendering  justice  to 
one  who  has  been  greatly  disparaged,  chiefly  because  of  her 
affected  style.  She  was  a  woman  whose  talents,  if  her  lan 
guage  had  not  been  distorted  by  false  notions  of  excellence  in 
composition,  might  have  retained  for  her  the  high  station 
among  female  writers,  which  in  her  palmy  days  it  was  allowed 
that  she  had  won.  Though  not  always  a  judicious  critic,  she 
was  never  unjust  or  ungenerous  in  her  censures  ;  and  if  she 
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frequently  mistook  glittering  faults  for  beauties,  no  beauty 
ever  escaped  her  observation.  I  have  never  known  any 
person  to  whose  frankness  and  perfect  candour  I  could  with 
more  confidence  bear  testimony.  It  was  not  in  mere  vanity 
that  she  received  all  the  incense  which  was  profusely  offered 
her,  but  because  she  believed  others  to  be  as  sincere  as 
herself. 

Hayley  was  now  expecting  a  guest,  very  unlike  any  of  those 
whose  occasional  visits  had  rendered  Eartham  a  distinguished 
spot,  giving  it  a  celebrity  which  it  will  not  lose.  Since  he 
passed  through  London,  on  his  return  from  Weston,  Thurlow 
had  ceased  to  be  Chancellor.  This  unexpected  event  abated 
the  hope  which  he  had  reasonably  entertained  of  serving 
Cowper  through  that  channel ;  but  with  that  buoyant  and 
happy  disposition  which  makes  the  best  of  every  thing,  he 
thought  it  would  gratify  Cowper  in  another  way,  if,  now  that 
Thurlow  was  master  of  his  own  time,  he  could  bring  about 
a  meeting  between  them.  Accordingly  he  wrote  to  the  Ex- 
Chancellor,  what  Miss  Seward  would  have  called,  this  truly 
Hay  ley  an  epistle27. 

MY  DEAR  LORD,  Eartham,  near  Chichester,  July  1,  1792. 

May  I,  without  impertinence,  speak  to  you  again  on  paper, 
after  having  so  recently  trespassed  on  your  time  in  person,  and 
talked,  I  fear,  with  more  zeal  than  discretion  ? 

Yes,  now  your  hand,  with  decent  pride, 

Relinquishes  that  seal  unstain'd 
Which  Bacon,  Law's  less  upright  guide  ! 

With  many  a  sordid  spot  profaned ; 
Haply  from  cumbrous  pomp  released 

You  now,  escaping  thorny  strife, 
Have  time  to  grace  a  Hermit's  feast, 

And  honour  sweet  sequester'd  life. 
Here  nature  reigns  o'er  souls  elate, 

Her  tranquil  smiles  this  scene  endear  : 
And  Fancy,  Freedom,  Friendship  wait, 

To  hail  their  favourite  Cowper  here. 
To  dignify  this  dear  retreat, 

Would  I  could  tempt  you  to  descend, 
And  in  our  first  of  Poets  meet, 

Life's  richest  gift,  an  ancient  friend  I 

17  I  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Carwardine,  the  son  of  Hayley's  friend,  fof 
this  curious  letter. 
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Our  dear  William  of  Western,  my  lord,  has  kindly  promised  to 
accelerate  his  intended  visit  to  the  south,  and  to  be  with  me  in 
July  :  if,  in  your  summer  excursion,  you  are  led  towards  the 
south  coast,  how  happy  should  I  be  to  present  to  you,  under 
my  roof,  the  man  you  honoured  with  your  early  regard,  and  to 
hear  him  say  to  you,  as  his  brother  Horace  said  to  a  patron  ot 
a  weaker  spirit, 

Primd  dicte  mihi,  sitmmd  dicende  Camaena  ! 

At  all  events  it  is  the  delight  and  pride  of  my  heart  to  have 
thoroughly  revealed  to  your  lordship,  all  the  iniquity  of  for 
tune  towards  an  author,  whose  merits  and  whose  misfortunes 
are  so  various  and  so  extraordinary.  If  you  can  find  or  create 
an  opportunity  of  redressing  that  iniquity,  I  am  persuaded 
that  your  lordship  will  regard  it  as  one  of  the  most  happy, — 
and  assuredly  men  of  letters  will  esteem  it  as  one  of  the  most 
honourable  incidents  in  a  long  life  of  honour. 

.When  talents  and  virtues  a  mortal  endear, 

Yet  fail  to  preserve  him  from  Fortune's  control, 
Who  binds  her  weak  captive  in  Want's  narrow  sphere, 

With  Adversity's  irons  that  enter  the  soul ; 
Say  is  it  not,  Thurlow  !  an  office  divine, 

With  the  firm  hand  of  friendship  to  cancel  such  wrongs  ? 
May  the  verses  of  Cowper  proclaim  it  is  thine, 

While  genius  and  gratitude  hallow  his  songs  ! 

If  I  pester  you,  my  lord,  with  prose  and  rhyme,  it  may  yet 
comfort  you  to  reflect,  that  you  are  in  no  danger  of  receiving, 
either  from  your  old  friend  or  from  me,  any  doses  of  adula 
tion.  I  have  even  had  the  assurance  to  show  you,  more  than 
once,  that  my  opinions,  on  some  points,  are  directly  opposite 
to  yours.  I  believe  you  are  one  of  the  few  great  men  in  the 
world,  whom  a  little  man  may  venture  to  contradict,  without 
the  hazard  of  making  an  enemy.  No  trifling  eulogy,  my  lord ! 
and  I  am  greatly  deceived,  indeed,  if  it  is  not  true. 

The  more  just  it  is,  the  more  pleasure  it  would  give  me  to 
receive  you  in  this  poetical  hermitage,  a  little  temple  conse 
crated  to  Liberty  and  Friendship,  where  difference  of  opinion 
produces  no  hatred,  and  similarity  of  pursuit  no  jealousy. 

A  famous  monarch  used,  you  know,  to  say  that  in  serving 
an  individual,  he  generally  made  one  man  ungrateful,  and 
many  discontented.  What  a  rare  blessing  then,  my  lord,  may 
be  yours,  since  in  serving  one  poet,  you  may  render  two  very 
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thankful  and  happy  !  Believe  me,  it  is  with  the  utmost  truth 
I  assure  you,  that  in  securing  a  decent  and  comfortable  inde 
pendence  for  our  beloved  Cowper,  you  will  confer  the  highest 
pleasure  and  obligation  upon 

Your  lordship's  sincere  and  respectful, 

though  importunate  servant,     W.  HAYLEY. 

It  could  have  been  no  disappointment  to  Cowper  that  Hay- 
ley  did  not  succeed  in  bringing  about  a  meeting  which  would 
have  been  far  more  painful  than  pleasurable  to  both  parties. 
Thurlow  was  no  longer  the  Thurlow  who  had  been  his  daily 
companion  and  bosom  friend  during  some  of  the  blithest  years 
of  life  :  and  Cowper  no  longer  the  Cowper  with  whom  his 
fellow  clerk  used  to  pass  those  hours  in  mirthful  or  in  thought 
ful  conversation  which  ought  to  have  been  employed  in  en 
grossing;  and  to  "giggle  and  make  giggle"  at  Ashley  Cowper's 
always  hospitable  house.  The  one  had  felt  Adversity's  "iron 
scourge,"  and  the  World  had  set  its  iron  stamp  on  the  other's 
stronger  and  coarser  mould.  Each  too  had  something  to  for 
give  in  himself,  the  consciousness  whereof  could  not  but  have 
produced  an  uneasy  feeling  :  Thurlow,  that  he  had  failed  at 
one  time  in  that  courtesy  to  an  old  and  unfortunate  friend, 
which  in  his  case  would  have  been  kindness ;  and  Cowper,  that 
he  had  given  vent  to  his  resentment  in  bitter  strains,  which, 
though  unpublished,  had  not  been  kept  secret  from  some  of 
his  correspondents.  Indeed,  except  in  Lady  Hesketh's  case, 
Cowper  seems  rather  to  have  shunned  than  desired  a  meeting 
with  any  of  those  persons  who  had  been  his  first  and  most  inti 
mate  associates,  and  to  whom  in  some  woeful  respects  he  must 
have  appeared  "  so  fallen,  so  changed  !"  Formidable  as  the 
journey  from  the  northern  extremity  of  Buckinghamshire  to 
the  shores  of  Sussex  appeared  to  him,  he  dreaded  nothing  so 
much  as  an  interview  with  General  Cowper  on  the  way,. .  which 
yet,  having  been  desired  by  the  General,  he  could  not  decline. 
He  had  not  seen  him  for  thirty  years,  "and  but  for  this  jour 
ney,"  he  says,  "  should  never  have  seen  him  again."  It  was 
not  that  his  love  for  those  friends  was  diminished,  but  because 
he  could  not  bear  to  have  one  part  of  his  life  brought  too 
strongly  to  his  recollection. 

Rose  walked  from  London  to  meet  the  travellers  at  Barnet, 
where  they  slept  the  first  night.  At  Kingston,  where  they 
dined  the  next  day,  they  found  the  General  ;  and  late  on  the 
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third  evening,  "  after  three  days  confinement  in  a  coach,  and 
suffering  as  they  went,"  he  says,  "all  that  could  be  suffered 
from  excessive  heat  and  dust,  they  arrived  at  Hayley's  door." 
The  first  letter  which  he  wrote  after  his  arrival  appears  to 
have  been — to  Mr.  Samuel  Teedon  of  Olney  ! 

DEAR  SIR,  Eartham,  near  Chichester,  Aug.  5, 1792. 

This  journey,  of  which  we  all  had  some  fears,  and  I  a 
thousand,  has  by  the  mercy  of  God  been  happily  and  well  per 
formed,  and  we  have  met  with  no  terrors  by  the  way.  I  in 
deed  myself  was  a  little  daunted  by  the  tremendous  height  of 
the  Sussex  hills,  in  comparison  of  which  all  that  I  had  seen 
elsewhere  are  dwarfs  :  but  I  only  was  alarmed  ;  Mrs.  Unwin 
had  no  such  sensations,  but  was  always  cheerful  from  the 
beginning  of  our  expedition  to  the  end  of  it.  At  Barnet  we 
found  the  inn  so  noisy  that  I  was  almost  driven  to  despair  by 
the  dread  that  she  would  get  no  rest ;  but  I  was  happily  dis 
appointed.  She  slept  about  four  hours,  and  seemed  as  much 
refreshed  as  if  she  had  slept  twice  as  many.  At  Ripley,  we 
had  a  silent  inn,  and  rested  well.  The  next  day,  but  late,  we 
arrived  at  Eartham  ;  and  now  begin  to  feel  ourselves,  under 
the  hospitable  roof  of  our  amiable  friend,  well  requited  for  all 
the  fatigue,  the  heat,  and  the  clouds  of  dust  that  we  endured 
in  the  journey. 

I  had  one  glimpse — at  least  I  was  willing  to  hope  it  was  a 
glimpse — of  heavenly  light  by  the  way  ;  an  answer  I  sup 
pose  to  many  fervent  prayers  of  yours.  Continue  to  pray 
for  us,  and  when  any  thing  occurs  worth  communicating  let 
us  know  it. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  in  charming  spirits,  to  which  the  incom 
parable  air  and  delightful  scenes  of  Eartham  have  much 
contributed.  But  our  thanks  are  always  due  to  the  Giver  of 
all  good  for  these  and  all  his  benefits;  for  without  His  bless 
ing  Paradise  itself  would  not  cheer  the  soul  that  knows  him. 

Adieu.  I  am  yours  with  many  thanks  for  all  your  spiritual 
aids.  WM.  COWPER. 

Mrs.  Unwin  sends  her  kind  remembrances. 

"  Here  we  are,"  says  Cowper28,  "  in  the  most  elegant  man 
sion  that  I  have  ever  inhabited,  and  surrounded  by  the  most 
delightful  pleasure  grounds  that  I  have  ever  seen ;  but 
28  To  Mr.  Greathead,  Aug.  6. 
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which,  dissipated  as  my  powers  of  thought  are  al  present, 
I  will  not  undertake  to  describe.  It  shall  suffice  me  to  say, 
that  they  occupy  three  sides  of  a  hill,  which  in  Buckingham 
shire  might  well  pass  for  a  mountain,  and  from  the  summit 
of  which  is  beheld  a  most  magnificent  landscape,  bounded  by 
the  sea,  and  on  one  part  by  the  Isle  of  Wight,  which  may 
also  be  seen  plainly  from  the  window  of  the  library  in  which 
I  am  writing."  — "  The  inland  scene  is  equally  beautiful,  con 
sisting  of  a  large  and  deep  valley  well  cultivated  and  enclosed 
by  magnificent  hills,  all  crowned  with  wood.  I  had  for  my 
part  no  conception  that  a  poet  could  be  the  owner  of  such  a 
Paradise29." — "  Here  we  are,  as  happy  as  it  is  in  the  power  of 
terrestrial  good  to  make  us, — and  our  reception  has  been  the 
kindest  that  it  was  possible  for  friendship  and  hospitality  to 
contrive50." 

Hayley  was  not  the  only  person  who  welcomed  them  to 
Sussex  as  his  friends ; — there  was  another  face  that  brightened 
with  joy  at  their  arrival.  The  reader  will  remember  that 
when  he  enquired  for  an  electrical  machine  in  the  hope  of  its 
producing  a  beneficial  effect  upon  Mrs.  Unwin  immediately 
after  her  paralytic  stroke,  one  had  to  his  great  surprise  been 
found  in  the  village.  The  owner,  Mr.  Sockett,  who  had  partly 
constructed  it  himself,  and  whom  Cowper  described  as  a  very 
worthy,  intelligent,  but  unfortunate  man,  of  the  gentlest  man 
ners,  was  then  absent  on  a  distant  journey  of  unsuccessful 
business ;  his  son,  a  youth  of  about  fifteen,  brought  the 
machine  to  Weston  Lodge,  and  came  every  day  to  assist  in 
using  it.  Hayley  was  interested  by  all  he  saw  and  all  that  he 
heard  of  his  young  assistant,  the  more  perhaps  because  Thomas 
Sockett  had,  like  himself,  been  afflicted  with  much  illness  in 
his  childhood ;  and  when  the  youth,  who  wrote  an  excellent 
hand,  and  was  a  good  arithmetician,  wishing  to  be  no  longer 
a  burthen  to  his  parents,  asked  if  he  could  recommend  him 
to  any  situation  as  a  clerk  in  London,  it  occurred  to  him  that 
young  Sockett  might  be  very  useful  in  teaching  his  own  son 
what  he  was  capable  of  teaching  well,  and  might  acquire 
more  Latin  and  some  Greek  from  his  disciple:  he  had  just 
before  bought  a  Latin  grammar  with  the  little  pocket  money 
that  he  had  saved  for  that  purpose.  Cowper,  agreeing  as 
he  did  with  his  new  friend  upon  the  advantages  of  private 
29  To  Mrs.  Courtenay,  Aug.  12.  so  To  Mr.  Greatheai 
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education,  thought  the  plan  likely  to  be  advantageous  for  both 
boys,  and  Hayley  when  he  departed  from  Weston  took 
Sockett  with  him.  Thomas  Hayley  was  well  pleased  with 
a  companion  who,  acting  towards  him  in  the  double  capacity 
of  preceptor  and  pupil,  was  only  three  years  his  senior ;  they 
became  good  friends,  and  when  Cowper  arrived  at  Eartham  he 
and  Mrs.  Unwin  were  delighted  to  find  that  the  plan  was  suc 
ceeding  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties.  The  two  boys  en 
deared  themselves  to  him  by  their  attention  to  Mrs.  Unwin  ; 
and  she  called  them  her  pair  of  young  griffins,  because  they 
used  every  day  to  draw  her  round  the  hill  in  a  four-wheeled 
garden  chair. 

Change  of  air  and  of  circumstances  seemed  to  benefit  both 
the  travellers.  "  I  indeed,"  says  Cowper31,  "  was  in  tolerable 
health  before  I  set  out,  but  have  acquired  since  I  came  both 
a  better  appetite  and  a  knack  of  sleeping  almost  as  much  in  a 
single  night  as  formerly  in  two.  Whether  double  quantities  of 
that  article  will  be  favourable  to  me  as  a  poet,  time  must  show. 
About  myself,  however,  I  care  little,  being  made  of  materials 
so  tough  as  not  to  threaten  me  even  now,  at  the  end  of  so 
many  lustrums,  with  any  thing  like  a  speedy  dissolution.  My 
chief  concern  has  been  about  Mrs.  Unwin ;  and  my  chief 
comfort  at  this  moment  is  that  she  likewise  has  received,  I 
hope,  considerable  benefit  by  the  journey."  He  complained, 
however,  that  being  in  a  new  scene,  and  surrounded  by  strange 
objects,  he  found  his  powers  of  thinking  dissipated  to  a  de 
gree  that  rendered  it  difficult  for  him  even  to  write  a  letter, 
and  made  him  as  awkward  at  verse  as  if  he  had  never  dealt 
in  it.  "I  am  in  truth,"  said  hea3,  "so  unaccountably  local 
in  the  use  of  my  pen,  that,  like  the  man  in  the  fable  who 
could  leap  well  no  where  but  at  Rhodes,  I  seem  incapable  of 
writing  at  all  except  at  Weston." 

Yet  his  time  at  Eartham  was  far  from  being  idly  spent. 
Hayley  imparted  to  him  his  life  of  Milton,  as  far  as  he  had 
then  proceeded  with  it ;  and  Cowper,  who  had  completed  his 
translations  of  Milton's  Latin  and  Italian  poems,  revised  them 
carefully  with  Hayley33,  comparing  the  version  with  the  original. 

31  To  Mrs.  Courtenay,  Aug.  25.  32  To  Lady  Hesketh,  Sept.  9. 

33  "  Let  me,"  says  Hayley,  "  here  remark  to  the  honour  of  Cowper, 
that  with  all  his  poetic  powers,  he  was  ever  willing  to  receive  and  to  avail 
himself  of  friendly  criticism,  with  a  spirit  equally  modest  and  grateful." — 
Cooler's  Milton,  vol.  iv.  Appendix,  p.  385. 
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They  made  also  a  rapid  yet  metrical  translation  of  Andreini'a 
Adamo,  an  Italian  drama,  which  Hayley  supposed  to  have  had 
some  influence  in  directing  Milton's  attention  to  the  great 
subject  of  Paradise  Lost.  Hayley  says  that  this  afforded  them 
a  pleasant  relaxation  after  their  more  serious  morning  studies, 
and  that  Johnny  of  Norfolk  "  acted  as  secretary,  and  com 
mitted  the  composition  to  paper  as  it  proceeded  from  the  lips 
of  the  two  social  translators." 

Among  the  persons  whom  Hayley  invited  to  meet  his  ho 
noured  guest  were  Romney  and  Charlotte  Smith.  The  latter 
"exerted  her  talents,"  says  Hayley,  "  most  agreeably  to  excite 
his  wonder  and  conciliate  his  esteem;  for  happening  to  have 
begun  one  of  her  novels,  the  Old  Manor  House,  she  devoted 
the  early  part  of  the  day  to  composition  in  her  own  apart 
ment  ;  and  entertained  the  little  party  at  Eartham  by  reading 
to  them  in  the  evening  whatever  the  fertility  of  her  fancy 
had  produced  in  the  course  of  a  long  studious  morning.  This 
lady  had  a  quickness  of  invention  and  a  rapidity  of  hand  which 
astonished  every  witness  of  her  abilities.  Cowper  repeatedly 
declared  that  he  knew  no  man  among  his  early  associates, 
some  of  whom  piqued  themselves  on  rapid  composition,  who 
could  have  composed  so  rapidly  and  so  well."  The  Old  Manor 
House  is  the  best  of  her  novels ;  and  Hayley  says  "it  was 
delightful  to  hear  her  read  what  she  had  just  written;  for  she 
read  as  she  wrote,  with  simplicity  and  grace34." 

Romney,  who  had  long  been  one  of  Hayley' s  most  intimate 
friends,  was  then  at  the  height  of  his  reputation,  and,  though 
in  the  decline  of  life,  in  full  possession  of  those  powers  which 
many  years  before  had  made  him  an  object  of  jealousy  to  Sir 
Joshua  himself.  In  those  days  Thurlow  had  said,  "  there  are 
two  factions  in  art,  and  I  am  of  the  Romney  faction35."  Time 
has  reversed  the  chancellor's  decision,  and  yet  Romney  re- 

81  Life  of  Romney,  p.  180.  M  "  This  careless  expression  was 

bandied  about  to  the  sore  annoyance  of  Reynolds.  Nay,  so  precarious  is 
fame,  that  for  several  years  Romney  had  manifestly  the  ascendency  in 
the  scale  of  popular  opinion  ;  and  the  President  had  to  soothe  himself  with 
the  belief  that  the  day  would  come  when  men's  eyes  would  be  opened, 
and  the  grave  and  quiet  grandeur  of  his  works  would  triumph.  In  those 
times  of  bitterness  and  feud  when  Sir  Joshua  in  the  course  of  conversa 
tion  was  compelled  to  speak  of  his  rival,  he  merely  indicated  him  by  say 
ing,  '  The  man  in  Cavendish  Square.'  " — Allan  Cunningham's  Lives  of 
the  Painters,  voL  V.  p.  96. 
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mains  a  great  name  and  will  continue  so.  Fuseli  indeed  said 
of  him,  that  he  was  made  for  the  times,  and  the  times  for 
him; — but  Romney's  sketches  in  the  Fitzwilliam  Museum  are 
worth  more  than  all  Fuseli's  finished  works.  "  According  to 
the  maxim,"  says  Flaxman,  "  that  every  painter  paints  him 
self,  each  picture  presents  in  some  measure  a  transcript  of  its 
author's  merits  and  defects."  According  to  that  inference  there 
is  no  painter  of  whom  a  more  unfavourable  opinion  would  be 
formed  from  his  works  than  Fuseli.  If  he  looked  at  other 
things  as  he  looked  at  the  human  form,  he  could  have  seen 
nothing  but  what  was  distorted  by  his  manner  of  beholding  it. 

That  maxim  Flaxman  thus  applies  to  Romney,whom  he  knew 
and  loved.  "  The  judicious  eye  will  easily  discern  whether 
the  work  was  produced  with  sensibility  or  want  of  feeling  ; 
the  choice  and  treatment  of  the  subject  will  discover  whether 
ris  mind  was  elevated  or  low,  as  the  detail  of  parts  will  explain 
i'i  what  branches  of  knowledge  he  was  skilled  or  deficient,  to 
what  extent  he  had  chosen  and  analysed  the  beauties  of  na 
ture,  and  finally  whether  the  work  was  accomplished  by  pain 
ful  patient  labour,  or  flowed  with  ease  and  rapidity  which  in 
creased  the  delight  and  exultation  of  the  progress.  These  cha 
racteristics  may  be  as  easily  traced  in  the  works  of  Romney 
as  in  those  of  any  artist  that  ever  existed.  Modest  in  his 
opinion  of  his  own  talents,  he  practised  no  tricks  or  deception 
to  obtain  popularity ;  but  as  he  loved  his  art  fervently,  he 
practised  it  honestly  with  indefatigable  study  and  application. 
When  he  first  began  to  paint,  he  had  seen  no  gallery  of  pic 
tures,  nor  the  fine  productions  of  ancient  sculptors ;  but  men, 
women,  and  children  were  his  statues,  and  all  objects  under 
the  cope  of  heaven  formed  his  school  of  painting.  The  rain 
bow,  the  purple  distance,  or  the  silver  lake,  taught  him  co 
louring  ;  the  various  actions  and  passions  of  the  human  figure, 
with  the  forms  of  clouds,  woods,  mountains,  or  valleys,  afford 
ed  him  studies  of  composition.  Indeed  his  genius  bore  a 
strong  resemblance  to  the  scenes  he  was  born  in  ;  like  them 
it  partook  of  the  grand  and  beautiful;  and  like  them  also  the 
bright  sunshine  and  enchanting  prospects  of  his  fancy  were 
occasionally  overspread  with  mist  and  gloom." 

Sir  Joshua  died  a  few  months  before  Romney  and  Cowper 
met  at  Eartham.  He  is  said  to  have  declared  it  to  be  impos 
sible  for  two  painters  in  the  same  department  of  the  art  to  con- 
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tinue  in  friendship  with  each  other;  and  it  is  supposed  to 
have  been  owing  to  him36  that  Romney  was  never  elected  even 
an  associate  of  the  Royal  Academy.  But  if  Romney  was  ever 
conscious  of  regarding  him  as  a  rival,  that  feeling  assuredly 
never  amounted  to  ill  will,  nor  tempted  him  to  injustice.  On 
the  contrary,  he  bore  a  fair  and  manly  testimony  to  Sir 
Joshua's  genius.  Upon  Hayley's  telling  him  that  a  whole 
length  of  Mrs.  Siddons  which  he  had  begun  was  thought 
superior  to  Sir  Joshua's  well  known  portrait  of  her  as  the 
Tragic  Muse,  he  replied,  "  The  people  know  nothing  of  the 
matter,  for  it  is  not."  And  when  some  of  his  friends  were 
delivering  their  opinions  upon  the  Infant  Hercules, — "  Gen 
tlemen,"  said  he,  "  I  have  listened  to  all  you  have  said ;  some 
observations  are  true,  and  some  are  nonsense  ; — but  no  other 
man  in  Europe  could  paint  such  a  picture."  Romney  indeed 
was  as  generous  in  rendering  justice  to  his  contemporaries  as 
he  was  in  giving  to  young  artists  such  encouragement  as  he 
had  stood  in  need  of  himself  when  he  commenced  his 
career  under  difficulties  which  few  men  would  have  braved, 
aiid  fewer  still  could  have  overcome. 

His  countenance  was  intellectual,  with  strong  marks  of 
feeling,  and  a  cast  of  melancholy.  His  eyes  were  large,  quick, 
and  significant.  At  the  sight  of  distress  or  at  a  pathetic  tale 
his  lip  would  quiver.  He  was  indeed  sensitive  to  excess. 
When  in  company  with  his  intimate  friends  he  spoke  con 
cerning  his  art,  Cumberland  says  it  was  with  a  sublimity  of 
idea,  and  a  peculiarity  of  expressive  language  that  was  en 
tirely  his  own.  On  that  subject  he  frequently  moved  himself 
to  tears, — to  which  he  is  said  to  have  been  constitutionally 
.prone.  He  had  indeed  a  high  sense  of  the  dignity  of  his  art. 
A  lady  once  observed  at  Eartham,  that  though  emulation 
often  produced  evil  among  artists,  it  appeared  necessary  for 
calling  forth  their  talents  ;  and  if  it  were  not  for  that  spirit, 
there  seemed  nothing  left  to  animate  the  genius  of  a  painter. 
"  Yes,  madam,  there  is,"  said  Romney,  "  and  a  more  powerful 
incentive  to  laudable  exertion."  He  waited  for  the  question, 

86  "  Reynolds,  it  would  seem,  disliked  both  the  man  and  his  works ;  and 
such  was  the  omnipotence  of  the  President,  that  on  whomsoever  his  evil 
eye  lighted,  that  person  had  small  chance  for  the  honours  of  the  Aca- 
demy; — it  is  well  known  that  the  President,  and  all  who  loved  to  be  with 
him,  had  no  good  will  to  Romney." — Allan  Cunningham,  vol.  v.  p.  77. 
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'•'Pray,  sir,  what  is  it?"  and  replied,  "Religion."  Hayley 
affirms  that  he  often  painted  under  the  influence  of  that  feel 
ing,.  .  "that  he  frequently  considered  the  act  of  painting  as 
an  act  of  devotion,  in  which  he  was  expressing  his  gratitude 
to  Heaven  for  such  talents  as  were  given  him,  by  his  solicitude 
to  exert  them  in  a  manner  that  might  conduce  to  the  great 
interests  of  mankind." 

Their  host  at  Eartham  was  not  disappointed  in  his  expecta 
tions,  that,  with  so  many  points  of  approximation  between 
them,  Cowper  and  Romney  would  take  to  each  other.  But 
there  was  also  a  latent  cause  which  increased  the  painter's  sym 
pathy  towards  the  poet.  Romney  was  not  unacquainted  with 
Cowper' s  state  of  mind  ;  it  had  been  made  known  to  him,  no 
doubt,  as  far  as  Hayley  himself  knew  it  at  that  time  ;  perhaps 
he  had  that  sad  presentiment  which  we  know  by  Swift's  instance 
is  sometimes  felt,  that  he  himself  might  one  day  be  visited  by 
a  similar  affliction  ;  and  he  too  had  a  worm  at  the  core. 

Thirty  years  before,  Romney  had  left  a  wife  and  two  children 
at  Kendal,  to  seek  his  fortune  in  London.  Born  in  humble  life, 
and  bred  to  his  father's  trade  of  carpenter,  joiner  and  cabinet 
maker,  he  had  apprenticed  himself  at  the  age  of  nineteen  to  a 
portrait  painter  in  Kendal,  at  twenty-two  had  married  a  young 
woman  in  his  own  rank  of  life,  of  respectable  connexions,  and 
carefully  brought  up ;  and  at  twenty-seven  he  took  leave  of 
her  with  her  own  concurrence  for  this  adventure,. .  but  with  no 
apprehension  on  her  part  that  he  went  with  no  intention  of 
returning,  and  it  may  be  hoped  with  no  such  intention  on  his. 
This  indeed  might  be  believed,  if  Hayley,  who  had  particular 
reasons  for  being  what  in  the  days  of  the  Commonwealth  was 
called  a  Miltonist,  had  not,  as  far  as  his  authority  avails,  fixed 
upon  his  friend  the  stain  of  having  chosen  thus  to  divorce  him 
self,  and  deliberately  sacrificed  his  duty  to  his  ambition.  Let  us 
hope  that  the  "frailties"  which  have  thus  been  "drawn  from 
their  dread  abode,"  were  repented  by  the  one  party  as  sin 
cerely  as  we  know  they  were  forgiven  by  the  other ! 

By  his  industry,  and  his  wife's  excellent  economy,  he  had 
accumulated  one  hundred  pounds,  seventy  of  which  he  left 
with  her,  and  with  the  rest  set  out  for  the  metropolis.  As  a 
temporary  provision  for  one  of  her  station,  and  at  that  time, 
this  was  not  inconsiderable ;  nor  did  he  ever  fail  to  provide 
for  her  and  her  children.  But  from  the  hour  of  his  departure 
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till  his  meeting  with  Cowper,  he  had  never  beheld  the  wife  of  his 
youth ;  nor  did  he  behold  her  till  seven  years  more  had  elapsed, 
when. .  after  seven  and  thirty  years  of  desertion. .  he  returned 
to  Kendal  an  old  man,  famous  indeed  and  rich,  but  broken  in 
health  and  spirits,  and  perhaps  at  heart,  to  be  nursed37  by  her 
during  eighteen  months  of  bodily  decay,  and  two  years  more  of 
mental  imbecility38.  Alas,  how  little  reliance  can  be  placed 
upon  kind  hearts,  quick  sensibilities,  and  even  devotional  feel 
ings,  if  there  is  no  religious  principle  to  control,  and  direct, 
and  strengthen  them ! 

Hayley  says  that  the  genius,  the  benevolence,  and  the  mis 
fortunes  of  Cowper,  gave  such  a  peculiar  sweetness  and  sanctity 
to  his  character,  as  rendered  his  society  in  the  highest  degree 
delightful  both  to  Romney  and  himself.  It  could  not  indeed 
be  otherwise  to  men  who  were  so  well  qualified  to  appreciate 
it ;  but  Romney,  who  was  then  on  the  threshold  of  old  age, 
had  in  the  secret  grief  which  he  could  not  but  feel  whenever 
he  remembered  the  past,  or  looked  on  to  the  future,  a  sense  of 
silent  sympathy  with  one  whom  he  knew  to  be  stricken  at 
heart.  He  was  "  eager,"  says  their  host39,  "  to  execute  a  por 
trait  of  a  person  so  memorable ;  and  in  drawing  it  he  was 
peculiarly  desirous  of  making  the  nearest  approach  to  life  that 
he  possibly  could.  For  this  purpose  he  chose  to  make  use  of 
coloured  crayons,  a  mode  of  painting  in  which  he  had  indeed 
little  experience ;  but  he  possessed  that  happy  versatility  of 
talent,  which  gave  him  an  appearance  of  having  been  long  fa 
miliar  with  any  process  of  art  that  he  had  an  inclination  to  try. 
He  worked  with  uncommon  diligence,  zeal,  and  success,  pro 
ducing  a  resemblance  so  powerful,  that  spectators,  who  con 
templated  the  portrait  with  the  original  by  its  side,  thought 
37  "  He  had  the  comfort,"  says  Hayley,  "  of  finding  an  attentive  affec 
tionate  nurse  in  a  most  exemplary  wife,  who  had  never  been  irritated  to 
an  act  of  unkindness,  or  an  expression  of  reproach,  by  his  years  of  absence 
and  neglect."  38  "  In  the  last  letter  which  Hayley  received  from 

him,  he  said  that  the  post  had  just  brought  him  good  tidings  of  his  brother, 
Colonel  Romney,  who  he  hoped  was  then  on  his  way  home  from  the 
East  Indies.  The  colonel  arrived,  hastened  to  Kendal  just  in  time — not 
indeed  to  witness  his  death,  but  to  see  the  last  spark  of  intellect  extin 
guished.  '  Brother,'  he  said,  '  do  you  not  know  me  ?'  Romney  looked 
eagerly  in  his  face,  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears,  half  articulated  some 
words  of  recognition,  and  then  forgetting  him  and  every  one  else  that 
loved  him,  sunk  into  a  state  of  helpless  imbecility." — Allan  Cunningham 
p.  132.  39  Life  of  Romney,  p.  177. 
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it  hardly  possible  for  any  similitude  to  be  more  striking,  or 
more  exact." 

Cowper  confirms  Hayley*s  assertion,  that  in  the  opinion  of 
all  at  Eartham,  Romney  had  drawn  this  likeness  "  with  his 
best  hand,"  and  that  it  was  "  the  most  exact  resemblance  pos 
sible."-  Thus  his  portrait,  for  which  he  had  never  sate  before, 
was  taken  twice  in  the  course  of  two  months  ;  and  in  both  cases 
it  appears  to  his  own  entire  satisfaction,  and  to  that  of  the  artist, 
and  of  the  beholders.  There  is  a  great  and  reasonable  plea 
sure  in  beholding  the  well  authenticated  likeness  of  one  who  by 
his  actions  or  his  writings  has  rendered  himself  a  worthy  object 
of  our  admiration,  and  the  pleasure  is  enhanced  if  that  senti 
ment  be  combined  with  a  sense  of  gratitude  and  of  love.  It 
is  therefore  curiously  fortunate  that  we  should  possess  two 
portraits  of  Cowper  at  the  same  age,  both  so  certainly  and 
strongly  resembling  him,  and  yet  so  different  from  each  other, 
that  to  acquire  a  good  knowledge  of  his  countenance  it  is  ne 
cessary  to  see  them  both. 

Fuseli,  who  disparaged  every  thing  which  he  did  not  like, 
and  whose  speech  generally  savoured  of  verjuice  and  worm 
wood,  used  to  call  Romney  a  coat  and  waistcoat  painter.  But 
in  this  case  Abbot's  was  more  the  matter  of  fact  picture  ;  it  has 
not  only  the  coat  and  waistcoat  displayed,  but  also  that  other 
article  of  male  dress  from  which  one  translation  of  the  Bible  has 
received  the  unbecoming  name  whereby  it  is  commonly  known. 
It  represents  moreover  his  periwig,. .  probably  the  identical 
one  concerning  which  he  wrote,  two  years  before,  to  Mrs. 
Frog10,  saying,  "  My  periwig  is  arrived,  and  is  the  very  perfec 
tion  of  all  periwigs,  having  only  one  fault ;  which  is,  that  my 
head  will  only  go  into  the  first  half  of  it,  the  other  half,  or 
the  upper  part  of  it,  continuing  still  unoccupied.  My  artist 
in  this  way  at  Olney  has,  however,  undertaken  to  make  the 
whole  of  it  tenantable,  and  then  I  shall  be  twenty  years 
younger  than  you  have  ever  seen  me."  Ought  not  the  writer 
then  to  have  his  portrait  taken  in  the  periwig  which  he  had  thus 
described  ?  And  if  this  were  not  the  very  periwig  (which  yet  it 
probably  was)  it  was  at  least  one  of  the  same  kind,  for  the  fashion 
of  such  things  did  not  change  greatly  in  the  course  of  two 
years  ;  nor  if  it  had,  was  Cowper  either  at  an  age,  or  in  a  way 
of  life,  to  alter  his  costume  with  it.  Here  therefore  we  have 
*°  March  21,  1790. 
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Cowper  in  the  complete  dress  of  that  day.  He  is  represented, 
pen  in  hand,  with  a  large  book  lying  open  before  him,  on  his 
desk,. .  that  desk,  Theodora's  gift,  which  he  so  pleasantly  de 
scribed  on  its  arrival  at  Olney,  and  which,  by  that  description, 
has  been  rendered  of  all  desks  the  most  memorable.  It  is  a  front 
face,  and  the  painter  has  not  aimed  at  any  thing  more  than 
an  expression  of  placid  thoughtfulness.  The  countenance  is 
mild,  pleasing,  and  intelligent ;  it  would  not  be  pronounced 
melancholy  if  it  were  not  known  to  be  Cowper's,  and  certainly 
there  is  no  trace  in  it  of  any  darker  state  of  mind. 

Romney's  is  a  more  ambitious  portrait.  "  He  wished," 
says  Hayley,  "  to  express  what  he  often  saw  in  studying  the 
features  of  Cowper, — 

The  poet's  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling ; 

and  I  think  he  expressed  it  without  overstepping  the  modesty 
of  truth  and  nature  ;  but  some  persons,  and  ladies  in  particular, 
more  conversant  with  the  colloquial  than  with  the  poetic  coun 
tenance  of  Cowper,  have  supposed  Romney's  portrait  of  him 
to  border  on  extravagance  of  expression.  Painters  are  said  to 
infuse  into  all  their  portraits  some  portion  of  themselves ;  and  it 
is  possible  that  Romney  may  have  superadded  a  little  of  his 
own  wildness  and  fire  to  the  native  enthusiasm  of  the  poet 
whom  he  so  zealously  portrayed."  "  Yet,"  Hayley  adds,  "  after 
scrutinizing  it  for  many  years,  with  eyes  as  impartial  as  friend 
ship  may  pretend  to  :  I  regard  the  portrait  in  question  as  one  of 
the  most  masterly  and  most  faithful  resemblances  that  I  ever 
beheld.  Indeed  it  was  painted  literally  con  amore  (to  use  the 
technical  expression  applied  to  the  happiest  works  of  art)  for 
Romney  had  conceived  a  most  sincere  affection  for  his  new  ac 
quaintance41." 

The  painter  himself,  we  are  told,  considered  this  portrait 
"  as  the  nearest  approach  that  he  had  ever  made  to  a  perfect 
representation  of  life  and  character42."  Cowper  expressed  his 
opinion  of  it  in  a  complimentary  sonnet43  to  the  painter. 

41  Life  of  Romney,  p.  178.  «  Ibid.  p.  181. 

43  Cowper  says,  "  I  intended  nothing  less  than  a  sonnet  when  I  began. 
I  know  not  why,  but  I  said  to  myself,  it  shall  not  be  a  sonnet.  Accordingly 
I  attempted  it  in  one  sort  of  measure,  then  in  a  second,  then  in  a  third, 
till  I  had  made  the  trial  in  half  a  dozen  different  kinds  of  shorter  verse, 
and  behold  it  is  a  sonnet  at  last  i  The  fates  would  have  it  so." — To  Hay- 
ley,  Oct.  28,  1792. 
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Romney  !  expert  infallibly  to  trace 

On  chart  or  canvass,  not  the  form  alone 

And  semblance,  but,  however  faintly  shown, 

The  mind's  impression  too  on  even'  face, 

"With  sti  okes,  that  time  ought  never  to  erase : 

Thou  hast  so  pencil'd  mine,  that  though  I  own 

The  subject  worthless,  I  have  never  known 

The  artist  shining  with  superior  grace. 

But  this  I  mark,  that  symptoms  none  of  woe 

In  thy  incomparable  work  appear : 

Well !  I  am  satisfied,  it  should  be  so, 

Since  on  maturer  thought,  the  cause  is  clear; 

For  in  my  looks  what  sorrow  couldst  thou  see, 

When  I  was  Hayley's  guest,  and  sat  to  thee  ? 

It  was  likely  enough  that  Cowper  would  perceive  no  vestige  of 
melancholy  in  this  portrait,  the  expression  being  nothing  more 
than  what  he  was  accustomed  to  see  every  morning  when  he 
looked  in  the  glass  ;  but  it  seems  strange  that  Hayley  and  Rom 
ney  could  mistake  for  the  light  of  genius  what  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt 
has  truly  and  forcibly  described  as  "a  fire  fiercer  than  that  either 
of  intellect  or  fancy,  gleaming  from  the  raised  and  protruded 
eye."  It  was  no  ideal  frenzy  which  had  given  it  a  character 
so  decided,  and  so  strongly  marked,  that  perhaps  there  is  no 
other  portrait,  taken  from  a  living  subject,  which  it  is  so  painful 
to  contemplate.  And  yet  this  renders  it  the  more  valuable, 
because  it  is  a  sure  test  of  its  truth. 

At  Eartham,  Cowper  met  also  his  disciple  Hurdis,. .  like 
Romney,  for  the  first  and  only  time.  He  had  recently  lost  a 
favourite  sister ;  and  Cowper  was  requested  by  Hayley  to  send 
him  as  pressing  an  invitation  as  he  could  frame.  "  I  have  every 
motive,"  said  he44,  "to  wish  your  consent.  Both  your  benefit 
and  my  own,  which  I  believe  would  be  abundantly  answered 
by  your  coming,  ought  to  make  me  eloquent  in  such  a  cause. 
Here  you  would  find  silence  and  retirement  in  perfection,  when 
you  would  seek  them ;  and  here  such  company  as  I  have  no 
doubt  would  suit  you  ;  all  cheerful,  but  not  noisy  ;  and  all  alike 
disposed  to  love  you.  You  and  I  seem  to  have  a  fair  oppor 
tunity  of  meeting  :  it  were  a  pity  we  should  be  in  the  same 
county,  and  not  come  together.  I  am  here  till  the  seventeenth 
of  September,  an  interval  that  will  afford  you  time  to  make 
the  necessary  arrangements,  and  to  gratify  me  at  last  with  an 
interview  which  I  have  long  desired.  Let  me  hear  from  you 

-  Aug.  26. 
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soon,  that  I  may  have  double  pleasure, — the  pleasure  of  expect 
ing,  as  well  as  that  of  seeing  you." 

Hurdis accordingly  came.  "You  would  admire  him  much," 
said  Cowper  to  Lady  Hesketh45.  "  He  is  gentle  in  his  man 
ners,  and  delicate  in  his  person,  resembling  our  poor  friend 
Unwin,  both  in  face  and  figure,  more  than  any  one  I  have 
seen.  But  he  has  not, — at  least  he  has  not  at  present, — his 
vivacity." 

Six  weeks,  to  which  his  visit  at  Eartham  extended,  Cowper 
thought  "  a  holiday  time  long  enough  for  a  man  who  had  much 
to  do,". .  though  what  he  had  to  do  with  Milton  might  have 
been  done  with  more  advantage  in  Hayley's  library  than  in 
his  own.  But  the  beneficial  effects  of  change  were  beginning 
to  fail.  "I  am,  without  the  least  dissimulation,"  he  says  to 
Lady  Hesketh,  "  in  good  health ;  my  spirits  are  about  as  good 
as  you  have  ever  seen  them ;  and  if  increase  of  appetite,  and  a 
double  portion  of  sleep,  be  advantageous,  such  are  the  advan 
tages  that  I  have  received  from  this  migration.  As  to  that 
gloominess  of  mind  which  I  have  had  these  twenty  years,  it 
cleaves  to  me  even  here  ;  and  could  I  be  translated  to  Paradise, 
unless  I  left  my  body  behind  me,  would  cleave  to  me  even 
there  also.  It  is  my  companion  for  life,  and  nothing  will  ever 
divorce  us.  So  much  for  myself.  Mrs.  Unwin  is  evidently 
better  for  her  jaunt,  though  by  no  means  as  she  was  before 
this  last  attack  ;  still  wanting  help  when  she  would  rise  from 
her  seat,  and  a  support  in  walking  ;  but  she  is  able  to  use  more 
exercise  than  she  could  at  home,  and  moves  with  rather  a  less 
tottering  step.  God  knows  what  he  designs  for  me  ;  but 
when  I  see  those  who  are  dearer  to  me  than  myself,  distem 
pered  and  enfeebled,  and  myself  as  strong  as  in  the  days  of  my 
youth,  I  tremble  for  the  solitude  in  which  a  few  years  will  place 
me.  I  wish  her  and  you  to  die  before  me,  but  not  till  I  am 
more  likely  to  follow  immediately." 

Laudanum,  he  tells  her,  was  required  for  the  "  little  nervous 
fever,  to  which  hewas  always  subject,"  and  for  which  he  found 
it  the  best  remedy.  The  scenery  itself  began  to  oppress  him  ; 
"  more  beautiful,"  said  he46,  "I  have  never  beheld,  nor  expect  to 
behold;  but  the  charms  of  it,  uncommon  as  they  are,  have  not  in 
the  least  alienated  my  affections  from  Weston.  The  genius  of 
that  place  suits  me  better,  it  has  an  air  of  snug  concealment, 
«  Sept.  9.  «  To  Lady  Hesketh,  Sept.  9. 
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in  which  a  disposition  like  mine  feels  peculiarly  gratified; 
whereas  here,  I  see  from  every  window  woods  like  forests,  and 
hills  like  mountains, — a  wildness,  in  short,  that  rather  increases 
my  natural  melancholy,  and  which,  were  it  not  for  the  agree- 
ables  I  find  within,  would  soon  convince  me  that  mere  change  of 
place  can  avail  me  little.  Accordingly,  I  have  not  looked  out 
for  a  house  in  Sussex,  nor  shall." 

In  a  letter  of  the  preceding  year,  to  Mr.  Newton47,  he  had  said, 
"I would  that  I  could  see  some  of  the  mountains  that  you  have 
seen  ;  especially,  because  Dr.  Johnson  has  pronounced  that  no 
man  is  qualified  to  be  a  poet  who  has  never  seen  a  mountain. 
But  mountains  I  shall  never  see,  unless  perhaps  in  a  dream,  or 
unless  there  are  such  in  Heaven. — Nor  those,  unless  I  receive 
twice  as  much  mercy  as  ever  yet  was  shown  to  any  man." 
When  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin  were  about  to  remove  from  Hun 
tingdon,  and  the  land  "was  all  before  them  where  to  choose," 
Helmsley,  in  the  North  Riding  of  Yorkshire  was  one  of  the 
places  where  they  thought  of  setting  up  their  rest.  If  that 
place  had  been  fixed  on,  Cowper  would  have  been  near  the 
finest  ruins  in  England,  and  within  easy  reach  of  the  grandest 
descent  from  the  highlands  to  a  plain  country.  But,  however, 
the  course  of  his  life  might  have  been  affected  in  other  points,  if 
he  had  settled  there  instead  of  at  Olney,  he  could  not  have 
been  better  placed  than  where  he  was  for  the  developement  of 
his  peculiar  genius.  "  Cowper,"  says  Sir  James  Mackintosh, 
"  does  not  describe  the  most  beautiful  scenes  in  nature,  he  dis 
covers  what  is  most  beautiful  in  ordinary  scenes.  In  fact,  Cow 
per  saw  very  few  beautiful  scenes  ;  but  his  poetical  eye,  and 
his  moral  heart,  detected  beauty  in  the  sandy  flats  of  Bucking 
hamshire*8."  The  Task  could  not  have  been  a  more  delightful 
poem  than  it  is,  and  no  other  scenery  could  have  suited  its 
character  so  well,  as  none  could  have  been  more  entirely  in  ac 
cord  with  the  disposition  of  the  poet.  He  missed  at  Eartham 
the  repose,  the  shelter,  and  the  seclusion  which  he  felt  at 
Weston. 

As  the  time  for  their  departure  drew  nigh,  his  fears  on  Mrs. 
Unwin's  account  began  again  to  trouble  him;  "but  they  are  not 
now,"  said  he49,  "quite  so  reasonable  as  in  the  first  instance.  If 
she  could  bear  the  fatigue  of  travelling  then,  she  is  more  equal 

41  Nov.  16,  1791.  48  Life  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh,  vol.  ii.  p.  104. 

*9  To  Mrs.  Courtenay,  Sept.  10. 
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to  it  at  present :  and  supposing  that  nothing  happens  to  alarm 
her,  which  is  very  probable,  may  be  expected  to  reach  Wes- 
ton  in  much  better  condition  than  when  she  left  it.  Her  im 
provement,  however,  is  chiefly  in  her  looks,  and  in  the  articles 
of  speaking  and  walking ;  for  she  can  neither  rise  from  her 
chair  without  help. .  nor  walk  without  a  support ;  nor  read, 
nor  use  her  needles."  She  was  indeed  still  so  feeble  as  to 
keep  him  in  a  state  of  continual  apprehension.  "  I  live,"  said 
he50,  "  under  the  point  of  a  sword  suspended  by  a  hair." 

There  were  other  things  which  disturbed  himwhenhe  thought 
of  his  approaching  journey.  It  had  been  arranged  that  he 
should  dine  with  General  Cowper  on  the  way.  "  The  pleasure 
I  shall  have  in  the  interview,"  said  he51,  will  hardly  be  greater 
than  the  pain  I  shall  feel  at  the  end  of  it ;  for  we  shall  part, 
probably,  to  meet  no  more."  He  had  also  engaged  to  pass 
through  London,  and  breakfast  with  Rose  at  his  house  in 
Chancery  Lane.  That  he,  who  had  never  been  in  London, 
since  he  was  taken  from  thence  to  St.  Alban's,  should  have 
chosen  now  to  pass  through  it,  at  the  risk  of  freshening  the 
most  painful  recollections  of  his  life,  seems  most  remarkable. 

Hayley  himself  perceived  that  his  friend  began  to  feel  the 
"attraction  of  home,"  and  that  Mrs.  Unwin's  infirm  state  and 
the  declining  season  of  the  year  rendered  it  highly  necessary 
for  them  to  reach  their  own  fireside  by  the  time  they  had  pro 
posed.  "  Their  departure,"  he  says,  "was  a  scene  of  affectionate 
anxiety,  and  a  perfect  contrast  to  the  gayety  of  their  arrival  at 
Eartham."  Cowper  wrote  a  few  lines  to  him  the  same  day,  from 
Kingston  ;  "  I  left  you,"  said  he,  "  with  a  heavy  heart,  and 
with  a  heavy  heart  took  leave  of  our  dear  Tom  at  the  bottom 
of  the  chalk-hill.  But  soon  after  this  last  separation,  my 
troubles  gushed  from  my  eyes,  and  then  I  was  better. — We 
must  now  prepare  for  our  visit  to  the  General.  I  add  no  more, 
therefore,  than  our  dearest  remembrance  and  prayers  that  God 
may  bless  you  and  yours,  and  reward  you  a  hundred-fold  for 
all  your  kindness.  Tell  Tom  I  shall  always  hold  him  dear 
for  his  affectionate  attentions  to  Mrs.  Unwin.  From  her  heart 
the  memory  of  him  can  never  be  erased." 

What  he  felt  upon  this  visit  to  the  General  he  described  thus 
to  Hayley.  "  I  am  inclined  to  think  you  will  agree  with  me, 
that  there  is  sometimes  more  true  heroism  passing  in  a  corner, 

»°  To  Charlotte  Smith,  Sept.  5l  To  Lady  Hesketh.  Sept.  9. 
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and  on  occasions  that  make  no  noise  in  the  world,  than  has  often 
been  exercised  by  those,  whom  that  world  esteems  her  greatest 
heroes,  and  on  occasions  the  most  illustrious :  I  hope  so  at  least; 
for  all  the  heroism  I  have  to  boast,  and  all  the  opportunities  I 
have  of  displaying  any,  are  of  a  private  nature.  After  writing 
the  note,  I  immediately  began  to  prepare  for  my  appointed 
visit  to  Ham ;  but  the  struggles  that  I  had  with  my  own  spirit, 
labouring  as  I  did  under  the  most  dreadful  dejection,  are  never 
to  be  told.  I  would  have  given  the  world  to  have  been  ex 
cused.  I  went,  however,  and  carried  my  point  against  myself 
with  a  heart  riven  asunder — I  have  reasons  for  all  this  anxiety, 
which  I  cannot  relate  now.  The  visit,  however,  passed  off 
well,  and  we  returned  in  the  dark  to  Kingston  ;  I  with  a  lighter 
heart  than  I  had  known  since  my  departure  from  Eartham,  and 
Mary  too,  for  she  had  suffered  hardly  less  than  myself,  and  chiefly 
on  my  account.  That  night  we  rested  well  at  our  inn,  and 
at  twenty  minutes  after  eight  next  morning  set  off  for  London  ; 
exactly  at  ten  we  reached  Mr.  Rose's  door." 

Mr.  Rose  was  acquainted  with  the  Welsh  bard,  Edward 
Williams,  who  at  that  time  worked  at  his  trade,  as  a  mason, 
in  London.  He  had  told  Cowper  of  his  singular  character,  his 
talent  for  verse,  and  his  extraordinary  knowledge  of  Welsh 
antiquities  and  bardic  traditions.  Cowper  had  been  much  in 
terested  by  the  account,  and  Williams,  therefore,  was  invited 
to  meet  him  at  breakfast.  But  Cowper's  spirits,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  failed  when  he  felt  himself  in  London  ;  he  sate 
at  the  corner  of  the  fire-place  in  total  silence,  and  manifested 
no  other  interest  in  the  conversation  than  occasionally  raising 
his  eyes  toward  the  speaker.  Williams  was  struck  by  the  quiet 
melancholy  of  his  aspect ;  he  himself,  however,  was  led  to 
converse  upon  Welsh  literature  and  the  bardic  institutions,  a 
subject  with  which  no  man  was  better  acquainted,  and  few  so 
well :  and  he  was  told  afterwards  that  Cowper  had  been  a 
pleased  and  attentive  listener,  though  in  too  nervous  a  state 
to  bear  an  introduction,  or  to  converse52. 

52  This  is  stated  in  some  Recollections  of  the  Welsh  Bard,  by  Mr. 
Waring,  published  in  a  series  of  letters  in  the  Cambrian  Newspaper,  1827. 
Williams's  memory  had  deceived  him,  both  as  to  the  year  and  time  of  the 
day ; — for  he  spoke  of  it  as  an  evening  party,  and  as  having  been  after 
the  publication  of  his  poems, — which  were  not  published  till  1794.  Such 
mistakes  are  easy,  after  a  lapse  of  many  years ;  but.  of  the  meeting  there 
can  be  no  doubt ;  and  if  Cowper  had  been  in  his  better  mood,  there  were 
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After  breakfast  they  proceeded  to  St.  Alban's  ;  so  far  Rose 
accompanied  them.  "  In  the  dark,  and  in  a  storm,  at  eight  at 
night,  they  found  themselves  at  their  own  back  door." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

COWPEB  AT  WESTON.     INCEEA8E  OF   HIS   MALADY.     HAYLEY's 
SECOND   VISIT. 

IN  the  letter  which  informed  Hayley  of  their  safe  return, 
Cowper  said  that  "  Chaos  himself,  even  the  Chaos  of  Milton, 
was  not  surrounded  with  more  confusion,  nor  had  a  mind  more 
completely  in  a  hubbub  than  his  own  at  that  time.  At  our 
first  arrival,"  said  he1,  "  after  long  absence,  we  found  an  hun 
dred  orders  to  servants  necessary,  a  thousand  things  to  be  re 
stored  to  then*  proper  places,  and  an  endless  variety  of  minutiae 
to  be  adjusted,  which,  though  individually  of  little  importance, 
are  most  momentous  in  the  aggregate."  This  was  written 
on  the  second  day  after  his  arrival,  and  on  the  third  he  wrote 
to  Teedon,  apologising  for  having  left  him  so  long  without  a 
written  notice  of  their  return.  "  Mrs.  Unwin,"  said  he,  "  still 
wants  much  of  restoration,  and  there  is  still  much  in  that  par 
ticular  to  be  prayed  for.  As  to  myself,  my  frame  of  mind  con 
tinues  such  as  it  was  before  I  went  to  Eartham,  almost  always 
low,  and  often  inexpressibly  dejected.  My  work  is  still  in 
suspense,  or  to  say  truth,  not  yet  begun  ;  nor  do  I  at  present 
see  that  I  am  likely  to  have  any  leisure  for  such  labours.  But 
on  this  latter  I  do  not  ask  you  to  pray,  because  you  have 
already  obtained  sufficient  assurances  concerning  it.  God  can 
enable  me  to  do  much  in  a  short  time  ;  and  that  is  the  only 
hope  I  have  of  ever  performing  it  at  all." 

Cowper  had  written  from  Eartham  to  tell  Johnson  that  he 
had  hopes  of  carrying  Mrs.  Unwin  back  in  such  a  state  of 
health  as  would  consist  with  a  little  more  diligence  and  con 
stancy  on  his  part  in  the  work  which  he  had  undertaken.  "  I 

few  men  to  whom  he  would  have  listened,  with  more  pleasure  than  to 
my  old  acquaintance,  nor  from-whom  he  could  have  received  informa 
tion  which  would  -have  interested  him  so  much.  It  grieves  me  to  think 
what  curious  knowledge,  and  how  much  of  it,  has  probably  perished  with 
poor  old  Edward  Williams  !  l  Sept.  21. 
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thank  you,"  said  he2,  "for  setting  my  heart  at  rest  from  the 
disquietude  I  felt,  when  I  wrote  last,  on  the  score  of  time, 
lest  I  should  not  be  ready  at  the  moment.  I  long,  neverthe 
less,  to  be  making  a  progress,  and  shall  not  allow  myself  to 
loiter  merely  because  I  am  not  pressed.  In  truth,  I  have  no 
wish  at  present  more  sincere,  or  ardent,  than  to  finish  my 
Miltonic  labours,  that  I  may  find  myself  at  full  leisure  for 
poetry ;  having  learned  by  experience,  that  to  divide  my  atten 
tion  between  two  objects  is  to  give  neither  of  them  a  suffi 
cient  share  of  it."  The  engagement  began  to  fret  his  spirits 
after  his  return,  when,  having  none  to  relieve  him,  he  found 
how  much  Mrs.  Unwin  needed  his  attention. 

A  week  after  his  first  note  to  Teedon,  he  says  to  him3, 
"  Since  I  wrote  last,  I  have  been  completely  deprived  of  all 
the  little  encouragement  to  my  work  that  I  could  gather  both 
from  your  notices  and  my  own.  Other  encouragement  I  have 
received  ;  but  while  Mrs.  Unwin  continues  weak  as  she  is,  am 
little  the  better  for  any.  Uninterrupted  leisure  is  necessary  to 
such  studies,  and  such  leisure  is  to  me  impossible.  If  God 
has  spoken,  it  will  be  done.  The  event  will  soon  show,  for  the 
time  grows  short,  and  makes  it  necessary  to  decide." 

The  Olney  schoolmaster  may  have  been  an  enthusiast,  and 
have  supposed  that  he  actually  received  from  Heaven  the  inti 
mations  which  he  was  presumptuous  enough  to  seek,  (for  if  the 
heart  is  deceitful,  the  imagination  is  not  less  so ;)  or  he  may 
have  deemed  it  allowable  and  even  meritorious  to  employ 
pious  fraud  for  the  purpose  of  encouraging  one  who  stood  so 
lamentably  in  need  of  comfort ;  and  consistently  with  either 
case,  he  may  have  been  more  or  less  influenced  by  the  pleasure 
and  advantage  which  resulted  from  making  himself  a  person  of 
some  consequence  to  "  the  Squire," — Sir  Cowper  seems  to  have 
lost  his  title  after  his  removal  to  \Veston.  There  had  been  a 
time  when,  owing  to  Mrs.  Unwin's  discretion,  Cowper  was 
never  mentioned  in  Olney  but  with  the  highest  respect4 ;  but 
after  her  faculties  began  to  fail,  there  were  some  who  played 
upon  him,  and  some  who  preyed  upon  him,  and  some  who 
spread  tales  of  him  as  disparaging  as  they  were  false5. 

2  Aug.  21.  a  Sept.  29.  *  Early  Productions,  p.  63. 

5  Such  was  a  story  that  he  had  planned  an  elopement  with  Lady  Austen, 
and  that  the  carriage  in  which  they  were  to  have  gone  off  was  waiting  in 
an  adjoining  lane,  when  Mrs.  Unwin  discovered  the  design  in  time  to  pre 
vent  it.  There  was  a  farmer's  daughter,  of  some  prettiness  and  more 
s.  c. — 2.  p 
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Vain  as  the  schoolmaster  was,  he  appears  to  have  kept  the 
secret  of  his  mysterious  communications  with  a  degree  of  pru 
dence  which  is  not  often  found  in  connexion  with  so  much 
egregious  conceit.  He  submitted  to  Cowper,  at  this  time,  an 
attack  of  his  own  upon  Peter  Pindar,  for  his  poem  on  the 
King's  visit  to  Whitbread's  brewery.  Cowper,  who  was  perfectly 
master  of  himself  upon  all  subjects  but  one,  replied  that  it  had 
amused  him  as  much  as  he  was  capable  of  being  amused 
at  the  time  he  read  it ;  but  he  added,  "  I  should  not  suppose 
Mr.  Whitbread  a  likely  man  to  interest  himself  at  all  on  such 
a  subject,  or  that  it  would  be  worth  your  while  to  present  your 
verses  to  him."  Such  was  this  poor  man's  vanity,  that  he 
offered  his  services  to  vindicate  Oowper's  Homer  against  the 
reviewers.  The  offer  was  thus  courteously  declined,  "As  to  the 
reviewers,  I  determined  before  I  published,  that  whatever  treat 
ment  I  might  receive  from  them,  I  would  never  touch  the  pen 
in  my  own  vindication  ;  and  am  equally  resolved  that  no  friend 
of  mine  shall  ever  do  it  with  my  consent.  They  have  belied 
me.  The  learned  will  know  that  they  have  ;  but  to  convince 
the  unlearned  of  it  would  be  impossible.  Therefore  let  them 
rest."  Yet  while  he  thus  dexterously  answered  a  man  whom 
he  knew  to  be  in  this  matter  as  ignorant  and  incompetent  as 
he  was  conceited,  he  nevertheless  consulted  him  as  a  person 
who  received  communications  from  above. 

He  had  now  fixed  a  time  for  setting  doggedly  to  his  work, 
but  neither  this  resolution  nor  Teedou's  encouragement  availed. 
"  Yesterday,"  said  he  to  Hayley6,  "  was  a  day  of  assignation 
with  myself, — the  day  of  which  I  said  some  days  before  it  came, 
'  when  that  day  comes  I  will  begin  my  dissertations.'  Accord 
ingly  when  it  came  I  prepared  to  do  so ;  filled  a  letter-case 
with  fresh  paper,  furnished  myself  with  a  pretty  good  pen,  and 
replenished  my  ink-bottle ;  but  partly  from  one  cause,  and 
partly  from  another,  chiefly,  however,  from  distress  and  dejec 
tion,  after  writing  and  obliterating  about  six  lines,  in  the  com 
position  of  which  I  spent  near  an  hour,  I  was  obliged  to  re 
linquish  the  attempt.  An  attempt  so  unsuccessful  could  have 
no  other  effect  than  to  dishearten  me,  and  it  has  had  that  effect 
to  such  a  degree,  that  I  know  not  when  I  shall  find  courage 

pertness,  who  was  sometimes  asked  to  dinner  at  the  Lodge,  and  she  and  her 
family  spread  reports  all  over  the  country,  that  Mr.  Cowper  had  offered 
her  marriage.  6  Oct.  2. 
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tfut  another  cause  was  stated  to  Teedon7.     «  I  8af  ,1™ 


8  Oct.  7.        'The  word  is  used  in  its  sectarian  meanin,. 
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ings  for  the  better  ;  but  I  have  lately  put  myself  into  a  course 
of  bark,  as  I  always  do  at  this  season  of  the  year,  and  generally 
find  some  little  benefit  from  it.  Time  and  the  pen  have  been 
my  only  remedies  for  the  deepest  wounds  that  ever  soul  re 
ceived,  these  many  years  ;  and  the  pen  is  now  forbidden  me ; 
or,  which  is  the  same  thing,  I  am  providentially  precluded  from 
the  use  of  it. 

"  Mrs.  Unwin,  I  thank  God,  continues  as  well  as  she  was, 
but  still  her  feebleness  is  a  great  distress  to  us  both.  I  do  not 
find  that  your  prayers  for  her  recovery  obtain  any  encouraging 
answer." 

Upon  Hayley's  sending  him  some  verses  at  this  time,  which 
he  praised  as  being  "  sweet  as  the  honey  that  they  accom 
panied,"  he  said10,  "when  shall  I  be  able  to  do  the  like?  Per 
haps  when  my  Mary,  like  your  Tom,  shall  cease  to  be  an  in 
valid,  I  may  recover  a  power,  at  least,  to  do  something. — I 
began  a  letter  to  you  yesterday,  my  dearest  brother,  and  pro 
ceeded  through  two  sides  of  the  sheet ;  but  so  much  of  my 
nervous  fever  found  its  way  into  it,  that  looking  it  over  this 
morning,  I  determined  not  to  send  it.  I  have  risen,  though 
not  in  good  spirits,  yet  in  better  than  I  generally  do  of  late, 
and  therefore  will  not  address  you  in  the  melancholy  tone  that 
belongs  to  my  worst  feelings. — Your  wishes  to  disperse  my 
melancholy  would,  I  am  sure,  prevail,  did  that  event  depend  on 
the  warmth  and  sincerity  with  which  you  frame  them  ;  but  it 
has  baffled  both  wishes  and  prayers,  and  those  the  most  fervent 
that  could  be  made,  so  many  years,  that  the  case  seems  hope 
less." 

Three  days  after  the  date  of  this  letter  to  Hayley,  he  writes 
to  Teedon11,  "  Dear  sir,  on  Saturday  you  saw  me  a  little  better 
than  I  had  been  when  I  wrote  last ;  but  the  night  following 
brought  with  it  an  uncommon  deluge  of  distress,,  such  as  en 
tirely  overwhelmed  and  astonished  me.  My  horrors  were  not 
to  be  described.  But  on  Sunday,  while  I  walked  with  Mrs. 
Unwin  and  my  cousin12  in  the  orchard,  it  pleased  God  to  enable 
me  once  more  to  approach  Him  in  prayer,  and  I  prayed 
silently  for  every  thing  that  lay  nearest  my  heart  with  a  con 
siderable  degree  of  liberty.  Nor  did  I  let  slip  the  occasion  of 
praying  for  you. 

"  This  experience  I  take  to  be  a  fulfilment  of  those  words  : 
10  Oct.  13.  »  Oct.  16.  »  Johnson. 
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*'  *  The  ear  of  the  Lord  is  open  to  them  that  fear  him,  and 
He  will  hear  their  cry.' 

"  The  next  morning,  at  my  waking,  I  heard  these  : 

" '  Fulfil  thy  promise  to  me.' 

"  And  ever  since  I  was  favoured  with  that  spiritual  freedom 
to  make  my  requests  known  to  God,  I  have  enjoyed  some 
quiet,  though  not  uninterrupted  by  threatenings  of  the  enemy. 

"  Mrs.  Unwin  has  had  a  good  night,  and  is  in  tolerable 
spirits  this  morning." 

The  words  which  Cowper  supposed  to  have  been  fulfilled, 
were  probably  some  which  the  schoolmaster  had  communicated 
to  him  as  an  answer  received  to  his  prayers,  and  which  had 
been  entered  accordingly  in  his  register.  The  effect  is  alluded 
to  in  his  next  letter  to  Mr.  Newton,  to  whom  he  had  not 
written  before  since  his  return  from  Sussex. 

TO   THE   HEY.   JOHN  JTEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Oct.  18,    1792. 

I  thought  that  the  wonder  had  been  all  on  my  side, 
having  been  employed  in  wondering  at  your  silence,  as  long 
as  you  at  mine.  Soon  after  our  arrival  at  Eartham,  I  received 
a  letter  from  you,  which  I  answered,  if  not  by  the  return  of 
the  post,  at  least  in  a  day  or  two.  Not  that  I  should  have  in 
sisted  on  the  ceremonial  of  letter  for  letter,  during  so  long  a 
period,  could  I  have  found  leisure  to  double  your  debt ;  but 
while  there,  I  had  no  opportunity  for  writing,  except  now  and 
then  a  short  one  ;  for  we  breakfasted  early,  studied  Milton  as 
soon  as  breakfast  was  over,  and  continued  in  that  employment 
till  Mrs.  Unwin  came  forth  from  her  chamber,  to  whom  all 
the  rest  of  my  time  was  necessarily  devoted.  Our  return  to 
Weston  was  on  the  nineteenth  of  last  month,  according  to 
your  information.  You  will  naturally  think  that,  in  the  in 
terval,  I  must  have  had  sufficient  leisure  to  give  you  notice  of 
our  safe  arrival.  But  the  fact  has  been  otherwise.  I  have 
neither  been  well  myself,  nor  is  Mrs.  Unwin,  though  better, 
so  much  improved  in  her  health,  as  not  still  to  require  my 
continual  assistance.  My  disorder  has  been  the  old  one,  to 
which  I  have  been  subject  so  many  years,  and  especially  about 
this  season, — a  nervous  fever ;  not,  indeed,  so  oppressive  as  it 
has  sometimes  proved,  but  sufficiently  alarming  both  to  Mra. 
Unwin  and  myself,  and  such  as  made  it  neither  easy  nor 
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proper  for  me  to  make  much  use  of  my  pen,  while  it  con 
tinued.  At  present  I  am  tolerably  free  from  it ;  a  blessing  for 
which  I  believe  myself  partly  indebted  to  the  use  of  James's 
powder,  in  small  quantities ;  and  partly  to  a  small  quantity  of 
laudanum,  taken  every  night ;  but  chiefly  to  a  manifestation  of 
God's  presence  vouchsafed  to  me  a  few  days  since  ;  transient, 
indeed,  and  dimly  seen,  through  a  mist  of  many  fears  and 
troubles,  but  sufficient  to  convince  me,  at  least  while  the 
Enemy's  power  is  a  little  restrained,  that  He  has  not  cast  me 
off  for  ever. 

Our  visit  was  a  pleasant  one  ;  as  pleasant  as  Mrs.  Unwin's 
weakness,  and  the  state  of  my  spirits,  never  very  good,  would 
allow.  As  to  my  own  health,  I  never  expected  that  it  would 
be  much  improved  by  the  journey ;  nor  have  I  found  it  so. 
Some  benefit,  indeed,  I  hoped  ;  •  and,  perhaps,  a  little  more 
than  I  found.  But  the  season  was,  after  the  first  fortnight, 
extremely  unfavourable,  stormy,  and  wet ;  and  the  prospects, 
though  grand  and  magnificent,  yet  rather  of  a  melancholy 
cast,  and  consequently  not  very  propitious  to  me.  The  cul 
tivated  appearance  of  Weston  suits  my  frame  of  mind  far  better 
than  wild  hills  that  aspire  to  be  mountains,  covered  with  vast 
unfrequented  woods,  and  here  and  there  affording  a  peep  be 
tween  their  summits  at  the  distant  ocean.  Within  doors  all 
was  hospitality  and  kindness,  but  the  scenery  would  have  its 
effect ;  and  though  delightful  in  the  extreme  to  those  who  had 
spirits  to  bear  it,  was  too  gloomy  for  me. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend, 

Most  sincerely,  W.  C. 

His  cousin  Johnson,  who  had  returned  with  him  from 
Eartham,  and  remained  with  him  about  four  weeks,  left  him 
at  this  time,  with  a  promise  of  returning  shortly.  "  My  dear 
Johnny,"  Cowper  writes  to  him13,  "you  are  too  useful  when 
you  are  here  not  to  be  missed  on  a  hundred  occasions  daily; 
and  too  much  domesticated  with  us,  not  to  be  regretted  always. 
I  hope,  therefore,  that  your  month  or  six  weeks,  will  not  be  like 
many  that  I  have  known,  capable  of  being  drawn  out  into 
any  length  whatever,  and  productive  of  nothing  but  disap 
pointment."  He  then  told  him  that  he  had  composed  part  of 
his  sonnet  to  Romney,  at  which  he  had  made  daily  attempts 
since  he  came  back  from  Sussex  ;  "  even  this  small  produce," 
13  Oct.  19. 
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said  he,  "  which  my  sterile  intellect  has  hardly  yielded  at  last, 
may  serve  to  convince  you  that  in  point  of  spirits  I  am  not 
worse.  In  fact,  I  am  a  little  better.  The  powders  and  the 
laudanum  together  have,  for  the  present  at  least,  abated  the 
fever  that  consumes  them  ;  and  in  measure  as  the  fever  abates, 
I  acquire  a  less  discouraging  view  of  things,  and  with  it  a 
little  power  to  exert  myself." 

The  laudanum  was  taken  in  small  doses ;  notwithstanding 
his  distressful  nights,  he  never  abused  that  remedy,  nor  did 
his  uncomfortable  feelings  ever  tempt  him  to  have  recourse  to 
stimulants  of  any  kind.  Indeed,  he  never  tampered  with  his 
bodily  complaints,  when  he  knew  them  to  be  such  ;  it  was  the 
miserable  error  of  mistaking  his  sensations  and  fancies  for 
spiritual  impressions,  which  made  him  consult  Teedon  upon 
what  he  termed  his  experiences. .  certainly  not  without  faith  in 
his  responses,  but  without  enough  to  counteract  his  own  delu 
sions,  which  now  continually  strengthened,  and  perhaps  were 
the  more  confirmed  by  this  mysterious  intercourse.  His  next 
letter  to  the  schoolmaster  says14,  "  In  this  world,  at  least  with 
me,  evil  is  abiding,  and  good -transient.  I  have  had  distressing 
times,  and  not  few,  since  the  comfortable  experience  of  yes 
terday  se'nnight ;  and  in  one  instance  it  has  been  so  depre 
ciated  in  my  view,  that  I  was  able  to  build  nothing  upon  it, 
but  rather  perverted  it  to  my  greater  discomfiture.  At  pre 
sent,  however,  I  am  in  tolerable  spirits,  and  I  should  have 
better,  if  the  work  enjoined  me  were  not  altogether  at  a  stand. 
The  non-performance  of  it  is  a  burthen  that  always  depresses 
me,  and  how  to  perform  it,  I  find  not ;  neither  can  I  reconcile  a 
providential  deprivation  of  the  means  with  a  providential  call  to 
the  undertaking.  It  is  certain  that  Mrs.  Unwin  continuing 
helpless  as  she  is,  the  thing  is  impracticable. 

"  If  the  weather  will  permit,  we  shall  be  glad  of  your  com 
pany  at  dinner  to  day  at  four  o'clock.  William  Kitchener  is 
here,  and  will  attend  you  home.  But  we  leave  you  entirely  at 
your  option,  and  if  you  had  rather  wait  till  the  weather  becomes 
more  settled,  and  the  ways  more  passable,  do  so." 

Cowper  now  described  himself  as  proceeding  "much  after  the 
old  rate  ;  rising  cheerless  and  distressed  in  the  morning,  and 
brightening  a  little  as  the  day  went  on15."  "In  the  evenings," 
said  he'6,  "  I  read  Baker's  Chronicle  to  Mrs.  Unwin,  having 

11  Oct.  22.        15  To  Mr.  Johnson,  Oct.  21.         18  To  the  same,  Oct.  19. 
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no  other  history ;  and  hope  in  time  to  be  as  well  versed  in 
it  as  his  admirer,  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley."  "  Nothing  done, 
my  dearest  brother,"  he  says  to  Hayley17,  "  nor  likely  to  be 
done  at  present ;  yet  I  purpose  in  a  day  or  two  to  make 
another  attempt,  to  which,  however,  I  shall  address  myself 
with  fear  and  trembling,  like  a  man,  who  having  sprained  his 
wrist,  dreads  to  use  it.  I  have  not,  indeed,  like  such  a  man, 
injured  myself  by  any  extraordinary  exertion,  but  seem  as  much 
enfeebled  as  if  I  had.  The  consciousness  that  there  is  so  much 
to  do,  and  nothing  done,  is  a  burthen  I  am  not  able  to  bear. 
Milton  especially  is  my  grievance,  and  I  might  almost  as  well 
be  haunted  by  his  ghost,  as  goaded  with  continual  reproaches 
for  neglecting  him.  I  will  therefore  begin  ;  I  will  do  mybest ; 
and  if,  after  all,  that  best  prove  good  for  nothing,  I  will  even 
send  the  notes,  worthless  as  they  are,  that  I  have  made  already ; 
a  measure  very  disagreeable  to  myself,  and  to  which  nothing 
but  necessity  shall  compel  me." 

The  next  bulletin  to  Teedon  says18,  "  You  send  me  much 
that  might  refresh  and  encourage  me — but  nothing  that  does. 
The  power  with  which  the  words  are  accompanied  to  you,  is 
not  exerted  in  my  favour.  But  I  endeavour  to  hold  by  them, 
having  nothing  else  to  hold  by.  My  nocturnal  and  morning 
experiences  are  such  as  they  have  long  been ;  all  my  sleep  is 
troubled,  and  when  I  wake,  I  am  absorbed  in  terror.  This 
morning  I  said  to  myself,  soon  after  waking,  '  God  alone 
knows  how  much  better  it  would  have  been  for  me  never  to 
have  been  born  !'  My  best  times  are  the  afternoon  and  evening ; 
not  because  I  am  more  spiritual,  or  have  more  hope,  at  these 
times  than  at  others,  but  merely  because  the  animal  has  been 
recruited  by  eating  and  drinking." 

After  an  interval  of  five  days l9,  he  says  to  the  same  person, 
"  By  this  time  you  no  doubt  expect  a  note  from  me  and  I 
write  for  that  reason  only,  not  because  I  have  anything  new  to 
communicate.  Nothing  in  the  shape  of  alteration  has  occurred 
since  I  saw  you.  The  notice  you  sent  me  may  indeed  be  ex 
pected,  for  though  it  came  unaccompanied  with  the  effect,  it 
certainly  has  the  appearance  of  it.  My  spirits  this  morning  are 
in  some  small  degree  better  than  usual,  the  wasps  and  hor 
nets  having  been  less  busy  about  me  at  the  time  of  waking 
than  they  generally  are  ;  but  my  views  and  prospects  continue 
"  Oct.  28.  18  Nov.  2.  »  Nov.  7. 


COWPEB  AT  WESTON.  73 

the  same,  and  I  see  at  present  not  a  shadow  of  hope  that  I 
shall  ever  find  opportunity  to  proceed  with  Milton.  This  is 
a  great  trouble  to  me,  and  a  constant  burthen  upon  my  spirits, 
which  added  to  Mrs.  Unwin's  distressing  weakness  (for  such 
it  is  to  her  and  therefore  to  me,)  is  as  heavy  as  I  well  know 
how  to  bear." 

It  was  now  that  the  strength  and  sincerity  of  Cowper's  affec 
tion  for  Mrs.  Unwin  were  tried  and  proved.  Their  relative 
situation  to  each  other  had  been  reversed;  she  was  the  helpless 
person,  and  he  the  attendant  and  nurse.  She  had  devoted  her 
self  to  him  at  the  cost  of  her  health,  and  the  debt  of  gratitude 
was  repaid  by  his  devoting  himself  to  her  at  a  greater  sacrifice. 
From  the  time  that  she  had  taken  him  under  her  care,  as  long  as 
her  mind  was  unimpaired,  she  had  no  will  but  his,  no  "  shadow 
of  inclination"  but  for  his  good,  or  for  whatever  might  minister 
to  his  comfort.  Never  was  any  affection  more  free  from  all 
taint  of  selfishness,  more  perfectly  disinterested.  When  his 
malady  required  continual  vigilance,  her  days  and  nights  were 
given  to  him,  regardless  of  the  consequences  to  herself.  But 
now,  as  her  reasonable  faculties  decayed,  her  character  under 
went,  in  this  respect,  a  total  change,  and  she  exacted  constant 
attention  from  him,  without  the  slightest  consideration  for  his 
health,  or  state  of  mind,  or  any  regard  to  the  injurious  effect 
which  was  perceptibly  produced.  Poor  creatures  that  we  are, 
even  the  strength  of  religious  principle  and  virtuous  habit  fails 
us  if  reason  fails !  But  there  is  this  consolation  for  those  who 
contemplate  the  most  humiliating  condition  to  which  human 
nature  can  be  reduced,  that  when  that  fails,  moral  responsi 
bility  ceases ;  and  there  remain  for  the  afflicted,  in  sure  rever 
sion,  deliverance  in  the  course  of  nature,. .  and  in  the  course 
of  Providence,  God's  mercy  and  the  reward  of  the  righteous. 

"  I  wish,"  says  Cowper  to  Mr.  Rose20,  "  that  I  were  as 
industrious  and  as  much  occupied  as  you,  though  in  a  dif  • 
ferent  way  ;  but  it  is  not  so  with  me,  Mrs.  Unwin's  great  de 
bility  (who  is  not  yet  able  to  move  without  assistance)  is  of 
itself  a  hinderance  such  as  would  effectually  disable  me.  Till 
she  can  work  and  read,  and  fill  up  her  time  as  usual,  (all  which 
is  at  present  entirely  out  of  her  power,)  I  may  now  and  then 
find  time  to  write  a  letter,  but  I  shall  write  nothing  more. 
I  cannot  sit  with  my  pen  in  my  hand,  and  my  books  before  me, 
2°  Nov.  9. 
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while  she  is  in  effect  in  solitude,  silent,  and  looking  at  the 
fire.  To  this  hinderance  that  other  has  been  added,  of  which 
you  are  already  aware, — a  want  of  spirits,  such  as  I  have  never 
known,  when  I  was  not  absolutely  laid  by,  since  I  commenced 
an  author.  How  long  I  shall  be  continued  in  these  uncom 
fortable  circumstances,  is  known  only  to  Him  who,  as  he  will, 
disposes  of  us  all." 

In  the  same  melancholy  strain  he  writes  to  Mr.  Newton. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  NOV.  11.  1792. 

I  am  not  so  insensible  of  your  kindness  hi  making  me  an 
exception  from  the  number  of  your  correspondents,  to  whom 
you  forbid  the  hope  of  hearing  from  you  till  your  present 
labours  are  ended,  as  to  make  you  wait  longer  for  an  answer  to 
your  last ;  which,  indeed,  would  have  had  its  answer  before  this 
time,  had  it  been  possible  for  me  to  write.  But  so  many  have 
demands  upon  me  of  a  similar  kind,  and  while  Mrs.  Unwin 
continues  an  invalid,  my  opportunities  of  writing  are  so  few,  that 
I  am  constrained  to  incur  a  long  arrear  to  some  with  whom 
I  would  wish  to  be  punctual.  She  can  at  present  neither  work 
nor  read  ;  and  till  she  can  do  both,  and  amuse  herself  as  usual, 
my  own  amusements  of  the  pen  must  be  suspended. 

I,  like  you,  have  a  work  before  me,  and  a  work  to  which  I 
should  be  glad  to  address  myself  in  earnest,  but  cannot  do  it 
at  present.  When  the  opportunity  comes,  I  shall,  like  you,  be 
under  a  necessity  of  interdicting  some  of  my  usual  corre 
spondents,  and  of  shortening  my  letters  to  the  excepted  few. 
Many  letters  and  much  company  are  incompatible  with  author 
ship,  and  the  one  as  much  as  the  other.  It  will  be  long,  I  hope, 
before  the  world  is  put  in  possession  of  a  publication  which 
you  design  should  be  posthumous. 

Oh  for  the  day  when  your  expectations  of  my  complete  de 
liverance  shall  be  verified  !  At  present  it  seems  very  remote  : 
so  distant,  indeed,  that  hardly  the  faintest  streak  of  it  is  visi 
ble  in  my  horizon.  The  glimpse  with  which  I  was  favoured 
about  a  month  since,  has  never  been  repeated ;  and  the  depres 
sion  of  my  spirits  has.  The  future  appears  gloomy  as  ever ; 
and  I  seem  to  myself  to  be  scrambling  always  in  the  dark, 
among  rocks  and  precipices,  without  a  guide,  but  with  an 
enemy  ever  at  my  heels,  prepared  to  push  me  headlong.  Thus 
1  have  spent  twenty  years,  but  thus  I  shall  not  spend  twenty 
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years  more.     Long  ere  that  period  arrives,  the  grand  question 
concerning  my  everlasting  weal  or  woe  will  be  decided. 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend.  I  have  exhausted  my  time,  though 
not  filled  my  paper. 

Truly  yours,  W.  C. 

At  this  time  Teedon  seems  to  have  advised  that  he  should 
send  to  the  press  such  notes  on  the  two  first  books  of  the 
Paradise  Lost  as  he  had  made.  To  this  he  objected21,  because 
the  splendour  of  the  edition  required  that  the  page  should  be 
kept  clear ;  because  almost  all  that  could  be  done  in  the  way 
of  notes  had  been  done  by  very  able  hands,  and  because  it 
was  impossible  in  notes  to  do  justice  to  the  doctrinal  pas 
sages,  which,  he  said,  was  the  most  important  consideration  of 
all.  "  But  what,"  said  he,  "  is  my  hope  that  I  shall  ever  execute 
my  intentions  ?  Truly  a  leaf  driven  by  the  wind  of  a  thousand 
tempests.  The  fever  on  my  spirits,  from  which,  except  in  the 
heat  of  the  first  part  of  August,  I  have  hardly  been  free  this 
half  year,  still  continues,  and  distressed  me  more  last  night 
than  at  any  period  in  all  that  time.  I  waked  very  often,  and 
always  after  waking  was  almost  bent  double  with  misery.  Yet 
in  one  of  my  short  sleeps  I  dreamed  that  I  had  God's  presence 
in  a  slight  measure,  and  exclaimed  under  the  impression  of  it , 

"  '  /  know  that  Thou  art  infinitely  gracious,  but  what  will 
become  of  me  ?' 

"  This  fever  keeps  me  always  in  terror,  for  it  has  ever  been 
the  harbinger  of  my  worst  indispositions.  As  to  prayer,  the 
very  Collects  you  mention  have  been  the  prayers  that  I  have 
generally  used  when  I  have  felt  the  least  encouragement  to  pray 
at  all.  But  I  may  add,  never  with  any  sensible  efiect.  In  com 
pliance,  however,  with  your  call  to  that  service,  I  will  use  them 
again,  and  be  careful  not  to  omit  them,  at  least  till  the  time 
you  mention  is  expired.  Yet  if  faith  be  necessary  to  effectuate 
prayer,  alas,  what  chance  have  mine  !" 

Poor  Cowper's  malady  was  too  strong  to  be  overcome  by 
the  faith  which  he  would  fain  have  placed  in  Teedon.  After 
obeying  his  injunction  more  than  a  week,  he  reported  to  him 
the  result22.  "  I  have  now  persevered  in  the  punctual  per 
formance  of  the  duty  of  prayer  as  long,  and  I  believe  longer 

»  Nov.  13.  »  Nov.  21. 
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than  the  time  which  you  specified.  Whether  any  beneficial 
effect  has  followed,  I  cannot  say.  My  wakings  in  the  night 
have  certainly  been  somewhat  less  painful  and  terrible  than 
they  were,  but  this  I  cannot  help  ascribing  to  the  agency  of 
an  anodyne  which  I  have  constantly  used  lately  at  bed  time. 
Of  one  thing  however  I  am  sure,  which  is,  that  I  have  had  no 
spiritual  anodyne  vouchsafed  to  me.  My  nights  having  been 
somewhat  less  disturbed,  my  days  have  of  course  been  such 
likewise ;  but  a  settled  melancholy  overclouds  them  all ;  no 
thing  cheers  me,  nothing  inspires  me  with  hope.  It  is  even 
miraculous  in  my  own  eyes  that,  always  occupied  as  I  am  in 
the  contemplation  of  the  most  distressing  subjects,  I  am  not 
absolutely  incapacitated  for  the  common  offices  of  life. 

"  My  purpose  is  to  continue  such  prayer  as  I  can  make, 
although  with  all  this  reason  to  conclude  that  it  is  not  accepted, 
and  though  I  have  been  more  than  once  forbidden  in  my  own 
apprehension,  by  Him  to  whom  it  is  addressed.  You  will  tell 
me,  that  God  never  forbids  any  body  to  pray,  but  on  the  con 
trary,  encourages  all  to  do  it.  I  answer — No.  Some  he  does 
not  encourage,  and  some  he  even  forbids ;  not  by  words  perhaps, 
but  by  a  secret  negative  found  only  in  their  experience." 

It  is  a  proof  of  Cowper's  good  nature,  that  when  the  successor 
of  the  Northampton  Clerk  came  with  a  petition  at  this  time 
that  he  would  be  pleased  to  assist  him  with  "a  copy  of  Mortuary 
Verses,  as  he  had  assisted  his  predecessor,". .  though  two  years 
had  elapsed  without  such  an  application,  and  he  had  "well 
hoped  that  he  was  out  of  his  office,". .  and  though  "  involved 
in  many  arrears  on  other  subjects,  and  having  very  little  de 
pendence  on  his  ability  to  write  at  all,". .  he  yet  "reluctantly 
promised  to  comply,"  and  fulfilled  his  promise. 

"I  proceed,"  says  he  to  his  cousin  Johnson23,  "exactly  as 
when  you  were  here, — a  letter  now  and  then  before  breakfast, 
and  the  rest  of  my  time  all  holiday ;  if  holiday  it  may  be  called, 
that  is  spent  chiefly  in  moping  and  musing,  and  '  forecasting 
the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils.' "  Now  and  then  something 
like  a  secret  whisper  appeared  and  encouraged  him  that  his 
engagement  concerning  Milton  would  yet  be  performed. 
"  You  wish  me  warm  in  my  work,"  said  he  to  Hayley54,  "  and 
I  ardently  wish  the  same ;  but  when  I  shall  be  so,  God  only 
knows.  My  melancholy,  which  seemed  a  little  alleviated  for  a 
23  Nov.  20.  *»  Nov.  25. 


COWPEE  AT  "WESTON.  77 

few  days,  has  gathered  about  me  again,  with  as  black  a  cloud 
as  ever :  the  consequence  is — absolute  incapacity  to  begin." 

The  sanest  patient  could  not  have  observed  his  own  symp 
toms  more  carefully,  nor  given  a  more  clear  and  coherent 
account  of  them  to  his  physician,  than  Cowper  noticed  his 
own  sleeping  and  waking  imaginations,  and  reported  them  to 
the  poor  vain  man  whom  he  had  taken  for  his  spiritual  ad 
viser.  "  Dear  Sir,"  he  says",  "  since  I  wrote  hist,  my  expe 
rience  has  held  the  same  tenor  of  despair,  despondence  and 
dejection  ;  but  having  had  a  quiet  night,  my  spirits  are  a  little 
raised  this  morning.  My  nights,  indeed,  have  lately  been  less 
infected  with  horrid  dreams  and  wakings,  and  I  would  wil 
lingly  hope  that  it  is  an  answer  to  the  prayers  I  offer,  lifeless 
as  they  are.  I  shall  not  discontinue  the  practice,  you  may  be 
sure,  so  long  as  I  have  even  this  encouragement  to  ob 
serve  it. 

"Two  or  three  nights  since  I  dreamed  that  I  had  God's 
presence  largely,  and  seemed  to  pray  with  much  liberty.  I 
then  proceeded  dreaming  about  many  other  things,  all  vain  and 
foolish;  but  at  last  I  dreamed  that  recollecting  my  pleasant 
dream,  I  congratulated  myself  on  the  exact  recollection  that  I 
had  of  my  prayer,  and  of  all  that  passed  in  it.  But  when  I 
waked,  not  a  single  word  could  I  remember.  These  words, 
were,  however,  very  audibly  spoken  to  me  in  the  moment  of 
waking, 

Sacrum  est  quod  dixi. 

"It  seems  strange  that  I  should  be  made  to  felicitate  myself 
on  remembering  what  in  reality  it  was  designed  that  I  should 
not  remember  :  for  the  single  circumstance  that  my  heart  had 
been  enlarged  was  all  that  remained  with  me. 

"  I  thank  you  for  sending  your  last  notice  immediately  after 
you  received  it.  It  came  very  seasonably,  when  it  was  much 
wanted ;  not  that  any  single  word  of  all  that  are  given  you  is 
ever  sealed  to  me,  but  simple  water  is  a  cordial  to  a  person 
fainting." 

"  Dear  Sir26,  in  your  last  experience,  extraordinary  as  it  was, 
I  found  nothing  presumptuous.     God  is  free  to  manifest  him 
self,  both  in  manner  and  measure  as  he  pleases ;  and  to  you 
he  is  pleased  to  manifest  himself  uncommonly  in  both.     It 
25  Nov.  28.  26  Dec.  4. 
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would  be  better  with  poor  me,  if,  being  the  subject  of  so 
many  of  your  manifestations,  (for  which  I  desire  to  be  thankful 
both  to  God  and  you,)  I  were  made  in  some  small  degree  at 
least  partaker  of  the  comfort  of  them.  But  except  that  my 
nights  are  less  molested  than  they  used  to  be,  I  perceive  at  pre 
sent  no  alteration  at  all  for  the  better.  My  days  are,  many  of 
them,  stormy  in  the  extreme,  and  the  best  of  them  are  darkly 
clouded  with  melancholy. 

"  Still  I  am  waiting  for  freedom  of  mind  and  spirit,  as  well 
as  for  leisure  and  opportunity,  to  proceed  with  Milton.  Yet 
the  answers  you  have  received  to  your  prayers  on  that  subject 
have  been  so  explicit,  that  I  know  not  how  to  desire  you  to 
make  it  a  matter  of  prayer  again.  It  is  certain,  nevertheless, 
that  without  some  great  change  both  in  my  mind  and  outward 
circumstances,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  perform  that  work, 
or  never  able  to  perform  it  well.  My  eyes  too  for  a  long  time 
have  been  inflamed  to  a  degree  that  would  alone  disable  me  for 
such  a  labour.  God  knows  how  much  I  feel  myself  in  want  of 
animal  spirits,  courage,  hope,  and  ah1  mutual  requisites, — to  a 
wonderful  degree,  considering  the  prayers  that  have  been  made, 
and  the  answers  that  have  been  obtained  about  it. 

"  You  ought  not  to  suffer  anxiety  on  temporal  accounts  to 
rob  you  of  your  peace,  as  I  suspect  it  has  done  lately.  He 
that  gives  you  so  plentifully  the  bread  of  life,  will  he  not 
give  you  the  bread  that  perishes  ?  Doubtless  he  will.  Fear 
not." 

"Dear  Sir27,  I  awoke  this  morning  with  these  words  relating 
to  my  work,  loudly  and  distinctly  spoken : — 

"  '  Apply  assistance  in  my  case,  indigent  and  necessitous.'' 
"And  about  three  mornings  since  with  these  : — 
"  '  It  will  not  be  by  common  and  ordinary  means.' 
"  It  seems  better,  therefore,  that  I  should  wait  till  it  shall 
please  God  to  set  my  wheels  in  motion,  than  make  another 
beginning  only  to  be  obliterated  like  the  two  former. 
"  I  have  also  heard  these  words  on  the  same  subject, — 
" '  Meantime  raise  an  expectation  and  desire  of  it  among 
the  people.' 

"  My  experiences  this  week  have  been  for  the  most  part 
dreadful  in  the  extreme,  and  to  such  a  degree,  in  one  instance, 
that  poor  Mrs.  Unwin  has  been  almost  as  much  in  an  agony 
27  Dec.  8. 
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as  myself.  Yet  some  little  abatements  have  been  intermingled  ; 
but  very  slight,  so  slight  as  almost  to  leave  me  hopeless  as 
they  found  me.  I  cannot,  indeed,  be  properly  said  to  possess 
any  hope  at  all ;  for  if  I  seem  for  a  short  season  to  have  one, 
it  is  always  in  the  enemy's  power  with  one  puff  to  blow  it  all 
away,  and  he  never  fails  to  do  it." 

It  was  some  relief  to  him  when  he  was  assured  that  there 
was  no  reason  why  he  should  make  himself  uneasy  concerning 
Milton,  for  the  artists  who  were  engaged  for  the  work  were 
not  likely  to  be  very  expeditious  ;  and  as  it  was  to  be  published 
in  parts,  a  small  portion  only  would  be  wanted  from  him  at 
once.  That  labour,  he  thought,  would  not  be  too  heavy  for 
him,  if  he  had  health  and  leisure.  "  But  the  season,"  said  he29, 
"is  unfavourable  to  me  respecting  the  former,  and  Mrs. 
Unwin's  present  weakness  allows  me  less  of  the  latter  than 
the  occasion  seems  to  call  for.  The  season  of  the  year  is  par 
ticularly  adverse  to  me,  yet  not  in  itself,  perhaps,  more  adverse 
than  any  other :  but  the  approach  of  it  always  reminds  me  of 
the  same  season  in  the  dreadful  1773,  and  in  the  more  dreadful 
1 787.  I  cannot  help  terrifying  myself  with  doleful  misgivings 
and  apprehensions  ;  nor  is  the  enemy  negligent  to  seize  all  the 
advantage  that  the  occasion  gives  him.  Thus,  hearing  much 
from  him,  and  having  little  or  no  sensible  support  from  God, 
I  suffer  inexpressible  things  till  January  is  over.  And  even 
then,  whether  increasing  years  have  made  me  more  liable  to 
it,  or  despair  the  longer  it  lasts  grows  naturally  darker,  I  find 
myself  more  inclined  to  melancholy  than  I  was  a  few  years 
since.  God  only  knows  where  this  will  end  ;  but  where  it  is 
likely  to  end,  unless  He  interpose  powerfully  in  my  favour,  all 
may  know." 

But  while  Cowper  thus  communicated  his  dark  forebodings  to 
Mr.  Newton,  he  reserved  the  details  of  his  "experiences"  for 
one  from  whom  he  was  sure  of  receiving  no  remonstrance,  or 
representation  of  the  unreasonableness  and  danger  of  the  course 
which  he  was  now  pursuing,  and  by  whom  all  would  be  re 
ceived  and  commented  on  as  matter  of  fact.  His  next  report29 
to  the  schoolmaster  says,  "  you  have  waited  thus  long  for  a 
note  from  me,  only  because  I  have  nothing  to  communicate 
but  my  distress,  which  it  seems  more  charitable  to  keep  to 
myself.  At  last,  however,  distressed  as  I  still  am,  I  write,  lest 
28  To  Mr.  Newton,  Dec.  9.  29  Dec.  14. 
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I  should  cause  you  greater  trouble  by  my  silence.  Yesterday, 
having  had  a  quiet  night,  I  was  tolerably  well  in  spirits  ;  but, 
yesterday  excepted,  I  have  had  a  woful  week,  and  am  this  day 
as  dejected  as  ever.  My  nights  are  almost  all  haunted  with 
notices  of  great  affliction  at  hand, — of  what  kind  I  know  not ; 
but  in  degree  such  as  I  shall  with  extreme  difficulty  sustain, 
and  hardly  at  last  find  deliverance.  At  four  this  morning,  I 
started  out  of  a  dream,  in  which  I  seemed  sitting  before  the 
fire,  and  very  close  to  it,  in  great  trouble ;  when  suddenly 
stamping  violently  with  my  foot,  and  springing  suddenly  from 
my  seat,  I  awoke,  and  heard  these  words, — 

"  '  /  hope  the  Lord  will  carry  me  through  it' 

"  This  needs  no  interpretation.  It  is  plainly  a  forewarn 
ing  of  woe  to  come ;  and  though  you  may  tell  me  I  ought  to 
take  comfort  from  the  -hope  expressed  in  the  words,  yet  truly 
I  cannot.  I  know  too  well  what  it  is  to  be  carried  through 
affliction,  as  to  be  left  to  feel  all  its  bitterness ;  and  after  the  thou 
sand  experiences  that  I  have  had  of  that  sort,  tremble  at  the 
approach  of  a  new  one.  Beside  which,  the  notice  being 
general,  and  no  particular  quarter  signified,  from  which  I 
may  expect  the  cloud  that  threatens  me,  my  imagination  is  left 
free  to  create  an  endless  train  of  horrible  phantoms,  with 
which  it  terrifies  itself ;  and  which  are,  some  of  them,  per 
haps,  more  to  be  dreaded  than  the  reality. 

"  The  promise,  that  in  God  we  shall  have  peace,  has  cer 
tainly  a  comfortable  aspect  on  the  future  ;  but  He  knows,  that 
I  never  have  at  present  a  moment's  peace  in  Him. 

"  Mrs.  Unwin  is  pretty  well  this  morning,  except  that  she 
shares  with  me  in  my  alarms.  She  joins  me  in  kind  remem 
brances." 

"  Dear  Sir,  the  day  has  not  risen  upon  me  since  I  wrote 
last,  when  I  could  have  addressed  vou  in  any  other  language 
than  that  of  the  deepest  melancholy ;  nor  do  I  write  now, 
because  I  have  anything  more  acceptable  to  say,  but  merely 
that  you  may  know  I  am  not  unmindful  of  you.  My  views  of 
the  future  are  still  as  disheartening  as  ever.  God  is  as  far  from 
me,  and  consequently  all  spiritual  relief,  as  ever.  My  dis 
tress,  before  I  rise  in  the  morning,  is  hardly  supportable  ;  and 
such  as  it  is  when  I  rise,  it  often  continues  through  the  day, 
though  sometimes  the  incidents  of  it  call  my  attention  from 
myself  a  little,  and  a  slight  abatement  is  the  c^nseauence. 
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But  comforts  of  this  kind  afford  me  none  in  affliction ;  be 
cause  the  remedy  is  not  that  of  the  good  Physician,  but  such 
as  the  world  furnishes  to  its  own.  Milton  is  still  a  mountain 
on  my  shoulders ;  and  it  seems  to  me,  that  if  the  new  year 
brings  with  it  no  favourable  change  for  me,  either  in  outward 
circumstances  or  mental  qualifications,  I  must  at  last  relin 
quish  him.  But  we  expect  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rose  from  London 
to-morrow.  They  will  be  here  by  dinner  time,  and  purpose  to 
stay  about  ten  days.  With  him  I  mean  to  converse  on  this 
subject ;  for  there  is  no  man  better  qualified,  in  respect  of 
acquaintance  with  the  literary  world,  to  give  me  counsel." 

Thus  it  appeared  more  and  more  that  in  his  diseased  state  of 
mind,  the  engagement  with  Johnson,  instead  of  keeping  him 
pleasantly  employed,  as  Mrs.  Unwin  expected  when  it  was 
formed,  had  become  a  cause  of  uneasiness  and  irritation,  which 
even  the  publisher's  assurances,  that  there  was  time  enough 
before  him,  could  not  allay.  Such  an  assurance  cheered  him 
for  the  day  ;  but  then  the  consciousness  that  he  had  a  task  to 
perform  returned  upon  him ;  and  that  it  was  not  like  his 
translation  of  Homer,  set  by  himself,  and  to  be  performed  at 
his  own  will,  but  a  matter  of  contract  which  he  was  bound 
to.  "The  year  ninety-two,"  said  he  to  Hayley30,  "shall 
stand  chronicled  in  my  remembrance  as  the  most  melancholy 
that  I  have  ever  known,  except  the  few  weeks  that  I  spent 
at  Eartham  ;  and  such  it  has  been  principally,  because,  being 
engaged  to  Milton,  I  felt  myself  no  longer  free  for  any  other 
engagement." 

The  new  year  opened  with  better  omens  to  his  fancy.  "  This 
morning,  he  writes31,  "I  am  in  rather  a  more  cheerful  frame 
of  mind  than  usual,  having  had  two  notices  of  a  more  com 
fortable  cast  than  the  generality  of  mine.  I  waked,  saying, 

"  '  /  shall  perish  :' 

which  was  immediately  answered  by  a  vision  of  a  wine  glass, 
and  these  words, 

"  '  A  whole  glass' 

In  allusion  no  doubt  to  the  famous  story  of  Mrs.  Honey- 
wood. 

"  Soon  after,  I  heard  these — 

"  '  I  see  in  this  case  just  occasion  of  pity?  " 

The  "famous  story,"  by  which  Cowper  interpreted  this  illu- 
30  Dec.  26.  31  To  Teedon,  Jan.  1,  1793. 
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sion,  and  from  which  the  waking  vision  that  recalled  it  pro 
bably  itself  arose,  is  related  by  Fuller,  who  enumerates  Mary, 
the  wife  of  Robert  Honeywood,  of  Charing  in  Kent,  among 
the  memorable  persons  of  that  county,  as  "  abundantly  entitled 
to  memorability,  for  having  at  her  decease  three  hundred  and 
sixty-seven32  persons  lawfully  descended  from  her."  He 
deemed  her  however  "  more  memorable  on  another  account,  to 
wit,  for  patient  weathering  out  the  tempest  of  a  troubled  con 
science,  whereon,"  says  he,  "  a  remarkable  story  dependeth. 
Being  much  afflicted  in  mind,  many  ministers  repaired  to  her, 
and  amongst  the  rest  Reverend  Master  John  Fox,  than  whom 
no  more  happy  an  instrument  to  set  the  joints  of  a  broken 
spirit.  All  his  counsels  proved  ineffectual,  insomuch  that,  in 
the  agony  of  her  soul,  having  a  Venice  glass  in  her  hand,  she 
brake  forth  into  this  expression :  '  I  am  as  surely  damned,  as 
this  glass  is  broken !'  which  she  immediately  threw  with  vio 
lence  to  the  ground.  Here  happened  a  wonder ;  the  glass  re 
bounded  again,  and  was  taken  up  whole  and  entire.  I  confess 
it  is  possible  (though  difficult)  so  casually  to  throw  as  brittle  a 
substance,  that,  lighting  on  the  edge,  it  may  be  preserved  ;  but 
happening  immediately  in  that  juncture  of  time,  it  seemed 
little  less  than  miraculous.  However,  the  gentlewoman  took 
no  comfort  thereat,  (as  some  have  reported,  and  more  have 
believed  ;)  but  continued  a  long  time  after, — (short  is  long  to 
people  in  pain;) — in  her  former  disconsolate  condition,  without 
any  amendment :  until  at  last,  God,  the  great  Clock-keeper  of 
Time,  who  findeth  out  the  fittest  minutes  for  his  own  mercies, 
suddenly  shot  comfort  like  lightning  into  her  soul ;  which, 
once  entered,  ever  remained  therein ;  (God  doth  not  palliate 
cures  ;  what  He  heals,  it  holds  ;)  so  that  she  led  the  remainder 
of  her  life  in  spiritual  gladness.  This  she  herself  told  to  the 
Reverend  Father  Thomas  Morton,  Bishop  of  Durham,  from 
whose  mouth  I  have  received  this  relation." 

32  "  Sixteen  of  her  own  body,  one  hundred  and  fourteen  grandchildren, 
two  hundred  and  twenty-eight  in  the  third  generation,  and  nine  in  the 
fourth."  Yet  she  was  "  much  outstrip!  in  point  of  fruitfulness,  (though 
she  had  a  child  for  every  day  in  the  year,  though  leap  year,  and  one  over,) 
— by  Dame  Hester  Temple,  the  lady  of  Sir  Thomas  Temple,  of  Stowe,  in, 
Buckinghamshire,  -who,  having  four  sons  and  nine  daughters,  lived  to  see 
seven  hundred  descendants.  Reader,"  says  Fuller,  "  I  speak  within  com 
pass,  and  have  left  myself  a  reserve,  having  bought  the  truth  hereof  by  a 
wager  I  lost." 


COWPER   AT   WESTON.  83 

Cowper's  malady  was  more  deeply  rooted ;  the  comfort  which 
he  derived  from  one  illusion  was  destroyed  by  the  next  dis 
heartening  one.  Perhaps  no  other  case  of  insanity  was  ever 
recorded  with  such  curious  power  of  self-observation.  It 
appears  from  the  next  communication  to  Teedon,  that  he  had 
some  minor  engagement  with  Johnson,  . .  possibly  for  the 
Analytical  Review.  "  Dear  Sir,"  he  says33,  "  if  you  are  called 
to  carry  my  troubles,  it  is  no  wonder  that  you  feel  yourself 
sometimes  immersed  in  sorrow  and  despondency.  As  for  me, 
I  find  no  sensible  relief  at  all,  except  what  I  must  attribute  to 
the  effect  of  an  opiate,  in  which  I  mean  to  indulge  myself  till 
this  month  be  over. 

"  I  have  had  a  small  matter  to  do  for  Johnson  in  the  literary 
way  this  half  year,  and  through  mere  incapacity  and  lowness 
of  spirits,  have  been  obh'ged  to  neglect  it.  In  other  days  it 
would  have  cost  me  but  a  single  morning.  Last  night  I 
received  a  letter  from  him  requiring  it  speedily ;  and  this 
morning  I  awoke  out  of  a  dream  that  has  disabled  me  more 
than  ever.  I  would  relate  it,  but  have  not  time  :  its  tendency, 
however,  was  to  inculcate  the  doctrine  of  difficulties  to  be  sur 
mounted  by  unassisted  me,  and  therefore  insurmountable. 

•"  These  experiences  kill  all  the  little  comfort  which  the  pre 
sent  moment,  though  bad  yet  not  so  bad  as  I  am  made  to  ex 
pect,  might  otherwise  yield  me.  Time  passes  ;  I  have  many 
things  to  do,  one  of  them  arduous  indeed ;  I  mean  Milton. 
God  is  silent ;  prayer  obtains  no  answer  ;  one  discouragement 
treads  on  the  heels  of  another,  and  the  consequence  is  that  I 
do  nothing  but  prognosticate  my  own  destruction." 

The  next  is  in  a  still  more  unhappy  strain34. 

"Dear  Sir,  nothing  new  has  occurred  in  my  experience  since 
we  saw  you,  one  circumstance  excepted  of  the  distressing  kind. 
I  have  often  told  you  that  the  notices  given  to  you  come  to  me 
unattended  by  any  sensible  effect ;  yet  believing  that  they  are 
from  God,  and  gracious  answers  to  your  prayers,  I  have  been 
accustomed  to  lean  a  little  upon  them,  and  have  been  the  better 
enabled  to  sustain  the  constant  pressure  of  my  burthens.  But 
of  late  I  have  been  totally  deprived  even  of  that  support,  having 
been  assured  that  though  they  are  indeed  from  God,  so  far 
from  being  designed  as  comforts  to  me,  to  me  they  are  re 
proaches,  biting  sarcasms,  sharp  strokes  of  irony, — in  short, 
33  Jan.  4,  1793.  34  Jan.  25. 
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the  deadliest  arrows  to  be  found  in  the  quiver  of  the  Almighty. 
To  you  indeed  they  are  manna,  and  to  Mrs.  Unwin,  because 
you  are  both  at  peace  with  God  ;  but  to  me,  who  have  unpar- 
donably  offended  him,  they  are  a  cup  of  deadly  wine,  against 
which  there  is  no  antidote.  So  the  cloudy  pillar  was  light  to 
Israel,  but  darkness  and  horror  to  Egypt. 

"  I  have  nothing  in  the  shape  of  an  answer  to  this  sugges 
tion.  My  experience,  the  desertion  that  I  endure,  my  frequent 
agonies  of  despair,  all  tend  to  give  it  credit  and  confirmation. 
— Why  have  they  never  given  me  in  any  single  instance  the 
least  sensible  comfort  ?  Do  they  not  profess  to  have  me  for 
their  object?  And  yet  I  alone  receive  no  benefit  from  them. 

"  This  has  much  the  appearance  under  which  I  have  been 
taught  to  view  them ;  and  those  in  particular  which  seemed 
to  encourage  me  in  my  work,  and  to  promise  me  success  if 
I  attempted  it,  have  been  twice  demonstrated  to  have  no  such 
meaning,  or  not  to  have  meant  it  seriously,  by  the  complete 
failure  of  my  endeavours. 

"  In  other  respects  I  am  much  as  usual,  and  so  ia  Mrs.  Un- 
win,  except  that  this  sad  and  dreary  season  is  hurtful  to  us 
both  by  confining  us." 

Even,  however,  at  this  time  he  could  still  interest  himself 
upon  that  great  work  which  had  afforded  him  constant  and 
happy  occupation  during  so  many  years.  When  he  told  Hay  ley 
that  his  idleness,  or  more  truly  his  difficulties,  were  proof 
against  all  the  exhortations  that  he  received  from  Eartham,  he 
added35,  "  Something  indeed  I  do.  I  play  at  push-pin  with 
Homer  every  morning  before  breakfast,  fingering  and  polishing 
as  Paris  did  his  armour."  Johnson  had  said  that  the  translation 
would  "  begin  to  be  reviewed  in  the  next  Analytical,  and  that 
he  hoped  the  reviewal  would  not  offend  him."  "  By  this,"  said 
Cowper,  "  I  understand  that,  if  I  am  not  offended,  it  will  be 
owing  more  to  my  own  equanimity  than  to  the  mildness  of 
the  critic.  So  be  it!  He  will  put  an  opportunity  of  victory  over 
myself  into  my  hands,  and  I  will  endeavour  not  to  lose  it." 
This,  however,  was  no  effort  of  self-command  in  him  ;  for 
though  well  pleased  with  praise,  there  is  not  in  his  letters  a 
single  passage  from  which  it  can  be  inferred  that  he  was  at  any 
time  annoyed  by  censure.  The  reason  wherefore  private  criticism 
vexed  him  when  it  recommended  alterations  in  his  unpublished 
35  Jan.  28. 
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poems  was,  that  it  put  him  in  many  cases  to  unprofitable 
trouble,  and  perhaps  required  him  in  some  to  yield  his  own  judg 
ment,  rather  than  contend  for  things  trifling  in  single  instances, 
but  in  the  whole  of  a  composition  of  more  importance  than 
persons  not  accustomed  to  the  art  of  poetry  themselves  can 
easily  be  made  to  understand. 

He  had  now  some  prospect  of  profiting  by  his  past  labours. 
Johnson  had  proposed  not  only  to  print  a  handsome  quarto 
edition  of  his  poems  in  two  volumes,  but  to  make  him  a  present 
of  the  entire  profits.  This  was  intended  to  accompany  a 
second  edition  of  his  Homer,  and  Abbot's  portrait  was  to  be 
engraved  for  it.  Cowper  demurred  at  the  portrait.  "  John 
son's  plan,"  said  he  to  Mr.  Rose36,  "of  prefixing  my  phiz  to 
the  new  edition  of  my  poems  is  by  no  means  a  pleasant  one 
to  me ;  and  so  I  told  him  in  a  letter  I  sent  him  from  Eartham, 
in  which  I  assured  him  that  my  objections  to  it  would  not  be 
easily  surmounted.  But  if  you  judge  that  it  may  really  have 
an  effect  in  advancing  the  sale,  I  would  not  be  so  squeamish 
as  to  suffer  the  spirit  of  prudery  to  prevail  in  me  to  his  dis 
advantage.  Somebody  told  an  author,  (I  forget  whom,)  that 
there  was  more  vanity  in  refusing  his  picture  than  in  granting 
it ;  on  which  he  instantly  complied.  I  do  not  perfectly  feel 
all  the  force  of  the  argument ;  but  it  shall  content  me  that  he 
did/' 

At  the  winding  up  his  accounts  for  the  Homer,  (which  Mr. 
Rose  transacted  for  him,)  he  says37,  "few  of  my  concerns  have 
.been  so  happily  concluded.  I  am  now  satisfied  with  my  book 
seller,  as  I  have  substantial  cause  to  be,  and  account  myself  in 
good  hands ;  a  circumstance  as  pleasant  to  me  as  any  other 
part  of  the  business;  for  I  love  dearly  to  be  able  to  confide  with 
all  my  heart,  in  those  with  whom  I  am  connected,  of  what  kind 
soever  the  connexion  may  be."  On  this  occasion  it  appears  that 
Johnson's  intentions  were  carried  into  effect  in  a  different  way 
from  what  he  had  proposed,  but  equally  to  Cowper's  satisfaction. 
Writing  to  his  cousin  of  Norfolk,  he  says38,  "  the  long  muster- 
roll  of  my  great  and  small  ancestors  I  signed  and  dated,  and 
sent  up  to  Mr.  Blue-mantle  on  Monday,  according  to  your  de 
sire.  Such  a  pompous  affair  drawn  out  for  my  sake,  reminds 
me  of  the  old  fable  of  the  mountain  in  parturition,  and  a 
mouse  the  produce.  Rest  undisturbed,  say  I,  their  lordly, 
36  Nov.  9,  1792.  3~  March  27.  38  April  11. 
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ducal,  and  royal  dust !  Had  they  left  me  something  handsome, 
I  should  have  respected  them  more.  But  perhaps  they  did 
not  know  that  such  a  one  as  I  should  have  the  honour  to  be 
numbered  among  their  descendants.  Well!  I  have  a  little 
bookseller  that  makes  me  some  amends  for  this  deficiency. 
He  has  made  me  a  present ;  an  act  of  liberality  which  I  take 
every  opportunity  to  blazon,  as  it  well  deserves." 

Lady  Hesketh  had  been  prevented  from  making  her  au 
tumnal  visit  by  the  state  of  her  health,  which  rendered  it  ad 
visable  for  her  to  pass  some  time  at  Bath.  "  You  know  not 
what  you  lose,"  Cowper  says  to  her39,  "  by  being  absent  from 
Weston  at  this  moment.  We  have  just  received  from  Johnny 
a  cask  of  the  best  Holland  gin  ;  and  in  a  few  days  I  shall 
receive  from  Charlotte  Smith  a  present  of  her  novel,  not  yet 
published,  entitled  the  Old  Manor  House,  in  three  volumes. 
How  happy  wouldst  thou  find  thyself  in  the  enjoyment  of  both 
these  articles  at  once  !"  In  a  like  cheerful  strain  he  thanks 
his  Norfolk  kinsman  for  other  presents  of  a  different  kind  ; 
one  of  which,  neither  Norfolk,  nor  Salisbury  Plain,  nor  per 
haps  any  part  of  England  could  at  this  time  supply. 

TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESQ. 

To  Pcean  ! 

MY    DEAREST    JOHNNY,  Jan.  31,  1793. 

Even  as  you  foretold,  so  it  came  to  pass.  On  Tuesday 
I  received  your  letter,  and  on  Tuesday  came  the  pheasants  ; 
for  which  I  am  indebted  in  many  thanks,  as  well  as  Mrs. 
Unwin,  both  to  your  kindness  and  to  your  kind  friend  Mr. 
Copeman. 

In  Copeman's  ear  this  truth  let  Echo  tell, — 
"  Immortal  bards  like  mortal  pheasants  well :" 
And  when  his  clerkship's  out,  I  wish  him  herds 
Of  golden  clients  for  his  golden  birds. 

Our  friends  the  Courtenays  have  never  dined  with  us  since  their 
marriage,  because  we  have  never  asked  them  ;  and  we  have 
never  asked  them,  because  poor  Mrs.  Unwin  is  not  so  equal  to 
the  task  of  providing  for  and  entertaining  company  as  before 
this  last  illness.  But  this  is  no  objection  to  the  arrival  here  of 
a  bustard ;  rather  it  is  a  cause  for  which  we  shall  be  particu 
larly  glad  to  see  the  monster.  It  will  be  a  handsome  present 
M  Jan.  19. 
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to  them.  So  let  the  bustard  come,  as  the  Lord  Mayor  of 
London  said  of  the  hare,  when  he  was  hunting, — "  Let  her 
come  a'God's  name !  I  am  not  afraid  of  her!" 

Adieu,  my  dear  cousin  and  caterer.  My  eyes  are  terribly 
bad ;  else  I  had  much  more  to  say  to  you. 

Ever  affectionately  yours,  W.  C. 

On  the  second  day  only  after  this  sportive  letter  had  been 
written,  the  insane  mind  predominated  again,  and  he  wrote 
thus  to  Teedon40. 

"  It  is  with  great  unwillingness  that  I  write,  knowing  that  I 
can  say  nothing  but  what  will  distress  you.  I  despair  of  every 
thing,  and  my  despair  is  perfect,  because  it  is  founded  on  a 
persuasion,  that  there  is  no  effectual  help  for  me,  even  in  God. 

"From  four  this  morning  till  after  seven  I  lay  meditating 
terrors,  such  terrors  as  no  language  can  express,  and  as  no 
heart  I  am  sure  but  mine  ever  knew.  My  very  finger-ends 
tingled  with  it,  as  indeed  they  often  do.  I  then  slept  and 
dreamed  a  long  dream,  in  which  I  told  Mrs.  U.  with  many 
tears  that  my  salvation  is  impossible,  for  the  reason  given  above. 
I  recapitulated,  in  the  most  impassioned  accent  and  manner,  the 
unexampled  severity  of  God's  dealings  with  me  in  the  course 
of  the  last  twenty  years,  especially  in  the  year  73,  and  again  in 
86,  and  concluded  all  with  observing  that  I  must  infallibly 
perish,  and  that  the  Scriptures  which  speak  of  the  insufficiency 
of  man  to  save  himself  can  never  be  understood  unless  I  perish. 

"  I  then  made  a  sudden  transition  in  my  dream  to  one  of 
the  public  streets  in  London,  where  I  was  met  by  a  dray;  the 
forehorse  of  the  team  came  full  against  me,  and  in  violent  anger 
I  damn'd  the  drayman  for  it. 

"Such  are  my  noctumal  experiences,  and  my  daily  ones  are 
little  better. — I  know  that  I  have  much  fever,  but  it  is  a  fever 
for  which  there  is  no  cure,  and  is  as  much  the  afflictive  hand 
of  God  upon  me,  as  any  other  circumstance  of  my  distress. 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  two  last.  Delay  is  no  denial  indeed  ; 
but  in  extremities  such  as  mine,  it  is  very  severe  and  hard 
to  bear." 

He  now  expressed  his  concern  lest  the  schoolmaster's  health 
should  suffer,  by  the  earnest  solicitude,  and  the  frequent  mor 
tification  and  disappointments  which  he  underwent  on  his  ac 
count.  "But  if  God  indeed  employ  you,"  said  he41,  "and  if 
«  Feb.  2,  1793.  «  Feb.  8. 


88  LIFE    OF   COWrER. 

He  himself  interest  you  in  my  cause,  as  I  trust  he  does,  then  all 
fear  is  groundless."  He  tells  him  that  finding  his  nights  in 
tolerable,  he  had  again  had  recourse  to  a  few  drops  of  lau 
danum,  and  had  been  somewhat  relieved ;  but  spiritual  relief 
seemed  as  distant  as  ever.  "  While  I  can  amuse  myself  with 
a  pen  or  a  book  I  am  easy  ;  but  the  moment  I  lay  them  down 
I  begin  instantly  to  ruminate  on  the  various  experiences  of  the 
last  twenty  years,  and  among  them  find  a  multitude  that  seem 
absolutely  and  for  ever  to  forbid  all  hope  of  mercy.  Some 
of  them  are  indeed  so  emphatically  forbidding,  that  unless  it 
shall  please  God  himself  to  explain  them  to  a  different  sense, 
and  to  a  sense  of  which  they  do  not  appear  to  be  susceptible, 
I  know  not  how  it  is  possible  that  I  should  ever  hope  again  ; 
at  least  with  stedfastness.  While  they  are  out  of  my  mind,  I 
may  perhaps  have  something  like  a  hope ;  but  on  the  instant  of 
recollection,  even  the  strongest  confidence  must  yield.  For 
though  all  things  are  possible  to  God,  it  is  not  possible  that 
he  should  save  whom  he  has  declared  he  will  destroy." 

The  next  is  a  more  remarkable  communication42. 

"  Dear  sir,  my  experience  since  I  saw  you  affords,  on  recol 
lection,  nothing  worthy  to  be  sent  to  Olney,  except  the  follow 
ing  notice,  which  I  commit  to  writing  and  communicate  as  a 
kind  of  curiosity  rather  than  for  any  other  reason;  though 
Milton,  who  is  at  present  an  interesting  character  to  us  both,  is 
undoubtedly  the  subject  of  it. 

"  I  waked  the  other  morning  with  these  words,  distinctly 
spoken  to  me : 

"  'Charles  the  Second,  though  he  was  or  wished  to  be  ac 
counted  a  man  of  fine  taste  and  an  admirer  of  the  Arts,  never 
saw  or  expressed  a  wish  to  see  the  man  whom  he  would  have 
found  alone  superior  to  all  the  race  of  man.' 

"But  in  such  a  notice  as  this  I  find  nothing  to  comfort, 
nothing  spiritual.  A  thousand  such  would  do  me  no  real 
service.  A  single  word  of  Christ  is  worth  all  that  can  be  said 
either  by  men  or  angels  concerning  all  the  men  of  genius  that 
ever  lived  ;  but  such  word  I  seldom  hear." 

In  this  instance  Cowper  perceived  of  what  materials  his 
morning  experiences  were  made  ;  but  if  he  had  been  more 
capable  of  reasoning  justly  upon  that  perception,  any  such  ap 
proach  to  sanity  would  have  been  counteracted  by  the  belief 
«  Feb.  22. 
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which  Mrs.  Unwin  now,  as  well  as  the  poor  schoolmaster,  en 
tertained  in  the  dangerous  superstition  that  possessed  him. 
He  could  write  sanely  and  playfully  about  his  dreams  at  this 
very  time  to  Hayley43.  "  Oh  you  rogue,"  he  says  to  him, 
"  what  would  you  give  to  have  such  a  dream  about  Milton,  as 
1  had  about  a  week  since?  I  dreamed  that  being  in  a  house  in 
the  city,  and  with  much  company,  looking  towards  the  lower 
end  of  the  room  from  the  upper  end  of  it,  I  descried  a  figure, 
which  I  immediately  knew  to  be  Milton's.  He  was  very  gravely, 
but  very  neatly  attired  in  the  fashion  of  his  day,  and  had  a 
countenance  wliich  filled  me  with  those  feelings  that  an  affec 
tionate  child  has  for  a  beloved  father :  such,  for  instance,  as 
Tom  has  for  you.  My  first  thought  was  wonder,  where  he 
could  have  been  concealed  so  many  years  ;  my  second,  a  trans 
port  of  joy  to  find  him  still  alive  ;  my  third,  another  transport 
to  find  myself  in  his  company;  and  my  fourth,  a  resolution  to 
accost  him.  I  did  so,  and  he  received  me  with  a  complacence, 
in  which  I  saw  equal  sweetness  and  dignity.  I  spoke  of  his 
Paradise  Lost,  as  every  man  must,  who  is  worthy  to  speak  of 
it  at  all,  and  told  him  a  long  story  of  the  manner  in  which 
it  affected  me,  when  I  first  discovered  it,  being  at  that  time  a 
school-boy.  He  answered  me  by  a  smile,  and  a  gentle  inclina 
tion  of  his  head.  He  then  grasped  my  hand  affectionately, 
and  with  a  smile  that  charmed  me,  said,  '  Well,  you  for  your 
part  will  do  well  also.'  At  last  recollecting  his  great  age  (for 
I  understood  him  to  be  two  hundred  years  old)  I  feared  that 
I  might  fatigue  him  by  much  talking ;  I  took  my  leave,  and  he 
took  his  with  an  air  of  the  most  perfect  good  breeding.  His 
person,  his  features,  his  manner,  were  all  so  perfectly  charac 
teristic,  that  I  am  persuaded  an  apparition  of  him  could  not  re 
present  him  more  completely.  This  may  be  said  to  have  been 
one  of  the  dreams  of  Pindus,  may  it  not  ?" 

Cowper  saw  clearly  here  that  this  was  such  a  dream  as  his 
daily  thoughts  were  likely  to  produce,  only  in  its  way  "a  kind 
of  curiosity," — "one  of  the  dreams  of  Pindus."  But  he  re 
ceived  as  mysterious  all  that  bore,  or  could  be  made  to  bear 
relation  to  the  single  point  on  which  his  mind  was  diseased. 
"  In  less  than  a  week,"  he  says  to  Teedon",  "  I  was  visited 
with  a  horrible  dream,  in  which  I  seemed  to  be  taking  a  final 
leave  of  my  dwelling,  and  every  object  with  which  I  have  been 
«  Feb.  24.  «  March  1. 
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most  familiar,  on  the  evening  before  my  execution.  I  felt  the 
tenderest  regret  at  the  separation,  and  looked  about  for  some 
thing  durable  to  carry  with  me  as  a  memorial.  The  iron  hasp 
of  the  garden  door  presenting  itself,  I  was  on  the  point  of 
taking  that;  but  recollecting  that  the  heat  of  the  fire  in  which 
T  was  going  to  be  tormented  would  fuse  the  metal,  and  that 
it  would  therefore  only  serve  to  increase  my  insupportable 
misery,  I  left  it.  I  then  awoke  in  all  the  horror  with  which 
the  reality  of  such  circumstances  would  fill  me." 

In  another  cotrxwinication  he  says45,  "a  temporary  suspen 
sion  of  terror  was  audibly  announced  to  me  some  time  since, 
and,  except  in  one  or  two  instances,  has  been  fulfilled  ;  but  in 
other  respects  I  perceive  no  difference.  Neither  waking  nor 
sleeping  have  I  any  communications  from  God,  but  am  per 
fectly  a  withered  tree,  fruitless  and  leafless.  A  consciousness 
that  He  exists, — that  once  He  favoured  me,  but  that  I  have 
offended  to  the  forfeiture  of  all  such  mercies,  is  ever  present 
with  me :  and  of  such  thoughts  consists  the  whole  of  my  re 
ligious  experiences." 

This  interval  was,  as  might  be  expected,  of  no  long  con 
tinuance  ;  and  he  informs  Teedon  that  the  return  of  those 
terrible  impressions  had  been  announced  to  him  in  these 
words : 

"  /  have  got  my  old  wakings  again  /' ' 

"  If  they  continue,  they  will  completely  disqualify  me  for  all 
sorts  of  writing.  It  was  owing  to  them  that  I  was  idle  all 
the  winter,  which  has  thrown  me  behind  to  such  a  degree, 
that  I  am  now  always  in  a  hurry.  In  short  I  find  so  little 
done  in  answer  to  so  many  prayers,  and  for  the  accomplishment 
of  so  many  promises,  of  which  I  have  now  almost  four  quarto 
volumes,  that  I  am  perfectly  at  a  loss  to  understand  the  dis 
pensation.  The  peace  of  three  persons  at  least  is  concerned, 
and  yet  all  remains  as  it  was.  Many  years  I  have  been 
threatened  with  a  season  worse  than  all  the  past,  a  season  that 
shall  be  fatal  and  final ;  and  still  I  am  threatened  with  such  a 
season.  My  only  hope  is  founded  in  Mrs.  Unwin's  accepta- 
bleness  with  God,  and  yours.  For  as  to  my  own,  unconnected 
with  my  interest  in  her  prayers  and  yours,  I  have  too  mean  an 
opinion  of  it  to  suppose  that  I  can  build  at  all  upon  it. 

"  In  the  winter  I  expected  to  be  crushed  before  spring,  and 
45  March  14. 
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now  I  expect  to  be  crushed  before  winter.  I  were  better  never 
to  have  been  born  than  to  live  such  a  life  of  terrible  expecta 
tion." 

He  now  dreamed  that  Dr.  Kerr  prescribed  death  to  him,  as 
the  only  preventive  of  madness  ;  . .  the  only  cure  for  it,  in  his 
case,  it  now  too  surely  was  ! — "  Your  experiences,"  he  says  to 
Teedon46,  "  have  a  difference  in  them.  If  you  are  cast  down, 
you  are  comforted  and  raised  again.  But  as  for  mine,  they 
proceed  in  one  dull  train,  unvaried,  unless  sometimes  by  darker 
shades  than  usual.  Thus  it  has  happened  to  me  since  I  saw 
you.  During  two  days  I  rejected  entirely  all  your  notices ; 
and  if  I  have  since  experienced  some  little  degree  of  belief 
in  them,  it  has  not  been  on  account  of  the  smallest  encourage 
ment,  for  I  have  received  none ;  but  perhaps  because  the 
temptation  to  cast  them  away  is  abated." 

And  now  Cowper  began  to  think  it  "strange  that  the 
prayers  and  promises  of  some  years  should  remain  still  so  en 
tirely  unanswered  and  unaccomplished ;"  and  that  his  own  ex 
perience  and  the  schoolmaster's  should  make  a  series  of  exact 
contradictions.  "  You,"  said  he47,  "  receive  assurances  almost 
as  often  as  you  pray  of  spiritual  good  things  intended  for  me  ; 
and  I  feel  in  the  mean  time  every  thing  that  denotes  a  man  an 
outcast  and  a  reprobate.  I  dream  in  the  night  that  God  has 
rejected  me  finally,  and  that  all  promises  and  all  answers  to 
prayer  made  for  me,  are  mere  delusions.  I  wake  under  a 
strong  and  clear  conviction  that  these  communications  are 
from  God,  and  in  the  course  of  the  day  nothing  occurs  to  in 
validate  that  persuasion.  As  I  have  said  before,  there  is  a 
mystery  in  this  matter  that  I  am  not  able  to  explain.  I  be 
lieve  myself  the  only  instance  of  a  man  to  whom  God  will 
promise  every  thing,  and  perform  nothing." 

This  was  a  notion  over  which  he  had  brooded  for  the  last 
seven  years,  and  he  reasoned  upon  it  thus  to  the  poor  simple 
man  whom  he  had  chosen  not  for  his  philosopher,  but  in  a 
certain  sense  for  his  guide  and  friend.  "  48I  have  already  told 
you  that  I  heard  a  word  in  the  year  86,  which  has  been  a  stone 
of  stumbling  to  me  ever  since.  It  was  this  : 

"  '  /  will  promise  you  any  thing.' 

"  This  word  taken  in  connexion  with  my  experience,  such 
as  it  has  been  ever  since,  seems  so  exactly  accomplished,  that 
46  March  30.  17  May  16.  «8  July  2. 
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it  leaves  me  no  power  at  all  to  believe  the  promises  made  to 
you.  You  will  tell  me  that  it  was  not  from  God.  By  what 
token  am  I  to  prove  that  ?  My  experience  verifies  it.  In  the 
day  I  am  occupied  with  my  studies,  which,  whatever  they  are, 
are  certainly  not  of  a  spiritual  kind.  In  the  night  I  generally 
sleep  well,  hut  wake  always  under  a  terrible  impression  of  the 
wrath  of  God,  and  for  the  most  part  with  words  that  fill  me  with 
alarm,  and  with  the  dread  of  woes  to  come.  What  is  there  in  all 
this  that  in  the  least  impeaches  the  truth  of  the  threatening  I 
have  mentioned  ?  /  will  promise  you  any  thing  .' — that  is  to 
say,  much  as  I  hate  you,  and  miserable  as  I  design  to  make 
you,  I  will  yet  bid  you  be  of  good  cheer  and  expect  the  best,  at 
the  same  time  that  I  will  show  you  no  favour.  This,  you  will 
say,  is  unworthy  of  God.  Alas !  He  is  the  fittest  to  judge 
what  is  worthy  of  him,  and  what  is  otherwise.  I  can  say  but 
this,  that  his  conduct  and  dealings  are  totally  changed  toward 
me.  Once  He  promised  me  much,  and  was  so  kind  to  me  at 
the  same  time,  that  I  most  confidently  expected  the  perform 
ance.  Now  He  promises  me  as  much,  but  holds  me  always 
at  an  immense  distance,  and  so  far  as  I  know,  never  deigns 
to  speak  to  me.  What  conclusions  can  I  draw  from  these  pre 
mises,  but  that  he  who  once  loved  now  hates  me,  and  is  con 
stantly  employed  in  verifying  the  notice  of  86,  that  is  to  say, 
in  working  distinctly  contrary  to  his  promises  1 

"  This  is  the  labyrinth  in  which  I  am  always  bewildered, 
and  from  which  I  have  hardly  any  hope  of  deliverance." 

There  was  no  text  in  Scripture,  he  said,  less  calculated  to 
comfort  him,  than  that  which  promises  comfort  to  the  broken 
heart :  "  were  there  a  text  which  promised  it  to  the  nether 
mill-stone,  from  such  a  text  as  that  he  might  gather  hope." 
Yet  he  described  his  spirits  as  tolerably  well  in  the  day,  be 
cause  he  kept  himself  as  much  employed  as  he  could  ;  and,  that 
together  with  the  assistance  which  he  had  gained  from  despair, 
was  his  best  remedy.  But  his  hours  of  occupation  were  not 
now  so  regulated  as  to  employ  without  fatiguing  him.  "  Thou 
knowest,  I  dare  say,"  he  says  to  Lady  Heskethw,  "  what  it  is 
to  have  a  head  weary  with  thinking.  Mine  is  so  fatigued  by 
breakfast  time  that,  three  days  out  of  four,  I  am  utterly  inca 
pable  of  sitting  down  to  my  desk  again  for  any  purpose  what 
ever."  This  was  not  to  be  wondered  at,  seeing  that  he-  rose  every 
•  «"  May  7. 
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morning  at  six,  and  fagged  till  near  eleven  before  he  break 
fasted  ;  and  in  consequence  was  by  that  time  exhausted.  "  You 
will  say,"  he  says50,  "  breakfast  before  you  work,  and  then 
your  work  will  not  fatigue  you."  I  answer,  "  perhaps  I  might, 
and  your  counsel  would  probably  prove  beneficial ;  but  I  can 
not  spare  a  moment  for  eating  in  the  early  part  of  the  morning, 
having  no  other  time  for  study." 

The  business  which  engrossed  him  thus,  was  revising  his 
Homer  for  a  second  edition,  and  writing  notes  upon  it ;  and  his 
reason  for  despatching  all  that  he  did  in  the  day  before  break 
fast,  was  that  his  whole  attention  might  be  given  to  Mrs.  Unwin 
from  the  time  that  she  rose.  Such  an  inmate  as  Lady  Hes- 
keth,  or  such  a  neighbour  as  Lady  Austen,  might  have  been  of 
the  most  important  service  to  him  now  ;  and  if  Lady  Hesketh 
had  been  aware  how  much  her  presence  was  needed,  she  would 
undoubtedly  have  set  aside  all  other  considerations,  and  have 
hastened  to  Weston.  "My  dearest  cousin,"  Cowper  says  to 
her51,  "you  will  not,  you  say,  come  to  us  now;  and  you  tell  us 
not  when  you  will.  These  assignations  sine  die  are  bad  things, 
that  I  can  neither  grasp,  nor  get  any  comfort  from  them.  Know 
you  not  that  hope  is  the  next  best  thing  to  enjoyment  ?  Give  us 
then  a  hope,  and  a  determinate  time  for  that  hope  to  fix  on, 
and  we  will  endeavour  to  be  satisfied." 

Lady  Hesketh  was  aware  that  things  were  going  on  ill,  in 
one  respect,  at  Weston  Lodge,  though  she  knew  not,  and  pro 
bably  no  one  besides  Teedon  and  Mrs.  Unwin  knew,  the  state 
of  Cowper's  mind.  She  was  aware  that  Mrs.  Unwin  was  no 
longer  capable  of  managing  their  expenditure,  and  she  had 
reason  to  believe  that  they  were  imposed  upon,  and  their  means 
misspent ;  and  this  she  hinted  to  her  cousin.  "  Unless  thou  tell 
me,"  he  replied52,  "who  they  are  that  eat  me  up  alive,  I  can  say 
nothing  about  it.  In  fact,  I  am  eaten  up  by  nothing  but  an 
enormous  taxation,  which  has  doubled  the  price  of  every  thing, 
within  my  memory,  and  which  makes  it  impossible  for  a  man 
of  small  means,  like  me,  to  live  at  all  like  a  gentleman  upon 
his  income." — "  Thou  canst  not  do  better  than  send  me  the 
draft  immediately,"  he  says  in  the  same  letter  ;  "  for  at  this 
season  of  the  year  the  money  birds  are  full  fledged,  and  fly 
at  an  immoderate  rate  :  whole  flocks  of  them  disappear  in  a 
moment." 

*°  To  Hayley,  May  21.  51  June  1.  «  Jan.  19. 
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Six  months  afterwards  he  says  to  her53,  "  You  ought  not  to  be 
surprised  that  I  want  money  at  the  half-year's  end,  for  where 
is  the  man  who  does  not  ?  But  whatever  you  think,  never  sus 
pect  that  my  wants  are  occasioned  by  lavish  and  undistinguish- 
ing  bounty.  Nobody  is  less  obnoxious  to  that  imputation  than 
I ;  you  I  am  sure  are  not,  who  give  to  me.  I  know  who  is  al 
luded  to  in  your  letter,  under  the  description  of  a  person  who 
lives  luxuriously  at  my  cost.  But  you  are  misinformed.  Un 
less  a  pint  of  ale  at  meal  times  be  a  luxury,  there  are  no  luxuries 
in  that  man's  house,  I  assure  you  ;  and  I  can  assure  you  beside, 
that  whatever  he  has,  he  has  it  not  by  gift  of  mine  ;  Mrs.  Unwin 
and  I  are  merely  the  medium  through  which  the  bounty  passes, 
not  the  authors  of  it.  But  we  administer  it  conscientiously, 
and  as  in  the  sight  of  God  ;  and  are  the  more  scrupulous  about 
it  because  it  is  not  ours.  As  to  the  rest,  we  help  an  old 
woman  or  two,  whom  the  parish  would  starve,  if  we  did  not ; 
and  there  is  the  sum  total  of  all  the  eleemosynary  profusion 
with  which  we  are  chargeable !" 

Teedon  seems  to  have  been  the  person  of  whom  Cowper 
speaks,  whether  Lady  Hesketh  had  him  in  her  mind,  or  not. 
In  one  communication  he  tells  the  schoolmaster  that  his  quar 
terly  remittance  is  ready  whenever  it  may  suit  him  to  call  for 
it ;  and  in  another,  that  they  had  received  their  annual  remit 
tance  from  "  the  secret  benefactor  to  the  indigent."  His  re 
ceipts  from  Johnson  appear  to  have  come  in  good  time,  when 
Mrs.  Unwin  had  expended  no  small  part  of  her  little  capital, 
and  his  own  poor  means  were  diminished.  Writing  to  the  faith 
ful  friend  who  acted  as  his  steward  in  these  concerns,  he  says54, 
— "Your  tidings  concerning  the  slender  pittance  yet  to  come, 
are,  as  you  observe,  of  the  melancholy  cast.  Not  being  gifted 
by  nature  with  the  means  of  acquiring  much,  it  is  well  however 
that  she  has  given  me  a  disposition  to  be  contented  with  little. 
I  have  now  been  so  many  years  habituated  to  small  matters, 
that  I  should  probably  find  myself  incommoded  by  greater ; 
and  may  I  but  be  enabled  to  shift,  as  I  have  been  hitherto,  un 
satisfied  wishes  will  never  trouble  me  much.  My  pen  has  helped 
me  somewhat ;  and  after  some  years  toil  I  begin  to  reap  the 
benefit.  Had  I  begun  sooner,  perhaps  I  should  have  known 
fewer  pecuniary  distresses  : — Or  who  can  say  ?  It  is  possible 
that  I  might  not  have  succeeded  so  well.  Fruit  ripens  only 
»  June  30.  »*  To  Mr.  Hill,  March  29. 
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a  short  time  before  it  rots,  and  man,  in  general,  arrives  not  at 
maturity  of  mental  powers  at  a  much  earlier  period." 

His  letters  had  now  become  short  and  unfrequent,  not  from 
any  diminution  of  regard  for  his  correspondents,  nor  for  want 
of  inclination  to  what  had  hitherto  been  with  him  a  favourite 
employment,  but  because  of  his  affectionate  attention  to  Mrs. 
Unwin.  "  You  will  not  judge  me,"  he  says  to  Mr.  Newton55, 
"  by  the  unfrequency  of  my  letters ;  nor  suppose  that  rny 
thoughts  about  you  are  equally  unfrequent.  In  truth  they 
are  not.  No  day  passes  in  which  you  are  excluded  from  them. 
I  am  so  busy  that  I  do  not  expect  even  now  to  fill  my  paper. 
While  I  write,  my  poor  invalid,  who  is  still  unable  to  amuse 
herself  either  with  book  or  needle,  sits  silent  at  my  side ;  which 
makes  me,  in  all  my  letters,  hasten  to  a  conclusion.  My  only 
time  for  study  is  now  before  breakfast,  and  I  lengthen  it  as 
much  as  I  can  by  early  rising."  He  regarded  it  as  a  good  effect 
of  study,  that  it  made  him  an  early  riser,  who  might  otherwise, 
he  said,  perhaps  be  as  much  given  to  dozing  as  his  readers.  But 
nothing  could  have  been  more  injurious  for  him  than  to  curtail 
that  natural  sleep  which  is  the  best  of  all  restoratives. 

"I  know  not,"  he  tells  Mr.  Newton56,  "that  with  respect 
to  our  health,  we  are  either  better  or  worse  than  when  you 
saw  us.  Mrs.  Unwin  perhaps  has  gained  a  little  strength, 
and  the  advancing  spring,  I  hope,  will  add  to  it.  As  to  myself, 
I  am  in  body,  soul,  and  spirit,  semper  idem.  Prayer  I  know 
is  made  for  me,  and  sometimes  with  great  enlargement  of  heart 
by  those  who  offer  it ;  and  in  this  circumstance  consists  the 
only  evidence  I  can  find,  that  God  is  still  favourably  mindful 
of  me,  and  has  not  cast  me  off  for  ever."  This  was  in  April. 
In  the  June  following,  he  says  of  Mrs.  Unwin57,  "  in  her  I 
cannot  perceive  any  alteration  for  the  better  ;  and  must  be 
satisfied,  I  believe,  as  indeed  I  have  great  reason  to  be,  if  she 
does  not  alter  for  the  worse.  She  uses  the  orchard-walk  daily, 
but  always  supported  between  two,  and  is  still  unable  to  em 
ploy  herself  as  formerly.  But  she  is  cheerful,  seldom  in  much 
pain,  and  has  always  strong  confidence  in  the  mercy  and  faith 
fulness  of  God. 

"  As  to  myself,  I  have  always  the  same  song  to  sing, — Well 
in  body,  but  sick  in  spirit :  sick,  nigh  unto  death. 

M  April  25.  «  April  25.  "  June  12. 
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Seasons  return,  but  not  to  me  returns 
God,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  heavenly  day, 
Or  sight  of  cheering  truth,  or  pardon  seal'd, 
Or  joy,  or  hope,  or  Jesus'  face  divine ; 
But  cloud,  &c. 

I  could  easily  set  my  complaint  to  Milton's  tone,  and  accom 
pany  him  through  the  whole  passage,  on  the  subject  of  a 
blindness  more  deplorable  than  his  ;  but  time  fails  me." 

"  You  ought,"  he  tells  Hayley58,  "  to  account  it  an  instance 
of  marvellous  grace  and  favour  that  I  condescend  to  write  even 
to  you.  Sometimes  I  am  seriously  almost  crazed  with  the  mul 
tiplicity  of  the  matters  before  me,  and  the  little  or  no  time  that 
I  have  for  them  ;  and  sometimes  I  repose  myself,  after  the 
fatigue  of  that  distraction,  on  the  pillow  of  despair  ;  a  pillow 
which  has  often  served  me  in  the  time  of  need,  and  is  become 
by  frequent  use,  if  not  very  comfortable,  at  least  convenient. 
So  reposed,  I  laugh  at  the  world,  and  say,  '  Yes,  you  may  gape 
and  expect  both  Homer  and  Milton  from  me,  but  I'll  be  hanged 
if  ever  you  get  them." 

It  was  his  intention  to  bring  out  the  second  edition  of  his 
Homer  as  soon  as  possible,  for  a  reason  which,  he  said,  any 
poet  may  guess,  if  he  will  but  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pocket. 
But  he  had  undertaken  the  serious  task  of  revising  it,  with 
the  view  of  obviating  some  of  the  objections  which  had  been 
made  to  it.  In  this  he  yielded  to  the  opinion  of  others,  in  some 
things  against  his  own  judgment.  With  respect  to  inversions 
in  particular,  which  had  been  said  to  abound  in  his  translation, 
and  which  had  been  far  more  frequent  in  the  first  copy  of  his 
work,  most  of  them  having  been  expunged  in  deference  to 
Fuseli's  criticisms,  he  consented  to  remove  more,  saying,  "I 
know  that  they  give  dignity,  and  am  sorry  to  part  with  tliem  : 
but  to  parody  an  old  proverb,  he  who  lives  in  the  year  ninety- 
three,  must  do  as  in  the  year  ninety-three  is  done  by  others." 
So  too  with  inharmonious  lines,  which  were  not  more  in  number 
than  he  accounted  indispensably  necessary  to  a  due  variation 
of  cadence,  "I  have,  however,"  he  says,  "now,  in  conformity 
with  modern  taste,  (over-much  delicate  in  my  mind,)  given  to 
a  far  greater  number  of  them  a  flow  as  smooth  as  oil.  Here 
after  they  shall  not  quarrel  with  me  on  that  score.  The  Iliad 
is  now  all  smooth  turnpike ;  and  I  will  take  equal  care  that 

*8  March  19. 


TO   HATLET.  97 

there  shall  be  no  jolts  in  the  Odyssey."  But  the  publisher  had 
expressed  a  wish  for  notes,  "that  the  unlearned  might  be  a  little 
illuminated  concerning  classical  story  and  the  mythology  of 
the  ancients:"  "and  his  behaviour  to  me,"  says  Cowper,  "  has 
been  so  liberal,  that  I  can  refuse  him  nothing.  Poking  into  the 
old  Greek  commentators  blinds  me.  But  it  is  no  matter  ;  I  am 
the  more  like  Homer."  He  breakfasted  every  morning  upon 
seven  or  eight  pages  of  these  commentators ;  for  so  much  he 
was  obliged  to  read,  in  order  to  select,  perhaps,  three  or  four 
short  notes.  No  wonder  that  he  found  this  a  more  laborious 
task  than  the  translation,  and  said  that  he  should  be  heartily 
glad  when  it  was  over.  It  was,  indeed,  an  office  which  might 
have  been  just  as  well  performed  by  deputy,  and  the  time  and 
pains  which  it  cost  him  were  therefore  misemployed. 

To  this  he  alludes,  in  a  sonnet  written  upon  occasion  of 
Hayley's  having  proposed  to  him  some  plan  of  literary  coopera 
tion. 

Dear  architect  of  fine  CHATEAUX  in  air, 
Worthier  to  stand  for  ever,  if  they  could, 
Than  any  built  of  stone,  or  yet  of  wood, 
For  back  of  royal  elephant  to  bear  ; 
0  for  permission  from  the  skies  to  share, 
Much  to  my  own,  though  little  to  thy  good, 
With  thee  (not  subject  to  the  jealous  mood,) 
A  partnership  of  literary  ware  ! 
But  I  am  bankrupt  now ;  and  doom'd  henceforth 

To  drudge,  in  descant  dry,  on  others'  lays  ; 
Bards,  I  acknowledge,  of  unequall'd  worth ; 

But  what  is  commentator's  happiest  praise  ? 
That  he  has  furnish'd  lights  for  other  eyes, 
Which  they,  who  need  them,  use,  and  then  despise. 

In  stating  to  his  "dear  brother  bard,"  the  other  impedi 
ments  which  could  not  be  comprised  within  the  bounds  of  a 
sonnet,  he  described  his  own  position,  and  his  inability  to  com 
pose  verses  unless  in  solitude.  "  My  poor  Mary's  infirm  con 
dition  makes  it  impossible  for  me,  at  present,  to  engage  in  a 
work  such  as  you  propose.  My  thoughts  are  not  sufficiently 
free,  nor  have  I,  nor  can  I,  by  any  means,  find  opportunity. 
Added  to  it  comes  a  difficulty,  which,  though  you  are  not  st 
all  aware  of  it,  presents  itself  to  me  under  a  most  forbidding 
appearance  :  can  you  guess  it  ? — No,  not  you  ;  neither  perhaps 
will  you  be  able  to  imagine  that  such  a  difficulty  can  possibly 
subsist.  If  your  hair  begins  to  bristle,  stroke  it  down  again, 
s.  c. — 2.  n 
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for  there  is  no  need  why  it  should  erect  itself.  It  concerns 
me,  not  you.  I  know  myself  too  well  not  to  know  that  I  am 
nobody  in  verse,  unless  in  a  corner,  and  alone,  and  uncon 
nected  in  my  operations.  This  is  not  owing  to  want  of  love 
for  you,  my  brother,  or  the  most  consummate  confidence  in 
you  ;  for  I  have  both  in  a  degree  that  has  not  been  exceeded  in 
the  experience  of  any  friend  you  have,  or  ever  had.  But  I  am 
so  made  up — I  will  not  enter  into  a  metaphysical  analysis  of 
my  strange  composition,  in  order  to  detect  the  true  cause  of 
this  evil ;  but  on  a  general  view  of  the  matter,  I  suspect  that 
it  proceeds  from  that  shyness,  which  has  been  my  effectual  and 
almost  fatal  hinderance  on  many  other  important  occasions  : 
and  which  I  should  feel,  I  well  know,  on  this,  to  a  degree  that 
would  perfectly  cripple  me.  No  !  I  shall  neither  do,  nor  attempt 
any  thing  of  consequence  more, unless  my  poor  Mary  get  better; 
nor  even  then,  unless  it  should  please  God  to  give  me  another 
nature,  in  concert  with  any  man.  I  could  not,  even  with  my 
own  father  or  brother,  were  they  now  alive.  Small  game 
must  serve  me  at  present ;  and  tUl  I  have  done  with  Homer 
and  Milton,  a  sonnet,  or  some  such  matter,  mast  content  me. 
The  utmost  that  I  aspire  to,  and  Heaven  knows  with  how  feeble 
a  hope !  is  to  write  at  some  better  opportunity,  and  when  my 
hands  are  free,  The  Four  Ages.  Thus  I  have  opened  my 
heart  unto  thee." 

Hayley,  upon  this,  devised  a  scheme  which  might  be  carried 
into  effect,  connected  with  his  friend's  habit  of  solitary  composi 
tion.  It  was  that  each  should  write  a  portion  of  the  Four  Ages  ; 
and  that  the  poem,  thus  composed,  should  form  part  of  a  very 
ample  original  confederate  work,  which  they  hoped  to  produce 
in  concert  with  the  united  powers  of  some  admirable  artists, 
who  were  justly  dear  to  them  both.  Romney  was,  unquestion 
ably,  one  of  those  artists ;  Flaxman,  perhaps,  the  other. 
Cowper  was  so  pleased  with  this,  that  he  replied60,  "My 
dearest  Hayley,  if  the  excessive  heat  of  this  day,  which  for 
bids  me  to  do  any  thing  else,  will  permit  me  to  scribble  to  you, 
I  shall  rejoice.  To  do  this  is  a  pleasure  to  me  at  all  times,  but 
to  do  it  now,  a  double  one  ;  because  I  am  in  haste  to  tell  you 
how  much  I  am  delighted  with  your  projected  quadruple  al 
liance  ;  and  to  assure  you  that  if  it  please  God  to  afford  me 
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health,  spirits,  ability,  and  leisure,  I  will  not  fail  to  devote  them 
all  to  the  production  of  my  quota  of  The  Four  Ages. 

"  You  are  very  kind  to  humour  me  as  you  do,  and  had  need 
be  a  little  touched  yourself  with  all  my  oddities,  that  you  may 
know  how  to  administer  to  mine.  All  whom  I  love  do  so, 
and  I  believe  it  to  be  impossible  to  love  heartily  those  who  do 
not.  People  must  not  do  me  good  in  their  way,  but  in  my 
own,  and  then  they  do  me  good  indeed.  My  pride,  my  am 
bition,  and  my  friendship  for  you,  and  the  interest  I  take  in 
my  own  dear  self,  will  all  be  consulted  and  gratified  by  an 
arm-in-arm  appearance  with  you  in  public ;  and  I  shall 
work  with  more  zeal  and  assiduity  at  Homer,  and  when  Homer 
is  finished,  at  Milton,  with  the  prospect  of  such  a  coalition 
before  me." 

At  this  time  his  spirits  appeared  to  be  recovering  ;  and  he 
wrote  thus  to  Teedon. 

DEAR  SIR,  Aug.  10, 1793. 

You  will  expect  a  line  from  me,  and  it  is  fit  that  you 
should  receive  one,  though  to  say  the  truth  it  is  hardly  possi 
ble  for  me  to  find  time  to  send  you  one.  I  have  no  uncommon 
grievances  to  complain  of.  Since  I  wrote  last,  my  nights  have 
been  as  quiet  as  they  ever  are  at  the  best,  and  my  spirits  in 
the  day-time  not  worse.  I  will  not  therefore  devote  this  paper 
•to  a  recital  of  melancholy  thoughts  and  experiences.  Two 
nocturnal  ones  I  have  had  which  I  will  subjoin  and  then  con 
clude.  In  the  first  place,  I  dreamed  about  four  nights  ago 
that,  walking  I  know  not  where,  I  suddenly  found  my  thoughts 
drawn  towards  God,  when  I  looked  upward  and  exclaimed — 

"  I  love  thee  even  now  more  than  many  who  see  thee  daily." 

Whether  the  dream  was  from  a  good  source  or  not  I  cannot 
tell,  for  it  was  accompanied  with  little  or  no  sensation  of  a 
spiritual  kind. 

This  morning  I  had  partly  in  Latin  and  partly  in  Greek, — 

"  Qui  adverstis  aiQiv  slant  nihili  erunt." 

I  conclude  myself  in  haste,  with  many  thanks  for  your 
prayers  and  kind  remembrances,  in  which  we  both  unite. 
Yours  sincerely,         WM.  COWPER. 

A  memorandum  in  the  schoolmaster's  diary  refers  to  this 
communication.  "Aug.  10,  1793.  Received  a  letter  from  the 
Esquire  of  happier  import  than  any  I  ever  received  on  the 
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whole.  The  Lord  grant  it  may  be  his  harbinger  of  deliver 
ance  !"  But  this  gleam  of  sunshine  was  soon  overcast.  "  Non 
sum  quod  simulo,  my  dearest  brother,"  he  says  to  Hayley61 ; 
"  I  am  cheerful  upon  paper  sometimes,  when  I  am  absolutely 
the  most  dejected  of  all  creatures.  Desirous,  however,  to  gain 
something  myself  by  my  own  letters,  unprofitable  as  they  may 
and  must  be  to  my  friends,  I  keep  melancholy  out  of  them 
as  much  as  I  can,  that  I  may,  if  possible,  by  assuming  a  less 
gloomy  air,  deceive  myself;  and,  by  feigning  with  a  continu 
ance,  improve  the  fiction  into  reality." 

The  next  letter  to  Teedon  shows  that  the  hope  which  he  had 
hitherto  placed  in  that  poor  man' s  intercessions  and  experiences 
was  failing  fast.  It  appears  by  the  commencement  as  if  a 
certain  time  had  been  fixed  either  by  the  one  or  the  other,  and 
that  it  had  now  expired.  "  Dear  Sir,"  he  says62,  "the  time  is 
come  about  when  I  feel  myself  called  upon  to  say  something 
in  acknowledgement  of  the  many  prayers  you  make  for  us, 
and  the  many  notices  you  send  me.  When  I  have  thanked  you 
for  them,  I  have  said  all  on  the  subject  that  is  worth  saying. 
For  neither  the  prayers  are  in  any  degree  answered,  nor  the 
notices  fulfilled.  Of  course  I  continue  as  I  was  ;  distressed 
and  full  of  despair.  The  day  hardly  ever  comes  in  which  I 
do  not  utter  a  wish  that  I  had  never  been  born.  And  the  night 
is  become  so  habitually  a  season  of  dread  to  me,  that  I  never  lie 
down  on  my  bed  with  comfort,  and  am  in  this  respect  a  greater 
sufferer  than  Job,  who,  concerning  his  hours  of  rest,  could 
hope  at  least,  though  he  was  disappointed.  I  cannot  ever  hope 
on  that  subject,  after  twenty  years'  experience  that  in  my  case, 
to  go  to  sleep  is  to  throw  myself  into  the  mouth  of  my  enemy. 

"  Some  time  since  I  took  laudanum,  and  found  a  little  relief 
from  that.  Now  I  take  James's  powders,  and  from  that  I  find 
a  little  relief  also.  But  what  is  the  relief  from  such  remedies 
worth  ?  I  cannot  always  take  them.  After  a  time  they  lose 
their  effect,  and  the  effect  is  trivial  while  it  lasts. 

"  My  pen  runs,  and  I  say  little  to  the  purpose.  Complaints 
are  idle,  and  only  imbitter  my  spirit  more.  I  will  cease,  there 
fore,  and  add  no  more  than  that  I  remain,  sincerely  yours, 

"WM.  COWPER." 

Still  he  exerted  himself  as  much  as  it  was  possible  for  any 
61  Sept.  8.  62  Sept.  13. 
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person  to  do  in  such  a  state  of  mind;  indeed  no  other  case  has 
been  recorded  of  such  a  continued  struggle  against  insanity. 
He  sought  relief  in  employment,  in  exercise,  in  improving  his 
garden  and  orchard,  in  the  society  of  those  whom  he  loved, 
whenever  it  could  be  obtained,. .  and  sometimes,  it  appears, 
whenever  his  malady  did  not  preclude  him  from  that  resource, 
in  prayer.  These  persevering  efforts  might  perhaps  have  again 
availed  for  a  while,  as  they  had  formerly  done,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  melancholy  spectacle,  which  was  now  continually  before 
him,  of  his  dear  companion's  increasing  infirmities  of  body 
and  of  mind.  About  this  time  it  was  that  he  addressed  to  her 
one  of  the  most  touching,  and  certainly  the  most  widely 
known  of  all  his  poems,  for  it  has  been  read  by  thousands 
and  tens  of  thousands  who  have  never  perused  the  Task, 
nor  perhaps  seen,  or  heard  of  any  other  of  his  works.  Hay  ley 
believed  it  to  be  the  last  original  piece  which  he  produced  at 
Weston,  and  says,  he  questioned  whether  any  language  on 
earth  can  exhibit  a  specimen  of  verse  more  exquisitely  tender. 
TO  MARY. 

THE  twentieth  year  is  well  nigh  past, 

Since  first  our  sky  was  overcast ; 

Ah  would  that  this  might  he  the  last ! 

My  Mary ! 

Thy  spirits  have  a  fainter  flow, 
I  see  thee  daily  weaker  grow  ; 
'Twas  my  distress  that  brought  thee  low, 

My  Mary  j 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store, 
For  my  sake  restless  heretofore, 
Now  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more  ; 

My  Mary ! 

For  though  thou  gladly  wouldst  fulfil 
The  same  kind  office  for  me  still, 
Thy  sight  now  seconds  not  thy  will, 

My  Mary  j 

But  well  thou  play'dst  the  housewife's  part ; 
And  all  thy  threads  with  magic  art, 
Have  wound  themselves  about  this  heart, 

My  Mary ! 

Thy  indistinct  expressions  seem 

Like  language  utter'd  in  a  dream  ; 

Yet  me  they  charm,  whate'er  the  theme, 

My  Mary  J 
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Thy  silver  locks,  once  auburn  bright, 
Are  still  more  lovely  in  my  sight 
Than  golden  beams  of  orient  light, 

My  Maryi 

For  could  I  view  nor  them  nor  thee, 
What  sight  worth  seeing  could  I  see  ? 
The  sun  would  rise  in  vain  for  me, 

My  Mary ! 

Partakers  of  thy  sad  decline, 

Thy  hands  their  little  force  resign  ; 

Yet  gently  prest,  press  gently  mine, 

My  Mary ! 

Such  feebleness  of  limbs  thou  prov'st, 
That  now  at  every  step  thou  mov'st 
Upheld  by  two  ; — yet  still  thou  lov'st, 

My  Mary ! 

And  still  to  love,  though  prest  with  ill, 
In  wintry  age  to  feel  no  chill, 
With  me  is  to  be  lovely  still, 

My  Mary ! 

But  ah  !  by  constant  heed  I  know, 
How  oft  the  sadness  that  I  show, 
Transforms  thy  smiles  to  looks  of  woe, 

My  Mary ! 

And  should  my  future  lot  be  cast 
With  much  resemblance  of  the  past, 
Thy  worn-out  heart  will  break  at  last, 

My  Mary ! 

If  the  society  which  he  loved  could  have  counteracted  the 
cooperating  effect  of  Mrs.  Unwin's  decline  and  of  his  own 
morbid  mind,  the  latter  part  of  this  year  might  have  been  the 
most  cheerful  autumn  that  he  had  passed  at  Weston.  His 
cousin,  of  Norfolk,  had  promised  to  visit  him  in  October. 
Hayley  was  to  come  and  bring  with  him  his  son,  a  boy  of  ex 
traordinary  talents  and  attainments,  of  whom  Cowper  said63, 
"  If  Tom  is  charmed  with  the  thoughts  of  coming  to  Weston, 
we  are  equally  so  with  the  thoughts  of  seeing  him  here.  At  his 
years  I  should  hardly  hope  to  make  his  visit  agreeable  to  him, 
did  I  not  know  that  he  is  of  a  temper  and  disposition  that  must 
make  him  happy  every  where." — "  If  Romney  can  come  with 
you,"  he  added,  "  we  have  both  room  to  receive  him,  and  hearts 
to  make  him  most  welcome." 

63  Sept.  8. 
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Romney  could  not  accept  the  invitation ;  and  before  any 
of  his  expected  guests  arrived,  Mr.  Rose  announced  his  own 
coming  with  Laurence. .  "you  may  guess,"  said  Cowper64,  "for 
what  purpose.  Yet  once  more  is  my  patience  to  be  exercised  ; 
and  once  more  I  am  made  to  wish  that  my  face  had  been 
moveable,  to  put  on  and  take  off  at  pleasure,  so  as  to  be  portable 
in  a  band-box,  and  sent  to  the  artist."  Their  presence,  however, 
proved  a  sensible  relief  to  him.  "Having  company  at  the 
house,"  he  writes  to  Teedon",  "I  am  amused ;  and  having  been 
obliged  to  take  laudanum  again  to  quiet  my  nerves  and  spirits, 
somewhat  discomposed  by  their  arrival,  I  have  slept  more 
composedly  of  late,  and  accordingly  have  for  some  days  past 
suffered  less  from  melancholy  than  I  usually  do. 

"  I  have  thus  given  you  a  short  account  of  my  present  state 
of  mind,  and  the  reasons  and  causes  that  have  occasioned  it. 
The  time  I  have  for  writing  is  short,  and  will  not  allow  me 
to  add  much.  I  have  however  to  observe,  what  I  have  ob 
served  so  often,  that  for  these  intervals,  in  which  my  experi 
ence  is  less  painful,  I  am  always  indebted  to  incident,  and  not 
to  any  manifestation  of  mercy.  They  are  therefore  the  less 
valuable,  but  such  as  they  are  I  am  glad  of  them,  and  desire  to 
make  the  most  of  them." 

And  now  he  again  began  to  think  that  surely  Teedon's  con 
stant  intercessions  would  not  always  be  ineffectual.  But  in  the 
course  of  a  fortnight,  he  wrote  in  a  more  desponding  tone66, 
saying,  "  Could  I  feed  on  the  bread  which  seems  to  be  in 
tended  for  me,  it  is  so  plentifully  imparted  to  you,  that  I  should 
feel  no  want :  but  I  am  in  the  state  of  Tantalus,  surrounded 
with  plenty,  and  yet  famished.  If  God  designed  that  I  should 
eat,  would  he  not  enable  me  to  do  so  ?  This  is  mysterious,  and 
I  cannot  solve  it. — I  dream  nothing,  hear  nothing  but  from 
enemies  ;  never  wake  without  hearing ;  but  the  matter  is 
generally  so  trivial,  if  it  be  not  terrible,  that  it  seems  spoken 
only  in  derision. — In  about  a  month,  perhaps  in  less,  I  shall 
begin  Milton,  and  beg  your  prayers  in  the  meantime  on  that 
subject,  which  always  appears  formidable  to  me.  I  am  in  a  poor 
condition  both  of  heart  and  mind  to  write  Evangelical  Disser 
tations.  A  deaf  man  treating  of  music !" — Yet  he  said  he 
had  tolerable  spirits,  owing,  as  when  he  wrote  last,  to  company 
and  laudanum.  Hayley  arrived  after  Laurence  had  departed  ; 
64  Oct.  5.  «5  Oct.  12.  <*  Oct.  25. 
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but  he  found  Johnson  there  and  Rose.  Cowper  seemed  to 
him,.,  to  use  his  own  words.,  "as  well  as  a  very  feeling 
mortal  can  be,  who  is  watching  with  affectionate  care  a  life 
inexpressibly  valuable  to  him,  and  suspended  by  a  thread  so 
singularly  worn,  that  its  duration  is  wonderful."  An  invitation 
had  been  brought  him  by  Rose  from  Lord  Spencer,  to  meet 
Gibbon  at  Althorpe,  and  all  his  friends  pressed  him  to  accept 
it ;  but  even  if  he  could  have  overcome  his  constitutional  shy 
ness,  no  consideration  would  have  induced  him  to  leave  Mrs. 
Unwin  in  her  infirm  and  precarious  condition.  Rose  and 
Hayley  therefore  carried  his  apology  for  declining  the  invi 
tation,  and  Hayley  returned  from  this  visit  to  devote  himself 
to  Cowper,  he  says,  when  his  younger  guests  were  departed. 

"When  two  poets  meet,"  says  Cowper67  in  a  letter  to  Mrs. 
Courtenay  at  this  time,  "  there  are  fine  doings  I  can  assure 
you.  My  Homer  finds  work  for  Hayley,  and  his  Life  of  Milton 
work  for  me  ;  so  that  we  are  neither  of  us  one  moment  idle. 
Poor  Mrs.  Unwin  in  the  meantime  sits  quiet  in  her  corner, 
occasionally  laughing  at  us  both,  and  not  seldom  interrupting 
us  with  some  question  or  remark,  for  which  she  is  constantly 
rewarded  by  me  with  a  'Hush!  hold  your  peace!'  Bless 
yourself,  my  dear  Catherine,  that  you  are  not  connected  with 
a  poet, — especially  that  you  have  not  two  to  deal  with.  Ladies 
who  have  may  be  bidden  indeed  to  hold  their  peace,  but  very 
little  peace  have  they.  How  should  they  in  fact  have  any, 
continually  enjoined  as  they  are  to  be  silent? — I  write  amid 
a  chaos  of  interruptions.  Hayley  on  one  hand  spouts  Greek, 
and  on  the  other  hand  Mrs.  Unwin  continues  talking,  some- 
tunes  to  us,  and  sometimes,  because  we  are  both  too  busy 
to  attend  her,  she  holds  a  dialogue  with  herself.  Query,  is 
not  this  a  bull  ?  and  ought  I  not  instead  of  dialogue  to  have 
said  soliloquy  ?" 

Hayley  says  that  Cowper  entreated  him  to  remain  the  whole 
winter  at  Weston,  and  engage  with  him  in  a  regular  and  com 
plete  revisal  of  his  Homer ;  and  that  inclination  on  his  part  was 
not  wanting,  but  he  thought  it  possible  to  render  him  a  more 
essential  service,  as  he  returned  through  London,  by  quicken 
ing  in  the  minds  of  his  more  powerful  friends  a  seasonable 
attention  to  his  interest.  "  My  fears  for  him,"  he  says,  "  in 
every  point  of  view,  were  excited  by  his  present  very  singular 
«  Nov.  4. 
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condition.  He  possessed  completely  at  this  period  all  the  ad 
mirable  faculties  of  his  mind,  and  all  his  native  tenderness  of 
heart ;  but  there  was  something  indescribable  in  his  appearance, 
which  led  me  to  apprehend  that,  without  some  signal  event  in  his 
favour  to  reanimate  his  spirits,  they  would  gradually  sink  into 
hopeless  dejection.  The  state  of  his  aged  infirm  companion 
afforded  additional  ground  for  increasing  solicitude.  Her  cheer 
ful  and  beneficent  spirit  could  hardly  resist  her  own  accumu 
lated  maladies,  so  far  as  to  preserve  ability  sufficient  to  watch 
over  the  tender  health  of  him  whom  she  had  watched  and 
guarded  so  long.  Imbecility  of  body  and  mind  must  gradually 
render  this  tender  and  heroic  woman  unfit  for  the  charge 
which  she  had  so  laudably  sustained.  The  signs  of  such  im 
becility  were  beginning  to  be  painfully  visible ;  nor  can  nature 
present  a  spectacle  more  truly  pitiable  than  imbecility  in  such 
a  shape,  eagerly  grasping  for  dominion,  which  it  knows  not 
either  how  to  retain,  or  how  to  relinquish." 

With  this  intention  Hayley  left  them  towards  the  close  of 
November,  after  somewhat  more  than  a  fortnight's  tarriance. 
Cowper's  spirits  were  immediately  afterwards  relieved,  as  re 
garded  Milton,  by  a  letter  from  Johnson,  saying,  that  he 
might  still  postpone  his  labours.  But  in  other  respects  the 
gloom  darkened.  Telling  the  schoolmaster  that  by  means  of 
laudanum  he  had  obtained  more  sleep  the  last  two  nights,  he 
adds,  "but  neither  of  these  nights  has  passed  without  some 
threatenings  of  that  which  I  fear  more  than  any  other  thing, 
the  loss  of  my  faithful,  long  tried,  and  only  intimate.  From 
whom  they  come  I  know  not,  nor  is  the  time  precisely  men 
tioned  ;  but  it  is  always  spoken  of  as  near  approaching. — Mrs'. 
Umvin  has  slept  her  usual  time,  about  five  hours,  and  is  this 
morning  as  well  as  usual.  As  for  me,  I  waked  with  this  line 
from  Comus : 

'  The  wonted  roar  is  up  amid  the  woods ;' 

consequently  I  expect  to  hear  it  soon." 

One  more  of  these  melancholy  communications,  which, 
like  the  last,  is  without  a  date,  I  suppose  to  have  been  written 
at  this  time  ; — it  is  the  latest  that  has  been  published  ;  and 
indeed  the  correspondence  with  Teedon  seems  very  soon  after 
wards  to  have  ceased.  Other  illusions  it  may  be  inferred  had 
passed  away  for  a  while  when  this  was  written,  and  one  fatal 
impression  for  the  time  possessed  him  wholly. 
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DEAR  SIR,  Friday  morning. 

I  am  not  well,  but  far  from  being  so.  I  wake  almost 
constantly  under  the  influence  of  a  nervous  fever ;  by  which 
my  spirits  are  affected  to  such  a  degree  that  the  oppression  is 
almost  insupportable.  Since  I  wrote  last  I  have  been  plunged 
in  deeps,  unvisited  I  am  convinced  by  any  human  soul  but 
mine  ;  and  though  the  day  in  its  progress  bears  away  \vith 
it  some  part  of  this  melancholy,  I  am  never  cheerful  because 
I  can  never  hope,  and  am  so  bounded  in  my  prospects,  that  to 
look  forward  to  another  year  to  me  seems  madness. 

In  this  state  of  mind  how  can  I  write?  It  is  in  vain  to  at 
tempt  it.  I  have  neither  spirits  for  it,  as  I  have  often  said, 
nor  leisure.  Yet  vain  as  I  know  the  attempt  must  prove,  I 
purpose  in  a  few  days  to  renew  it. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  as  well  as  when  I  wrote  last,  but,  like  my 
self,  dejected.  Dejected  both  on  my  account  and  on  her  own. 
Unable  to  amuse  herself  either  with  work  cr  reading,  she  looks 
forward  to  a  new  day  with  despondence,  weary  of  it  before  it 
begins,  and  longing  for  the  return  of  night. 

Thus  it  is  with  us  both.  If  I  endeavour  to  pray,  I  get  my 
answer  in  a  double  portion  of  misery.  My  petitions,  there 
fore,  are  reduced  to  three  words,  and  those  not  very  often  re 
peated — "  God  have  mercy !" 

Adieu  !   Yours,        WM.  COWPER. 

"It  was  a  spectacle,"  says  Hayley,  "that  might  awaken 
compassion  in  the  sternest  of  human  characters,  to  see  the 
health,  the  comfort,  and  the  little  fortune,  of  a  man  so  dis 
tinguished  by  intellectual  endowments  and  by  moral  excellence, 
perishing  most  deplorably.  A  sight  so  affecting  made  many 
friends  of  Cowper  solicitous  and  importunate  that  his  declining 
life  should  be  honourably  protected  by  public  munificence. 
Men  of  all  parties  agreed,  that  a  pension  might  be  granted  to 
an  author  of  his  acknowledged  merit  with  graceful  propriety; 
and  we  might  apply  to  him,  on  this  topic,  the  very  expressive 
words  which  the  poet  Claudian  addresses,  on  a  different  occa 
sion,  to  his  favourite  hero  : 

Sujffro.gia  vulyi 
Jam  tibi  detulerant,  quidquid  mox  debuit  aula. 

"  It  was  devoutly  to  be  wished,  that  the  declining  spirits  of 
Cowper  should  be  speedily  animated  and  sustained  by  assist- 
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ance  of  this  nature,  because  the  growing  influence  of  melan 
choly  not  only  filled  him  with  distressing  ideas  of  his  own 
fortune,  but  threatened  to  rob  him  of  the  power  to  make  any 
kind  of  exertion  in  his  own  behalf.  His  situation  and  his 
merits  were  perfectly  understood,  humanely  felt,  and  honour 
ably  acknowledged  by  persons,  who,  while  they  declared  that  he 
ought  to  receive  an  immediate  public  support,  seemed  to  pos 
sess  both  the  inclination  and  the  power  to  ensure  it.  But  such 
is  the  difficulty  of  doing  real  good,  experienced  even  by  the 
great  and  powerful,  or  so  apt  are  statesmen  to  forget  the  press 
ing  exigence  of  meritorious  individuals  in  the  distractions  of 
official  perplexity,  that  month  after  month  elapsed,  in  which 
the  intimate  friends  of  Cowper  confidently,  yet  vainly,  expected 
to  see  him  happily  rescued  from  some  of  the  darkest  evils 
impending  over  him,  by  an  honourable  provision  for  life. 

"  Imagination  can  hardly  devise  any  human  condition  more 
truly  affecting  than  the  state  of  the  poet  at  this  period.  His 
generous  and  faithful  guardian,  Mrs.  Unwin,  who  had  pre 
served  him  through  seasons  of  the  severest  calamity,  was  now, 
with  her  faculties  and  fortune  impaired,  sinking  fast  into 
second  childhood.  The  distress  of  heart  that  he  felt  in  behold 
ing  the  cruel  change  in  a  companion  so  justly  dear  to  him, 
conspiring  with  his  constitutional  melancholy,  was  gradually 
undermining  the  exquisite  faculties  of  his  mind.  But  de 
pressed  as  he  was  by  these  complicated  afflictions,  Providence 
was  far  from  deserting  this  excellent  man.  His  female  relation, 
whose  regard  he  had  cultivated  as  his  favourite  correspondent, 
now  devoted  herself  very  nobly  to  the  superintendence  of  a 
house,  whose  two  interesting  inhabitants  were  rendered,  by 
age  and  trouble,  almost  incapable  of  attending  to  the  ordinary 
offices  of  life. 

"  Those  only  who  have  lived  with  the  superannuated  and 
the  melancholy,  can  properly  appreciate  the  value  of  such 
magnanimous  friendship  .  '  ' 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

LADY  HESKETH  AT  WESTON.      HATLEY's    THIED    VISIT.      COWPEB'S 
EEMOVAL   TO   NORFOLK.      LAST   YEAES   OF   HIS   LIFE. 


Lady  Hesketh  had  enquired  in  the  autumn  at  what  time 
her  coming  would  be  most  convenient,  Cowper  replied,  that 


108  LIFE    OF   COWPER. 

since  he  despaired  of  ever  having  her  there  in  the  height  of 
summer,  which  for  her  own  sake  he  desired  most,  the  depth  of 
winter  would  be  the  most  eligible  season  for  him;  "for  then," 
said  he,  "  it  is  that  in  general  I  have  most  need  of  a  cordial, 
and  particularly  in  the  month  of  January."  She  came  at  the 
close  of  November,  soon  after  Hay  ley's  departure,  and  her  in 
tention  was  to  remain  till  February.  Knowing  as  she  did  the 
awful  change  that  had  taken  place  in  Mrs.  Unwin,  and  the 
injurious  manner  in  which  he  was  necessarily  affected  by  it, 
she  thought  him  on  her  arrival  better  than  she  had  expected  ; 
but  in  the  second  week  of  the  month  which  he  always  dreaded, 
his  malady  returned  in  full  force,  and  in  its  worst  form. 

One  of  his  allusions  at  this  time  was  that  it  was  his  duty  to 
inflict  upon  himself  severe  penance  for  his  sins;.,  such  at 
least  is  the  tradition  which  Mackintosh1  and  Mr.  Basil  Montagu 
heard  at  Olney  seven  years  afterwards;  and  this,  if  it  were  so, 
was  a  state  of  comparative  happiness  to  the  more  abiding  charac 
ter  of  his  madness,. .  for  in  the  performance  of  penance  the 
belief  in  a  consequent  remission  of  sins  is  implied.  Six  days  he 
sate  "still  and  silent  as  death,"  and  took  no  other  food  during 
that  time  than  a  small  piece  of  bread  dipped  in  wine  and 
water.  After  every  attempt  to  rouse  him  had  failed,  his  medical 
attendant  suggested,  as  the  only  remaining  hope,  that  Mrs. 
Unwin  should  indirectly  invite  him  to  go  out  with  her,. .  if 
she  could  be  induced  to  do  this,  for  her  state  of  mind  now  re 
quired  almost  as  much  management  as  his.  She  however 
perceived  the  necessity  of  making  the  experiment,  and  ob 
serving  that  it  was  a  fine  morning,  said  she  should  like  to  try 
to  walk.  Cowper  immediately  rose,  took  her  by  the  arm, — and 
the  spell  which  had  fixed  him  to  his  chair  was  broken.  This 
appears  to  have  been  the  last  instance  in  which  her  influence 
over  him  was  exerted  for  his  good. 

Towards  the  end  of  February  his  cousin  Johnson  came  from 
Norfolk,  and  assisted  in  attending  on  him  as  long  as  he  could 
be  absent  from  his  professional  duties.  Soon  after  his  de 
parture,  Mr.  Greatheed  thought  it  necessary  to  let  Hayley 
know  the  extent  of  the  evil. 

TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,   ESQ. 

DEAR  SIR,  Newport  Pagnel,  April  8,  1794. 

Lady  Hesketh's  correspondence  acquainted  you  with  the 
1  Memoirs  of  Sir  J.  Mackintosh,  vol.  i.  p.  156. 
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melancholy  relapse  of  our  dear  friend  at  Weston  ;  but  I  ant 
uncertain  whether  you  know,  that  in  the  last  fortnight  he  has 
refused  food  of  every  kind,  except  now  and  then  a  very  small 
piece  of  toasted  bread,  dipped  generally  in'  water,  sometimes 
mixed  with  a  little  wine.  This,  her  ladyship  informs  me,  was 
the  case  till  last  Saturday,  since  when  he  has  eat  a  li ttle  at  each 
family  meal.  He  persists  in  refusing  such  medicines  as  are 
indispensable  to  his  state  of  body.  In  such  circumstances, 
his  long  continuance  in  life  cannot  be  expected.  How  de 
voutly  to  be  wished  is  the  alleviation  of  his  danger  and  dis 
tress  !  You,  dear  Sir,  who  know  so  well  the  worth  of  our  be 
loved  and  admired  friend,  sympathize  with  his  affliction,  and 
deprecate  his  loss  doubtless  in  no  ordinary  degree ;  you  have 
already  most  effectually  expressed  and  proved  the  warmth  of 
your  friendship.  I  cannot  think  that  any  thing  but  your  society 
would  have  been  sufficient,  during  the  infirmity  under  which 
his  mind  has  long  been  oppressed,  to  have  supported  him 
against  the  shock  of  Mrs.  Unwin's  paralytic  attack.  I  am 
certain  that  nothing  else  could  have  prevailed  upon  him  to 
undertake  the  journey  to  Eartham.  You  have  succeeded  where 
his  other  friends  knew  they  could  not,  and  where  they  ap 
prehended  no  one  could.  How  natural,  therefore,  nay,  how 
reasonable,  it  is  for  them  to  look  to  you,  as  most  likely  to  be 
instrumental,  under  the  blessing  of  God,  for  relief  in  the 
present  distressing  and  alarming  crisis  !  It  is,  indeed,  scarcely 
attemptable  to  ask  any  person  to  take  such  a  journey,  and  in 
volve  himself  in  so  melancholy  a  scene,  with  an  uncertainty  of 
the  desired  success  :  increased  as  the  apparent  difficulty  is,  by 
dear  Mr.  Cowper's  aversion  to  all  company,  and  by  poor  Mrs. 
Unwin's  mental  and  bodily  infirmities.  On  these  accounts 
Lady  Hesketh  dares  not  ask  it  of  you,  rejoiced  as  she  would 
be  at  your  arrival.  Am  not  I,  dear  Sir,  a  very  presumptuous 
person,  who,  in  the  face  of  all  opposition,  dare  do  this  ?  I 
am  emboldened  by  those  two  powerful  supporters,  conscience 
and  experience.  Was  I  at  Eartham,  I  would  certainly  under 
take  the  labour  I  presume  to  recommend,  for  the  bare  possi 
bility  of  restoring  Mr.  Cowper  to  himself,  to  his  friends,  to  the 
public,  and  to  God. 

The  man  who  would  have  hesitated  to  obey  that  summons 
must  have  had  a  harder  heart  than  Hayley.     Nothing,  he  says, 
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could  be  more  unseasonable  to  him  in  point  of  personal  con 
venience  ;  he  was  even  forced  to  borrow  money  for  the  journey.2 
Cowper,  who  used  to  welcome  him  so  warmly,  manifested  now 
no  pleasure  at  his  arrival ;  but  after  a  few  days,  he  sometimes 
received  medicine  and  food  from  his  hand,  which  he  would 
take  from  no  other  person.  His  presence  enabled  Lady  Hes- 
keth  to  quit  what  had  now  become  her  charge  for  a  few  days, 
that  she  might  consult  Dr.  Willis,  who  wa«  then  in  the  highest 
repute  for  his  skill  in  such  cases,  and  to  whom  Thurlow  had 
kindly  written,  requesting  his  attention  to  his  unhappy  old 
friend.  From  his  instructions  for  the  regular  treatment  of  the 
patient,  "  Lady  Hesketh  and  I,"  says  Hayley3,  "  entertain  great 
hopes,  embarrassed  and  thwarted  as  we  perpetually  are  by  the 
bodily  and  mental  infirmities  of  poor  Mrs.  Unwin,  who  begins 
however  (thank  Heaven !)  to  show  herself  more  properly  sensi 
ble  of  those  efforts  of  genuine  friendship  by  which  I  am  trying 
to  render  the  most  essential  service  both  to  her  poor  charge  and 
to  herself." 

Thomas  Hayley,  after  their  visit  to  Weston  in  the  preceding 
November,  had  been  placed  at  a  private  school  near  Derby, 
that  he  might  be  for  a  few  months  near  his  father's  wife,  who 
was  as  fond  of  him  as  if  he  had  been  her  own  child.  He  was 
now  sent  for  to  Weston,  Cowper  having  "  twice  spoken  in  a 
manner  that  seemed  to  indicate  a  wish  to  see  him  ;"  and  when 
the  boy  arrived,  Cowper  did  not  shrink  from  him  as  he  did 
from  every  one  else.  But  this  was  all.  Nothing  could  now 
dispel  or  even  lighten  the  settled  gloom  by  which  he  was  op 
pressed.  A  letter  from  Lord  Spencer  arrived  at  this  time,  to 
announce  that  a  pension  of  three  hundred  pounds  was  about 
to  be  granted  to  him  by  the  King  ;  and  he  was  not  in  a  state 
either  to  open  the  letter,  or  to  be  informed  by  Lady  Hesketh 

2  After  stating  this  in  a  letter  to  his  wife,  he  adds,  that  he  was  forced 
also  "  to  bring  Jenny  as  his  attendant,  having  been  recently  obliged  to  send 
poor  Mary  to  London,  because  she  had  fallen  into  a  state  of  mind  little 
superior  to  that  of  the  dear  unhappy  Cowper,  to  whom  indeed  she  has  often 
compared  herself  for  constitutional  melancholy." — Mem.  of  T.  A.  Hayley, 
p.  83.  If  Hayley  had  paid  any  regard  to  appearances,  he  would  not  have 
taken  either  Mary  or  Jenny  for  his  attendant.  But  Hayley  was  a  person 
"  of  incoherent  transactions,". .  to  borrow  an  appropriate  expression  from 
Angus  M'Diarmid,  "Ground  Officer  on  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane's  estate  of 
Edinample."  3  To  Mrs.  Hayley,  April  25. 
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of  its  contents.  The  pension  was  rendered  payable  to  Mr. 
Rose  as  his  trustee. 

"  The  daily  sight,"  says  Hayley,  "  of  a  being  reduced  to 
such  deplorable  imbecility  as  now  overwhelmed  Mrs.  Unwin, 
was  itself  sufficient  to  plunge  a  tender  spirit  into  extreme  me 
lancholy  ;  yet  to  separate  two  friends,  so  long  accustomed  to 
minister  with  the  purest  and  most  vigilant  benevolence  to  the 
infirmities  of  each  other,  was  a  measure  so  pregnant  with 
complicated  distraction,  that  it  could  not  be  advised  or  at 
tempted.  It  remained  only  to  palliate  the  sufferings  of  each  in 
their  present  tnost  pitiable  condition,  and  to  trust  in  the  mercy 
of  that  God,  who  had  supported  them  together  through 
periods  of  very  dark  affliction,  though  not  so  doubly  deplorable 
as  the  present. 

"  I  had  formerly  regarded  Weston  as  a  scene  that  exhibited 
human  nature  in  a  most  delightful  point  of  view.  I  had  ap 
plauded  there  no  common  triumphs  of  genius  and  friendship. 
The  contrast  that  I  now  contemplated  has  often  led  me  to  re 
peat  (with  such  feelings  as  those  only  who  have  surveyed  a 
contrast  so  deplorable  can  possibly  conceive)  the  following 
pathetic  exclamation  in  the  Samson  Agonistes  of  Milton. 

'  God  of  our  fathers,  what  is  man  ? 

*  *  *  * 

Since  such  as  thou  hast  solemnly  elected, 
With  gifts  and  graces  eminently  adorned  ; 

*  *  *  * 

Yet  towards  these  thus  dignified  thou  oft, 

Amidst  their  height  of  noon, 

Changest  thy  countenance  and  thy  hand,  with  no  regard 

Of  highest  favours  past 

From  thee  on  them,  or  them  to  thee,  of  service. 

*  *  *  * 

So  deal  not  with  this  once  thy  glorious  champion  ! 
What  do  I  beg  ?     How  hast  thou  dealt  already ! 
Behold  him  in  this  state  calamitous,  and  turn 
His  labours,  for  thou  canst,  to  peaceful  end  !'  " 

Though  Cowper  appeared  to  derive  no  comfort  from  Hay- 
ley's  presence,  nevertheless  he  manifested  extreme  unwilling 
ness  to  let  him  depart.  A  few  weeks  afterward  there  came  a 
letter  from  his  old  friend  Mr.  Rowley,  to  congratulate  him  on 
his  pension,  and  invite  him  to  Ireland.  Lady  Hesketh's  reply 
describes  his  situation  faithfully,  and  explains  the  circum 
stances  at  which  Hayley  hints. 
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TO   CLOTWORTHY   ROWLEY,    Ef»Q^   AT   OLD   COURT,   NEAR 
BEAGSHARD,    IBELAITD. 

SIR,  Weston,  near  Olney,  Bucks,  May  21,  1794. 

Will  you  permit  a  person  who  has  not  the  honour  to  be 
known  to  you,  to  thank  you  in  the  sincerity  of  a  grateful  heart, 
for  your  late  kind  and  friendly  letter  to  Mr.  Cowper  ?  Had 
that  amiable  and  interesting  sufferer  been  in  a  situation  to  re 
ceive  or  answer  letters,  yours,  Sir,  dated  the  fourteenth  of  this 
month,  would  not  have  fallen  into  my  hands  ;  but  though  I 
grieve  to  give  pain  to  a  heart  so  tender,  and  so  friendly  as  I 
am  convinced  by  your  letter,  Sir,  that  yours  must  be,  yet  I  feel 
myself  under  the  cruel  necessity  of  acquainting  you  that  your 
friend,  and  my  much  loved  cousin,  has  laboured  ever  since  the 
second  week  in  January  under  so  dreadful  a  dejection  of 
spirits,  that  he  is  utterly  incapable  of  attending  to  anything  ; 
nor  has  he  ever  opened  a  letter,  or  suffered  one  even  to  be  read 
to  him,  ever  since  that  time  ! 

Truly  as  I  lament  the  sufferings  of  this  invaluable  creature, 
I  cannot  wonder  at  them,  as  the  close  attendance  he  has  paid 
to  Mrs.  Unwin  for  the  last  two  years,  and  his  unceasing  as 
siduity  to  her  ever  since  she  had  her  last  attack  of  the  palsy, 
must  have  overcome  spirits  less  tender  and  susceptible  than 
those  of  my  unhappy  cousin.  I  should  inform  you,  Sir,  that 
ever  since  we  settled  at  Weston,  which  is  now  about  nine  years, 
I  have  generally  paid  him  an  annual  winter  visit,  knowing 
that  to  be  the  season  when  his  nerves  and  spirits  are  usually 
most  oppressed  ;  the  winter  before  last  however,  being  myself 
ill  at  Bath,  I  was  prevented  attending  him  as  usual,  and  know 
ing  he  would  have  other  friends  with  him  in  the  spring  of  93, 
I  deferred  my  visit  till  the  middle  of  November  last,  when  I 
came  here,  intending  to  stay  till  February.  I  found  this  dear 
soul  on  my  arrival  the  absolute  nurse  of  this  poor  lady  Mrs. 
Unwin,  who  cannot  move  out  of  her  chair  without  help,  nor 
walk  across  the  room  unless  supported  by  two  people  ;  added 
to  this,  her  voice  is  almost  wholly  unintelligible,  and  as  their 
house  was  repairing  all  the  summer,  he  was  reduced,  poor 
soul  !  for  many  months  to  have  no  conversation  but  hers  !  You 
must  imagine,  Sir,  that  his  situation  was  terrible  indeed  ;  and 
the  more  as  he  was  deprived,  by  means  of  this  poor  lady,  of  all 
his  wonted  exercises,  both  mental  and  bodilv,  as  she  did  not 
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choose  he  should  leave  her  for  a  moment,  or  ever  use  a  pen  or  a 
book  except  when  he  read  to  her,  which  is  an  employment  that 
always,  I  know,  fatigues  and  hurts  him,  and  which  therefore 
my  arrival  relieved  him  from. 

I  thought  him  on  the  whole  better  than  I  expected  he  would 
have  been  in  such  a  situation  ;  though  rather  low  at  times, 
and  often  expressing  his  fears  of  the  month  of  January,  a 
season  that  has  more  than  once  been  fatal  to  him,  but  the 
effects  of  which  I  flattered  myself  might  be  kept  off  by  the 
company  of  a  third  person,  and  one  to  whom  he  is  kindly 
partial,  as  you  may  possibly  know,  Sir,  if  ever  you  heard  him 
mention  a  cousin  of  the  name  of  Hesketh  :  she  it  is  who  has 
now  the  honour  of  writing  to  you,  and  of  deploring  from  her 
inmost  heart  the  unhappy  situation  of  this  beloved  friend,  whom 
neither  the  soothings  of  friendship,  nor  the  exertion  of  very 
lively  spirits  (which  the  goodness  of  Providence  still  indulges 
to  me)  could  shield  from  the  dark  and  absolute  despair  which 
has  for  so  many  months  taken  entire  possession  of  his  charm 
ing  mind,  and  totally  obscured  that  brilliant  genius,  the  exer 
tion  of  which  has  so  often  amused  and  instructed  the  world. 

You  will  easily  believe,  Sir,  that  all  which  the  mosl  lively 
interest  and  affection  could  think  of  for  his  relief,  has  been 
done,  or  attempted  to  be  done  ;  but  in  all  attempts  of  this  sort, 
I  find  a  terrible  hinderance  in  the  person  of  the  poor  old  lady 
above  mentioned,  who  really  seems  to  live  only  to  counteract 
whatever  schemes  are  planned  for  his  benefit,  and  the  recovery 
of  his  health  and  spirits.  I  have  however  at  last,  partly  with, 
and  partly  without  her  consent,  consulted  Doctor  Willis  on  his 
case,  whose  character  I  have  long  known,  and  whose  brilliant 
and  fortunate  success  in  restoring  the  health  of  our  beloved 
sovereign  has  long  made  my  loyal  heart  his  own.  Whether 
even  his  skill  will  be  able  to  restore  this  unhappy  man  at  this 
distance,  I  cannot  at  present  say  ;  but  earnestly  hope  it  may, 
as  I  fear  Mrs.  Unwin  will  not  consent  to  his  removal  there  ; 
though  from  the  little  I  saw  of  the  house,  and  the  manner  in 
which  the  patients  are  treated,  as  well  as  the  liberty  they  seem 
to  enjoy,  I  am  convinced  it  would  be  the  very  best  place  he 
could  be  in,  and  the  one  in  the  which  he  would  be  most  likely 
to  be  restored, — the  rather,  as  it  would  separate  him  from  one 
who,  partly  from  the  attention  which  she  requires,  and  partly 

8.  C.— 2.  "  I 
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from  imbecility  of  mind,  occasioned  by  her  bodily  infirmities, 
is  certainly  the  worst  companion  he  can  have  at  present. 

I  have  thus,  Sir,  informed  you  as  accurately  as  I  am  able 
of  our  melancholy  situation,  and  can  only  hope  you  will  not 
think  I  have  intruded  too  long  upon  your  patience.  I  should 
not  certainly  have  explained  myself  with  so  much  frankness  on 
this  occasion,  had  I  not  so  often  heard  my  dear  unhappy 
cousin  speak  of  Mr.  Rowley  in  the  warmest  terms  of  friendship 
and  affection,  and  had  not  your  letter,  Sir,  confirmed  the  kind 
interest  you  take  in  him. 

I  will  now  only  add,  that  the  late  happy  and  totally  unex 
pected  event,  has  given  me  as  much  pleasure  as  I  am  capable 
of  receiving  at  such  a  time  as  this  ;  it  is,  indeed,  a  double  com 
fort  to  me,  as  it  seems  a  sort  of  omen  of  his  recovery,  and  I 
hope  I  may  be  allowed  to  think  that  God  never  can  have  aban 
doned  him,  whom  he  has  wrought  such  a  miracle  to  preserve ! 
I  cannot  help  calling  it  a  miracle,  because,  though  I  always 
entertained  the  highest  opinion  of  the  goodness  and  tenderness 
of  heart,  both  of  the  King  and  Mr.  Pitt,  yet  I  could  never 
have  hoped  that  at  such  a  time  as  this,  when  the  public  affairs 
are  sufficiently  intricate  and  embarrassed  to  engage  their  whole 
attention,  that  the  claims  of  private  merit  and  private  distress 
should  have  been  allowed  to  have  had  a  share.  But — it  is  so, 
and  I  never  can  be  sufficiently  thankful  to  those  good  friends 
who  have  interested  themselves  in  poor  Cowper's  behalf,  and 
by  whose  means  his  Majesty's  favour  has  been  shown  in  a 
manner  so  liberal  and  benevolent  to  a  creature  so  deserving. 
He  is  at  present  quite  ignorant  of  this  happy  circumstance, 
and  must  remain  so,  till  returning  health  shall  enable  him  to 
support  and  to  rejoice  at  an  event  which  gives  independence  to 
his  declining  years.  I  cannot  conclude  without  observing,  that 
it  reflects  double  honour  both  on  the  sovereign  and  the  minister 
to  confer  favours  on  an  author  at  a  time  when  they  knew  he  was 
incapable  of  making  the  usual  returns.  I  will  now  only  ob 
serve  that  my  good  wishes  for  my  beloved  cousin  would  be 
complete,  could  I  know  he  was  enjoying  the  place  of  a  friend 
in  the  charming  society  you  so  well  describe,  and  to  which  you 
invite  him  in  a  manner  so  kind  and  so  cordial. 

I  have  hardly  room  to  say  how  much  I  am,  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  servant,      HARRIET  HESKETII. 
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Dr.  Willis,  when  it  had  been  found  that  his  prescriptions  pro 
duced  no  good  effect,  came  to  see  the  patient.  It  appears  to 
have  been  his  opinion,  that  more  might  be  hoped  from  change 
of  air,  scene,  and  circumstances  than  from  any  mode  of  treat 
ment  that  could  be  pursued.  But  how  should  two  persons 
be  induced  to  concur  in  any  arrangement  for  this  purpose, 
when  imbecility  of  mind  had  produced  perverseness  in  the  one 
by  whose  unreasonable  will  the  other  was  absolutely  governed, 
and  when  both  were  alike  insensible  to  all  representations, 
persuasions,  and  entreaties  !  Cowper  had  been  urged  to  leave 
home  in  the  preceding  summer,  while  his  house  was  undergoing 
repairs  ;  and  the  proposition  had  not  displeased  him  when  it 
was  made.  He  had  promised  that  his  first  visit  should  be  to  Sir 
John  and  Lady  Throckmorton  at  Bucklands  ;  and  "  had  I  ram 
bled  at  all,"  says  he4,  "  I  was  under  promise  to  all  my  dear 
mother's  kindred  to  go  to  Norfolk,  and  they  are  dying  to  see 
me  ;  but  I  have  told  them  that  die  they  must,  for  I  cannot 
go."  "How5  to  give  satisfaction  to  all,  would  puzzle  me, 
had  I  nothing  else  to  do ;  and  therefore  the  result  will  pro 
bably  be,  that  we  shall  find  ourselves  obliged  to  go  no  where, 
since  we  cannot  go  every  where." 

There  is  a  passage  in  one  of  his  letters,  from  which  it  may 
be  inferred  that  Lady  Hesketh  at  that  time  had  thought  it 
advisable  for  him  to  remove,  and  settle  near  his  maternal  rela 
tions  :  for  he  says  to  her6,  "  it  is  in  vain  that  thou  counsellest 
me  to  leave  Weston  for  Norfolk.  Kinder  friends  than  I  have 
here  in  the  Courtenays,  I  could  not  find  even  there  ;  and  this, 
is,  moreover,  of  all  the  earth  the  spot  that  delights  me  most." 
In  the  spring  of  1 795,  his  cousin  Johnson  thought  that  per 
haps  a  summer's  residence  by  the  seaside  might  restore  his  poor 
kinsman ;  could  he  be  removed  therefore  into  Norfolk  for  a 
few  months,  Lady  Hesketh  would  have  time  for  recruiting  her 
self  after  the  fatigue  and  anxiety  of  the  last  eighteen  months, 
and  toward  the  close  of  the  year  he  hoped  the  inhabitants  of 
the  Lodge  might  reassemble  there  in  amended  health  and  spirits. 
When  he  informed  Lady  Hesketh  of  this  plan,  she  desired  him 
not  to  write  till  all  his  own  affairs  were  settled,  and  till  he  had 
got  the  joint  assent — ("  I  fear,"  said  she7,  "  I  must  not  say  the 
cheerful  assent)  of  all  parties.  At  present  you  assure  me  you 

4  To  Hayley,  March  19,  1793.          6  To  Mr.  Greatheed,  July  17,  1793. 
6  June  30,  1793.  7  May  5. 


116  LIFE   OF   COWPER. 

are  really  fixed  and  steady ;  and  I  am  determined  to  believe 
you,  and  even  to  do  more,  to  thank  yon  very  sincerely  for  the 
plan  you  have  laid  to  convenience  me  by  allowing  me  so  many 
holidays. — You  say  that  a  huge,  black,  heavy  cloud  was  hang 
ing  over  you  at  the  time  you  wrote.  Ah,  Johnny !  I  do  indeed 
believe  that  the  cloud  that  hung  over  you  damped  your  spirits, 
and  this  though  possibly  the  atmosphere  was  as  clear  at  the 
time  you  wrote  as  it  is  at  this  moment ;  but  the  cloud  that  sunk 
your  spirits  was  the  visit  you  so  kindly  promised  to  the 
Lodge. 

"One  thing,  however,"  she  continues,  "I must  desire,  that 
if  you  keep  up  any  correspondence  in  this  house,  besides  me, 
you  will  on  no  account  mention  or  give  the  most  distant  hint  of 
your  intended  visit  here,  at  least  not  of  the  occasion  of  it.  That 
you  may  have  thoughts  of  coming  here  in  the  course  of  the 
summer,  I  should  not  object  to  their  knowing,  and  have  indeed 
hinted,  some  time  ago,  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing  to  our 
cousin,  with  which  he  rather  seemed  pleased  ;  but  I  wish  not 
that  the  family  or  Madame  should  suspect  it ;  if  she  did,  she 
might  hit  upon  some  plans  that  might  not  be  pleasant  either 
to  you  or  me ;  therefore  the  less  that  is  said  will  be  the  best. 
You  may  depend,  however,  that  I  will  take  care  they  shall  both 
know  of  your  coming ;  and  that  you  shall  not  take  them  by 
surprise,  as  last  summer,  seeing  I  have  now  found  out  our  dear 
cousin  likes  to  be  told  of  whatever  he  is  to  expect ;  and  I  am 
sure  he  will  be  more  glad  to  see  you  than  any  body.  But  it 
grieves  me  to  say  he  is  very  bad  indeed, — scarce  eats  anything ! 
— is  worn  to  a  shadow  !  and  has  totally  given  up  all  his  little 
avocations,  such  as  netting,  putting  maps  together,  playing 
with  the  solitary  board,  &c.  &c.  with  which  we  contrived  to 
while  away  the  winter  more  tolerably  than  I  had  any  reason 
to  expect.  He  now  does  nothing  but  walk  incessantly  back 
wards  and  forwards  either  in  his  study  or  his  bedchamber. 
He  really  does  not  sometimes  sit  down  for  more  than  half  an 
hour  the  whole  day,  except  at  meal  times,  when,  as  I  before 
said,  he  takes  hardly  any  thing.  He  has  left  off  bathing  his 
feet,  will  take  no  laudanum,  and  lives  in  a  constant  state  o£ 
terror  that  is  dreadful  to  behold !  He  is  now  come  to  expect 
daily,  and  even  hourly,  that  he  shall  be  carried  away ; — and 
kept  in  his  room  from  the  time  breakfast  was  over  till  four 
o'clock  on  Sunday  last,  in  spite  of  repeated  messages  from 
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Madame,  because  he  was  afraid  somebody  would  take  possession 
of  his  bed,  and  prevent  his  lying  down  on  it  any  more ! 

"  I  mention  these  things,  dear  Johnny,  not  to  frighten  or 
grieve  you,  but  simply  to  show  you  how  bad  the  dear  soul  is  ! 
I  wrote  last  week  to  Dr.  Willis  for  the  first  time  since  Septem 
ber  last,  informed  him  how  much  better  he  had  seemed  all  the 
winter,  and  how  rapidly  his  malady  had  increased  within  these 
few  weeks.  I  told  the  doctor,  what  I  do  indeed  think,  that 
he  has  no  chance,  either  for  health  or  life,  but  by  passing 
some  time  under  his  care  ;  and  though  I  know  no  more  than 
I  did  last  year  how  this  can  be  effected,  I  have  yet  desired  him 
to  inform  me  whether  he  has,  or  shall  have  in  the  course  of 
the  summer,  room  for  this  unhappy,  interesting  creature  under 
his  own  roof.  The  expense  of  this  will,  I  know,  be  very  great, 
but  I  will  with  pleasure  do  all  in  my  power  to  make  this  easy 
to  him.  Of  his  pension  he  has  not  received  one  farthing, 
nor  is  likely  to  do  so  before  next  winter;  and  Hannah's 
amazing  extravagance  has  not  cost  less  than  one  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  since  last  July !  What  can  become  of  our  poor 
cousin,  sick  or  well,  if  she  is  to  go  on  in  this  manner  I  cannot 
guess.  All  in  my  power  I  have  done  to  put  somestop  to  such 
shameful  proceedings,  but  in  vain  :  the  boarding  school  has 
finished  what  Mrs.  Unwin's  absurd,  unpardonable  indulgence 
had  begun,  and  what  is  to  become  of  her  I  know  not !  she 
literally  does  nothing  but  walk  about,  and  dress  herself,  and 
write  love  letters.  If  you  saw  her  sweep  the  village  with 
muslin  dresses  of  twelve  shillings  a  yard,  and  feathers  a  yard 
long,  you  would  really  think  it  was  some  duchess.  I  have  told 
her  that  the  daughter  of  a  man  of  five  thousand  pounds  a 
year  would  not  be  allowed  to  dress  as  she  does  ;  and  when 
one  considers  that  all  this  finery  is  to  dine  in  the  kitchen, 
it  makes  one  sick.  She  certainly  looks  very  elegant  and  showy, 
and  as  Mrs.  Unwin  does  not  restrain  her,  I  wonder  not  at  the 
girl.  I  have  found  out  that  once  when  she  was  very  ill,  she  en 
gaged  Mr.  Cowper  to  take  care  and  provide  for  her  ;  but  how 
he  is  to  do  it  I  am  sure  I  know  not.  All  he  is  worth  in  the 
world  would  not  half  keep  Hannah,  taking  finery  and  idleness 
into  the  account,  for  she  puts  out  all  her  clothes  and  linen 
to  be  mended  as  well  as  made.  I  am  sure  she  is  a  singular  in 
stance  of  foolish  fondness  ;  and  now  Mrs.  Unwin  lies  in  bed 
till  past  one,  this  girl  never  attends  her  in  her  room,  or  does 


118  LIFE   OF   COWPEB. 

the  least  thing  for  her  in  return  for  all  her  indulgence  ! — but 
I  will  say  no  more,  as  the  subject  is  really  painful  to 

"  Yours  sincerely,         "  H.  H. 

"  I  understand  from  Mr.  Rose  that  he  expected  you  in  town 
to  christen  my  godson,  his  little  Cowper.  Can  I  find  room 
to  tell  you  Mrs.  Unwin  had  another  attack  the  seventeenth  of 
last  month  ?  It  affected  her  face  and  voice  only.  She  is  a 
dreadful  spectacle ;  yet  within  these  two  days  she  has  made 
our  wretched  cousin  drag  her  round  the  garden  ;  though  even 
Samuel  can  scarce  support  her. — You  would  have  a  great 
treat  if  you  were  here  now,  as  I  am  ranging  and  putting  into 
books  letters  of  our  cousin's  to  me  from  the  year  85  to  93,  and 
often  wish  for  you  to  help  me." 

It  was  not  only  desirable  that  the  effect  of  change  should 
be  tried  for  Cowper's  sake,  but  it  was  also  necessary  that 
some  effectual  steps  should  be  taken  for  altering  an  establish 
ment  which  was  conducted  with  such  reckless  improvidence 
while  Mrs.  Unwin  continued  nominally  at  its  head.  Mr. 
Johnson,  however,  when  he  arrived  at  the  Lodge  in  July  had 
no  intention  of  proposing  a  final  removal ;  but  he  probably 
contemplated  a  longer  absence  for  them  when  he  succeeded 
in  the  difficult  task  of  persuading  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin  to 
return  with  him,  than  had  originally  been  intended.  "  It  was 
a  singularly  happy  circumstance,"  he  says8,  "  that  in  this 
projected  departure  from  his  beloved  Weston,  neither  Cowper, 
nor  Mrs.  Unwin,  nor  either  of  their  friends,  thought  of  any 
thing  farther  than  a  temporary  absence.  For  had  the  measure 
been  suggested  under  the  idea  of  a  final  separation  from  that 
endeared  residence,  (which  was  eventually  found  to  have  been 
the  intention  of  Providence,)  the  anguish  of  Cowper  in  passing 
for  the  last  time  over  the  threshold  of  his  favourite  retire 
ment,  and  in  taking  leave  of  Lady  Hesketh  for  ever,  might  not 
only  have  proved  fatal  to  the  delicate  health  of  his  affectionate 
relative,  but  have  so  extended  itself  to  the  breast  of  his  con 
ductor,  as  to  have  deprived  him  of  the  necessary  fortitude  for 
sustaining  so  long  a  journey  with  so  helpless  a  charge."  No 
definite  plan  indeed  could  be  formed  for  two  persons  who  were 
both  in  such  a  state  of  mind  as  to  render  it  not  improbable 
that  if  they  began  the  journey  they  might  insist  upon  turning 

8  Sketch  of  the  Life  of  Cowper,  p.  M. 
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back.  But  Cowper  had  a  presentiment  that  he  should  never 
return  ;  and  on  a  panel  of  the  window  shutter  in  his  bed 
chamber,  unknown  to  any  person  at  the  time,  he  wrote  these 
lines  : 

Farewell,  dear  scenes,  for  ever  closed  to  me ; 
Oh,  for  what  sorrows  must  I  now  exchange  ye9! 

How  difficult  it  was  to  effect  this  movement,  and  how  un 
certain  that  it  would  be  effected  till  the  very  last,  may  be  un 
derstood  from  a  letter  which  Lady  Hesketh  began  to  Mr. 
Johnson  on  the  evening  of  the  day  after  their  departure. 

Weston,  Wednesday  evening,  July  29,  1795. 

MY    DEAR    SIR    JOHX, 

Here  I  am,  lost  in  wonder  and  astonishment  at  your 

9  I  am  obliged  for  these  lines,  in  the  first  instance,  to  Mr.  Burges ;  he 
informed  me  that  a  friend  of  his,  who  resided  in  that  neighbourhood,  and 
whose  father  was  well  acquainted  with  Cowper,  had  occasion  to  visit  Weston 
early  in  1833 ;  and  going  over  Cowper's  house,  to  see  it  in  atatu  quo, 
for  the  last  time,  as  a  farmer  who  had  just  taken  possession  of  the  place 
was  in  the  act  of  painting  and  whitewashing  the  rooms,  he  found  them, 
written  in  pencil,  and  immediately  recognised  the  hand-writing. 

A  subsequent  communication  from  the  Rev.  Josiah  Bull  (to  whom  I 
have  many  obligations)  authenticates  them,  and  adds  the  following  cir 
cumstance,  explanatory  of  the  two  dates,  which  are  written  under  the 
verses,  thus : 

July  22. 
28,  1795. 

"  The  couplet  is  written  on  the  panel  of  the  window-shutter,  and  the 
room  overlooked  his  garden,  and  commands  a  partial  view  of  those  scenes 
which  were  so  interesting  to  him.  The  lines  are  the  more  touching  as 
being  singularly  prophetic  of  his  unhappy  state  of  mind  during  the  period 
subsequent  to  bis  leaving  Weston.  That  I  might  obtain  an  accurate  copy 
of  them  I  rode  over  to  Weston  yesterday,  and  was  fortunate  enough 
to  meet  with  a  person  who  gave  me  some  information  which  verifies  their 
origin,  and  accounts  for  their  preservation  for  forty  years.  This  indi 
vidual,  whose  name  is  Price,  tells  me  that  he  assisted  in  packing  Mr.  Cow 
per's  goods,  and  that  he  and  others  saw  the  lines  after  he  had  left.  He 
accounted  for  the  second  date  by  the  circumstance  that  Mr.  Cowper  did 
not  leave  Weston  on  the  day  he  expected,  but  not  until  nearly  a  week 
from  that  time.  Price  himself  afterwards  occupied  the  house,  and  says 
that  for  twenty  years  that  very  shutter  was  closed  up  to  avoid  the  tax. 
It  seems  that  it  was  afterwards  opened :  but  two  years  ago,  when  the 
present  occupant  came  to  the  house,  he  found  it  again  closed.  This  pro 
bably  accounts  for  the  preservation  of  the  writing.  It  has  been  unfortu 
nately  retraced,  but  is  evidently  the  fair  and  distinct  hand  of  the  poet. 
There  is  a  word  before  the  second  date,  but  I  am  unable  to  read  it." 
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matchless  generalship,  and  the  uncommonly  successful  manner 
in  which  you  carried  all  your  points, — all  at  least  that  have 
come  to  my  knowledge  ;  and  as  your  caravan  is  not  returned 
to  this  place,  (which  I  promise  you,  I  expected  without  ceasing 
the  whole  of  yesterday,)  you  certainly  keep  going  on  ;  that  is 
undoubted :  and  our  dear,  much  loved,  and  most  unhappy 
cousin  will  actually  to-morrow  find  himself  in  Norfolk!  that 
El  Dorado  which  the  dear  soul  thought  so  utterly  impossible 
for  him  ever  to  attain.  Oh,  my  good  Johnny,  what  an  astonish 
ment  did  you  leave  me  in,  and  in  what  perfect  astonishment 
have  I  lived  ever  since !" 

Care  had  been  taken  that  when  they  reached  Bedford  a  relay 
of  horses  should  be  ready  on  the  skirts  of  the  town,  so  that 
they  passed  through  without  stopping.  "  On  the  evening  of 
the  first  day,"  says  his  kinsman,  "the  quiet  village  of  St. 
Neots,  near  Eaton,  afforded  as  convenient  a  resting  place  for 
the  party  as  could  have  been  desired ;  and  the  peaceful  moon 
light  scenery  of  the  spot  as  Cowper  walked  with  his  kinsman 
up  and  down  the  churchyard,  had  so  favourable  an  effect  on 
his  spirits,  that  he  conversed  with  him  with  much  composure 
on  the  subject  of  Thomson's  Seasons,  and  the  circumstances 
under  which  they  were  probably  written."  Nothing  that  might 
beat  all  compared  with  "this  gleam  of  .cheerfulness  with  which 
it  pleased  God  to  visit  the  afflicted  poet  at  the  commencement 
of  his  journey"  was  ever  again  exhibited  in  his  countenance; 
yet  Mr.  Johnson  says  it  was  a  subject  of  grateful  remembrance 
to  him,  "for  though  it  vanished  from  the  breast  of  Cowper, 
like  the  dew  of  the  morning,  it  preserved  the  sunshine  of  hope 
in  his  own  mind  as  to  the  final  recovery  of  his  revered  rela 
tion  ;  and  that  cheering  hope  never  forsook  him  till  the  object 
of  his  incessant  care  was  sinking  into  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death."  St.  Neot's  churchyard  will  be  visited  by  many  a 
traveller  for  Cowper' s  sake  ;  it  was  there,  and  by  moonlight, 
that  he  saw  for  the  last  time  the  river  Ouse. 

The  same  care  had  been  taken  to  provide  horses  at  Cam 
bridge  as  at  Bedford.  They  passed  the  second  night  at  Barton 
Mills,  which  being  a  solitary  place  was  for  them  a  convenient 
one;  and  on  the  third  day  they  reached  the  village  of  North 
Tuddenham,  their  journey's  end.  There,  "by  the  kindness  of 
the  Rev.  Leonard  Shelford,  they  were  comfortably  accommo 
dated  with  an  untenanted  parsonage  house,  in  which  they 
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were  received  by  Miss  Johnson  and  Miss  Perowne;  the  resi 
dence  of  their  conductor,  in  the  market  place  of  East  Dereham, 
being  thought  unfavourable  to  the  tender  spirit  of  Cowper. 


Lady  Hesketh  finished  her  letter  from  her  house  in  London, 
having  heard  from  their  "  conductor,"  that  they  were  proceed 
ing  well  on  their  journey,  and  anticipating  that  it  was  safely 
completed. 

N.  Norfolk  Street.  Saturday.  Ten  o'clock.  Aug.  1. 

The  upper  part  of  this  letter  was  written,  as  you  will  per 
ceive,  my  dear  delightful  General,  while  I  remained  at  Weston, 
and  while  I  was  filled  with  anxiety  for  the  success  of  your 
wonderful  enterprise.  That  anxiety,  blessed  be  God  for  it! 
your  welcome  letter  of  yesterday  has  entirely  removed  ;  for  I 
cannot  help  prognosticating  every  thing  happy  and  delightful 
from  a  journey  which  has  begun  so  well ;  so  much  better 
indeed  than  could  have  been  hoped  or  imagined  ;  though  I 
always  was  of  opinion  that  nothing  on  earth  was  so  likely  to  re 
move  our  beloved  friend's  malady,  as  change  of  air,  and  an 
entire  new  scene.  Dr.  Willis  said  the  same  thing  last  year  ; 
but  how  to  bring  it  about  was  the  question :  and  I  must 
honestly  confess  that  I  never  should  have  had  the  ingenuity 
to  have  planned,  or  the  courage  to  have  executed  the  scheme 
you  so  nobly  undertook,  and  have,  I  doubt  not,  by  this  time, 
my  Johnny,  so  happily  executed.  But  you,  my  Johnny,  could 
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alone  have  formed  an  idea  of  taking  Madame  as  part  of  your 
travelling  equipage ;  and  but  for  that,  our  poor  friend  would 
still  have  remained  a  miserable  captive  ;  nor  would  she  ever 
have  allowed  him  to  have  strayed  beyond  the  walls  of  his 
prison-house,  had  not  your  friendly  heart  inspired  you  with 
the  happy  idea  of  making  her  the  partner  of  his  flight.  I 
wonder  not  to  find  that  even  she  has  received  benefit  by  this 
expedition. — 

I  must  now  tell  you  that  the  joyful  news  contained  in  your 
letter  agitated  my  spirits  so  much  that  it  was  with  the  greatest 
difficulty  I  scratched  avery  few  lines  to  Mrs.Courtenay  and  Mr. 
Greatheed,  the  latter  of  whom  met  me  when  I  stopped  to 
change  horses  at  Newport  Pagnel,  and  to  whom  I  gave  so  bad 
an  account  of  your  dear  fellow-traveller,  that  he,  I  am  sure, 
will  be  transported  with  joy  at  the  blessed  account  he  will 
receive  this  day, — as  unexpected  to  him  as  to.  myself.  And 
now,  my  dear  Johnny,  let  me  say  that  you  appear  evidently 
to  me  to  be  an  instrument  in  the  hands  of  a  good  Providence, 
to  work  out  comfort,  and  to  be  the  means  of  happiness  to  our 
hitherto  wretched  friend.  There  is  something  so  completely 
astonishing  in  what  you  have  done,  and  there  was  so  little  like 
lihood  that  your  well  concerted  plan  should  yet  ever  be  brought 
to  bear,  that  I  cannot  but  consider  you  as  being  inspired  from 
above  to  do  what  you  have  done.  I  will  only  say,  that  in  re 
turn,  my  dear  good  young  friend,  there  is  no  good,  no  bless 
ing,  either  temporal  or  spiritual,  that  I  do  not  wish  from  my 
inmost  soul  may  be  the  portion  of  you  and  yours  to  all  eternity. 

I  cleared  out  the  desk  as  well  as  I  could,  ranged  the  papers, 
and  put  it  into  your  box,  together  with  the  Homer,  the  Miltons, 
and  all  the  papers  that  I  thought  might  be  useful  to  our  dear 
cousin.  I  then  had  the  box  screwed  down  like  a  coffin,  lest, 
as  it  is  heavy,  and  a  lock  only  in  the  middle,  it  might  chance 
to  burst.  I  left  ample  directions  that  that  box,  and  the  box 
which  contains  Miss  Johnson's  cap,  should  go  by  the  waggon 
on  Thursday  last.  The  key  I  have  sealed  up  and  given  to 
Susie,  who  will  bring  it  with  her.  If  our  dear  cousin  should  go 
on  as  he  has  begun,  I  think  he  will  some  little  time  hence  be 
glad  to  see  his  old  friends,  the  desk,  &c.  May  it  please  a 
gracious  Providence  to  enable  him,  ere  long,  to  make  use  of  it 
for  his  own  benefit,  and  that  of  the  world,  prays 

Your  most  obliged  and  delighted,         H.  HESKETH. 
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Be  not  afraid  of  wanting  money.  A  quarter  of  the  pension 
will  be  paid  in  a  day  or  two  ;  and  you  may  draw  on  me,  or 
I  will  send  you  a  draft  for  any  sum  you  please  ;  but  say  not 
a  word  to  Mrs.  U. 

These  letters  show  how  unhappily  Mrs.  Unwin's  disposition 
had  changed  as  her  mind  and  body  became  more  and  more 
debilitated  ;  and  how  necessary  it  was  that  some  decisive 
measure  should  be  taken  for  delivering  Cowper  from  his  bon 
dage.  The  removal  was  the  only  course  that  could  have  been 
pursued  with  any  reasonable  hope  either  of  present  relief,  or  of 
eventual  recovery.  The  first  object  was  accomplished  by  bring 
ing  his  poor  companion  into  a  situation  where  she  was  no  longer 
mistress  of  the  establishment,  and  consequently  ceased  to  ex 
pect  that  every  thing  should  be  directed  according  to  her  own 
will.  That  will  had  ever  been  subservient  to  his,  while  she 
was  of  sound  mind  ;  it  became  selfish  only  when  she  could  no 
longer  be  considered  as  morally  and  religiously  responsible. 
And  deeply  as  Cowper  was  indebted  to  his  kinsman  Johnson, 
during  the  latter  years  of  his  life,  he  was  for  nothing  more  so 
than  for  having  placed  Mrs.  Unwin  in  circumstances  where 
that  diseased  propensity  was  effectually  checked  ;  where,  instead 
of  being  regarded  by  his  friends  with  feelings  of  displeasure  for 
his  sake,  she  again  became  to  them  an  object  of  respect  and 
tenderness,  and  where  he,  without  utterly  sacrificing  his  health 
and  those  pursuits  on  which  that  health  so  greatly  depended, 
could  still  affectionately  discharge  the  debt  of  gratitude  that 
he  owed  her. 

As  the  time  of  the  year  was  favourable,  and  Cowper  was 
capable  of  taking  considerable  exercise,  Mr.  Johnson  took  many 
walks  with  him  in  the  retired  neighbourhood  of  Tuddenham. 
In  one  of  these  they  reached  the  house  of  his  cousin,  Mrs. 
Bodham,  at  Mattishall.  At  the  sight  of  his  own  portrait  by 
Abbot,  he  clasped  his  hands  passionately,  and  uttered  a  vehe 
ment  wish  that  his  feelings  were,  or  could  again  be,  such  as 
they  were  when  that  picture  was  painted. 

In  August,  hoping  that  both  the  invalids  might  derive 
some  benefit  from  sea  air,  Mr.  Johnson  took  them  to  the 
village  of  Mundsley10,  on  the  Norfolk  coast.  Cowper,  in  his 

10  n  \Vhere,  some  years  ago,"  says  Gibson,  in  his  additions  to  Camden, 
"  at  a  cliff  were  taken  up  some  large  bones,  (thought  to  be  of  a  monster,) 
which  were  petrified." 
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better  days,  had  taken  great  delight  in  walking  on  the  shore. 
"I  think  with  you,"  he  says,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Unwin11,  "  that 
the  most  magnificent  object  under  heaven  is  the  great  deep  ; 
and  cannot  but  feel  an  unpolite  species  of  astonishment  when 
I  consider  the  multitudes  that  view  it  without  emotion,  and  even 
without  reflection.  In  all  its  various  forms,  it  is  an  object  of 
all  others  the  most  suited  to  affect  us  with  lasting  impressions 
of  the  aweful  Power  that  created  and  controls  it.  I  am  the  less 
inclined  to  think  this  negligence  excusable,  because,  at  a  time 
of  life,  when  I  gave  as  little  attention  to  religious  subjects  as 
almost  any  man,  I  yet  remember  that  the  waves  could  preach  to 
me,  and  that,  in  the  midst  of  dissipation,  I  had  an  ear  to  hear 
them.  One  of  Shakespeare's  characters  says,  '  I  am  never 
merry  when  I  hear  sweet  music.'  The  same  effect  that  har 
mony  seems  to  have  had  upon  him,  I  have  experienced  from 
the  sight  and  sound  of  the  ocean,  which  have  often  composed 
my  thoughts  into  a  melancholy,  not  unpleasing,  nor  without 
its  use." 

Mundsley  was  a  place  at  which  Cowper  had  been  in  his 
youth,  when  he  visited  his  maternal  relations.  The  'pleasure 
which  he  had  then  felt  never  could  return ;  but  to  the  solemn 
effect  which  the  waves  produced  he  was  still  able  to  surrender 
himself ;  and  they  had  not  been  there  long  before  Mr.  Johnson 
perceived  that  there  was  something  inexpressibly  soothing  to 
Cowper  in  the  monotonous  sound  of  the  breakers  ;  and  this, 
he  says,  "  induced  him  to  confine  the  walks  of  the  poet,  whom 
dejection  precluded  from  the  exercise  of  all  choice  whatever, 
or  at  least  the  expression  of  it,  almost  wholly  to  the  sands, 
which  at  Mundsley  are  remarkably  firm  and  level." 

From  this  place  Cowper  began  the  last  series  of  his  letters 
to  Lady  Hesketh.  They  begin  gloomily,  and  grow  darker  and 
darker  to  their  close. 

TO  LADY   HESKETH,    CHELTENHAM,    GLOCESTEESHIEE. 

Mundesley,  near  North  Walsham,  Aug.  27, 1795. 
Hopeless  as  ever,  and  chiefly  to  gratify  myself  by  once  more 
setting  pen  to  paper,  I  address  a  very  few  lines  to  one  whom 
it  would  be  a  comfort  to  me  to  gratify  as  much  by  sending 
them.  The  most  forlorn  of  beings  I  tread  a  shore  under  the 
burthen  of  infinite  despair,  that  I  once  trod  all  cheerfulness 

11  Sept.  26,  1781. 
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and  joy.  I  view  every  vessel  that  approaches  the  coast  with 
an  eye  of  jealousy  and  fear,  lest  it  arrive  with  a  commission  to 
seize  me.  But  my  insensibility,  which  you  say  is  a  mystery  to 
you,  because  it  seems  incompatible  with  such  fear,  has  the  effect 
of  courage,  and  enables  me  to  go  forth,  as  if  on  purpose  to 
place  myself  in  the  way  of  danger.  The  cliff  is  here  of  a  height 
that  it  is  terrible  to  look  down  from  ;  and  yesterday  evening,  by 
moonlight,  I  passed  sometimes  within  a  foot  of  the  edge  of  it, 
from  which  to  have  fallen  would  probably  have  been  to  be 
dashed  in  pieces.  But  though  to  have  been  dashed  in  pieces 
would  perhaps  have  been  best  for  me,  I  shrunk  from  the  pre 
cipice,  and  am  waiting  to  be  dashed  in  pieces  by  other  means. 
At  two  miles  distance  on  the  coast  is  a  solitary  pillar  of  rock, 
that  the  crumbling  cliff  has  left  at  the  high  water-mark.  I 
have  visited  it  twice,  and  have  found  it  an  emblem  of  myself. 
Torn  from  my  natural  connexions,  I  stand  alone  and  expect  the 
storm  that  shall  displace  me. 

I  have  no  expectation  that  I  shall  ever  see  you  more,  though 
Samuel  assures  me  that  I  shall  visit  Weston  again,  and  that  you 
will  meet  me  there.  My  terrors,  when  I  left  it,  would  not 
permit  me  to  say — Farewell  for  ever — which  now  I  do ;  wishing, 
but  vainly  wishing  to  see  you  yet  once  more,  and  equally  wish 
ing  that  I  could  now  as  confidently,  and  as  warmly  as  once 
I  could,  subscribe  myself  affectionately  yours  ;  but  every  feel 
ing  that  would  warrant  the  doing  it,  has,  as  you  too  well  know, 
long  since  forsaken  the  bosom  of  W.  C. 

Mr.  Johnson  is  gone  to  North  Walsham,  and  knows  not  that 
1  write. 

Mrs.  Unwin  sends  her  affectionate  respects  and  compli 
ments. 

Soon  afterwards  he  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Mr. 
Buchanan.  "  It  shows,"  says  Hayley,  "  the  severity  of  his 
depression  ;  but  shows  also  that  faint  gleams  of  pleasure 
could  occasionally  break  through  the  settled  darkness  of  me 
lancholy."  He  began  with  a  quotation. 

"  To  interpose  a  little  ease, 
Let  my  frail  thoughts  dally  with  false  surmise." 

"  I  will  forget  for  a  moment,  that  to  whomsoever  I  may  ad 
dress  myself,  a  letter  from  me  can  no  otherwise  be  welcome, 
than  as  a  curiosity.  To  you,  Sir,  I  address  this  ;  urged  to  it 
by  extreme  penury  of  employment,  and  the  desire  I  feel  to 
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learn  something  of  what  is  doing,  and  has  heen  done  at  Western 
(my  beloved  Weston !)  since  I  left  it. 

"  The  coldness  of  these  blasts,  even  in  the  hottest  days,  has 
been  such,  that  added  to  the  irritation  of  the  salt  spray,  with 
which  they  are  always  charged,  they  have  occasioned  me  an 
inflammation  in  the  eyelids,  which  threatened  a  few  days  since 
to  confine  me  entirely ;  but  by  absenting  myself  as  much  as 
possible  from  the  beach,  and  guarding  my  face  with  an  um 
brella,  that  inconvenience  is  in  some  degree  abated.  My 
chamber  commands  a  very  near  view  of  the  ocean,  and  the  ships 
at  high  water  approach  the  coast  so  closely,  that  a  man  fur 
nished  with  better  eyes  than  mine  might,  I  doubt  not,  discern 
the  sailors  from  the  window.  No  situation,  at  least  when  the 
weather  is  clear  and  bright,  can  be  pleasanter  ;  which  you  will 
easily  credit,  when  I  add  that  it  imparts  something  a  little  re 
sembling  pleasure  even  to  me. — Gratify  me  with  news  from 
Weston !  If  Mr.  Gregson,  and  your  neighbours  the  Courte- 
nays  are  there,  mention  me  to  them  in  such  terms  as  you  see 
good.  Tell  me  if  my  poor  birds  are  living  ?  I  never  see  the 
herbs  I  used  to  give  them  without  a  recollection  of  them,  and 
sometimes  are  ready  to  gather  them,  forgetting  that  I  am  not 
at  home.  Pardon  this  intrusion  ! 

"  Mrs.  Unwin  continue  much  as  usual. 
"  Mundsley,  Sept.  5,  1795." 

Mr.  Johnson's  hopes  were  "  greatly  elevated  by  the  unex 
pected  dispatch  of  this  epistle,  which  he  hailed,  he  says,  as  the 
forerunner  of  many  more,  each  contributing  something  to  the 
alleviation  of  hismelancholy."  It  appears  therefore  that  Cowper 
had  not  informed  him  of  his  having  written  to  Lady  Hesketh  ; 
and  indeed  the  next  letter12  to  his  cousin  implies  that,  with  a 
feeling  common  to  persons  in  his  state,  he  thought  fit  to  write 
to  her  secretly,  and  supposed  himself  to  be  no  longer  master 
of  his  own  actions. 

TO  LADY  HESKETH,  CHELTENHAM. 

Mr.  Johnson  is  again  absent ;  gone  to  Mattishall,  a  circum 
stance  to  which  I  am  indebted  for  an  opportunity  to  answer 
your  letter  as  soon  almost  as  I  have  received  it.  Were  he  pre 
sent,  I  feel  that  I  could  not  do  it. — You  say  it  gives  you 

"The  letter  is  without  date,  but  marked  by  Lady  Hesketh  as  the  second 
of  the  series. 
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pleasure  to  hear  from  me,  and  I  resolve  to  forget  for  a  mo 
ment  my  conviction  that  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  give  pleasure 
to  any  body.  You  have  heard  much  from  my  lips  that  I  am 
sure  has  given  you  none  ;  if  what  comes  from  my  pen  be  less 
unpalatable,  none  has  therefore  so  strong  a  claim  to  it  as 
yourself. 

My  walks  on  the  sea-shore  have  been  paid  for  by  swelled 
and  inflamed  eyelids,  and  I  now  recollect  that  such  was  always 
the  condition  of  mine  in  the  same  situation.  A  natural  effect 
I  suppose,  at  least  upon  eyelids  so  subject  to  disorder  as  mine, 
of  the  salt  spray  and  cold  winds,  which  on  the  coast  are  hardly 
ever  less  than  violent.  I  now  therefore  abandon  my  favourite 
walk,  and  wander  in  lanes  and  under  hedges.  As  heavy  a 
price  I  have  paid  for  a  long  journey,  performed  on  foot  to  a 
place  called  Hazeborough.  That  day  was  indeed  a  day  spent 
in  walking,  I  was  much  averse  to  the  journey,  both  on  ac 
count  of  the  distance  and  the  uncertainty  of  what  I  should  find 
there  ;  but  Mr,  Johnson  insisted.  We  set  out  accordingly,  and 
I  was  almost  ready  to  sink  with  fatigue  long  before  we  reached 
the  place  of  our  destination.  The  only  inn  was  full  of  com 
pany  ;  but  my  companion  having  an  opportunity  to  borrow  a 
lodging  for  an  hour  or  two,  he  did  so,  and  thither  we  retired. 
We  learned  on  enquiry,  that  the  place  is  eight  miles  distant 
from  this,  and  though,  by  the  help  of  a  guide,  we  shortened  it 
about  a  mile  in  our  return,  the  length  of  the  way  occasioned 
me  a  fever,  which  I  have  had  now  these  four  days,  and  per 
haps  shall  not  be  rid  of  in  four  more;  perhaps  never.  Mr. 
J.  and  Samuel,  after  dinner,  visited  the  light-house.  A  grati 
fication  which  would  have  been  none  to  me  for  several  reasons, 
but  especially  because  I  found  no  need  to  add  to  the  number  of 
steps  I  had  to  take  before  I  should  find  myself  at  home  again. 
I  learned  however  from  them  that  it  is  a  curious  structure.  The 
building  is  circular,  but  the  stairs  are  not  so,  flight  above 
flight,  with  a  commodious  landing  at  every  twentieth  stair,  they 
ascend  to  the  height  of  four  stories ;  and  there  is  a  spacious 
and  handsome  apartment  at  every  landing.  The  light  is  given 
by  the  patent  lamp,  of  which  there  are  two  ranges  :  six  lamps 
in  the  upper  range,  and  five  in  the  lower ;  both  ranges,  as 
you  may  suppose,  at  the  top  of  the  house.  Each  lamp  has  a 
broad  silver  reflector  behind  it.  The  present  occupant  was 
once  commander  of  a  large  merchant-man,  but,  having  chas- 
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tised  a  boy  of  his  crew  with  too  much  severity,  was  displaced 
and  consequently  ruined.  He  had,  however,  a  friend  in  the 
Trinity-House,  who,  soon  after  this  was  built,  asked  him  if  he 
would  accept  the  charge  of  it;  and  the  cashiered  captain, 
judging  it  better  to  be  such  a  lamp-lighter  than  to  starve,  very 
readily  and  very  wisely  closed  with  the  offer.  He  has  only  the 
trouble  of  scouring  the  silver  plates  every  day,  and  of  rising 
every  night  at  twelve  to  trim  the  lamps,  for  which  he  has  a 
competent  salary  (Samuel  forgets  the  amount  of  it,)  and  he 
and  his  family  a  pleasant  and  comfortable  abode. 

I  have  said  as  little  of  myself  as  I  could,  that  my  letter 
might  be  more  worth  the  postage.  My  next  will  perhaps  be 
less  worth  it,  should  any  next  ensue ;  for  I  meet  with  little 
variety,  and  shall  jaot  be  very  willing  to  travel  fifteen  miles  on 
foot  again,  to  find  it.  I  have  seen  no  fish  since  I  came  here, 
except  a  dead  sprat  upon  the  sands,  and  one  piece  of  cod,  from 
Norwich,  too  stale  to  be  eaten,  Adieu.  W.  C. 

Mr.  Johnson  had  found,  that,  "shattered  as  Cowper's 
frame  was,  and  reduced  even  to  a  consumptive  thinness,  it  yet 
retained  a  considerable  portion  of  muscular  strength."  When 
they  had  explored  all  the  walks  within  reach  of  Mundsley,  they 
made  a  journey  of  fifty  miles,  by  way  of  Cromer,  Holt,  and 
Fakenham,  to  look  at  Dunham  Lodge,  a  house  then  vacant, 
standing  on  high  ground  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Swaffham. 
Cowper  observed  that  it  was  rather  too  spacious  for  his  re 
quirements  ;  but  Mr.  Johnson  thought  that  he  did  not  seem 
unwilling  to  inhabit  it,  and  as  he  thought  also  that  the  situation 
would  be  more  suitable  for  him  than  his  own  house  in  the 
market  place  at  East  Dereham,  he  determined  to  treat  for  it. 
They  returned  by  a  different  route  to  Mundsley,  "  the  health, 
if  not  the  spirits,  of  Cowper  having  been  benefitted  by  this  jour 
ney,  though  Mrs.  Unwin's  infirmities  continued  the  same." 
Mr.  Johnson  was  probably  absent  in  preparing  for  their 
removal  to  Dunham  Lodge,  when  Cowper,  who  at  this  time 
communicated  none  of  his  wishes  here,  supposed  him  to  be 
gone,  whither  he  himself  would  fain  have  returned,  to  Weston. 
That  feeling  he  expressed  with  bitter  sorrow  to  Lady  Hesketh. 

TO  LADY  HE3KETH,  CHELTENHAM. 

Mundesly,  Sept.  26,  1795. 
Mr.  Johnson  is  gone  forth  again,  and  again,  for  the  last 
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time  I  suppose  that  I  shall  ever  do  it,  I  address  a  line  to  you. 
I  knew  not  of  his  intentions  to  leave  me  till  the  day  before 
he  did  so.  Like  every  thing  else  that  constitutes  my  wretched 
lot,  this  departure  of  his  was  sudden,  and  shocked  me  accord 
ingly.  He  enjoined  me  before  he  went,  if  I  wrote  at  all  in 
his  absence,  to  write  to  Mr.  Newton.  But  I  cannot,  and  so  I 
told  him.  Whither  he  is  gone  I  know  not ;  at  least  I  know 
not  by  information  from  himself.  Samuel  tells  me  that  he 
thinks  his  destination  is  to  Weston.  But  why  to  Weston  is 
unimaginable  to  me.  I  shall  never  see  Weston  more.  I  have 
been  tossed  like  a  ball  into  a  far  country,  from  which  there  is 
no  rebound  for  me.  There  indeed  I  lived  a  life  of  infinite 
despair,  and  such  is  my  life  in  Norfolk.  Such  indeed  it  would 
be  in  any  given  spot  upon  the  face  of  the  globe ;  but  to  have 
passed  the  little  time  that  remained  to  me  there,  was  the 
desire  of  my  heart.  My  heart's  desire  however  has  been  always 
frustrated  in  every  thing  that  it  ever  settled  on,  and  by  means 
that  have  made  my  disappointments  inevitable.  When  I  left 
Weston  I  despaired  of  reaching  Norfolk,  and  now  that  I  have 
reached  Norfolk,  I  am  equally  hopeless  of  ever  reaching 
Weston  more.  What  a  lot  is  mine !  Why  was  existence  given 
to  a  creature  that  might  possibly,  and  would  probably  become 
wretched  in  the  degree  that  I  have  been  so  ?  and  whom  misery 
such  as  mine,  was  almost  sure  to  overwhelm  in  a  moment. 
But  the  question  is  vain.  I  existed  by  a  decree  from  which 
there  was  no  appeal,  and  on  terms  the  most  tremendous,  because 
unknown  to,  and  even  unsuspected  by  me ;  difficult  to  be 
complied  with  had  they  been  foreknown,  and  unforeknown,  im 
practicable.  Of  this  truth  I  have  no  witness  but  my  own  ex 
perience  ;  a  witness,  whose  testimony  will  not  be  admitted. 
But  farewell  to  a  subject  with  which  I  can  only  weary  you,  and 
blot  the  paper  to  no  purpose. 

You  assure  me  that  I  shall  see  you  again  ;  tell  me  where  and 
when,  I  shall  see  you,  and  I  will  believe  you  if  it  be  possible. 

Samuel  desires  me  to  present  his  duty  to  you.  His  wife  is 
gone  to  Weston,  and  he  wishes  me  to  say  that  if  Mrs.  Herbert 
has  any  concerns  there  that  Nanny  can  settle  for  her,  and  will 
give  her  the  necessary  directions,  she  may  depend  upon  their 
being  exactly  attended  to.  With  Mrs.  Unwin's  respects,  I  re 
main  the  forlorn  and  miserable  being  I  was  when  I  wrote  last. 

W.  C. 

8.  C- — 2.  K 
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In  the  course  of  October,  Mr.  Johnson  removed  his  charge  to 
DUNHAM  LODGE,  as  their  settled  residence.      He  had  hoped 


that  Cowper's  letter  to  Mr.  Buchanan  might  he  the  means  of 
engaging  him  in  a  correspondence,  and  thus  gradually  lead  him 
to  resume  those  employments  which  heretofore  had  always 
seemed  to  suspend  his  malady.  But  though  Mr.  Buchanan 
in  his  reply,  endeavoured  to  invite  this,  it  was  without  success. 
As  winter  approached,  walking  it  is  said  was  rendered  im 
practicable,  probably  because,  while  his  eyes  were  affected,  the 
cold  winds  of  Norfolk  confined  him  to  the  house  as  much  as 
the  miry  ways  about  Olney  had  done  in  former  years.  He 
would  neither  write  nor  read  at  any  time  ;  but  he  was  willing  to 
listen  as  long  as  his  kinsman  would  read  to  him.  The  only 
books,  however,  which  appeared  to  interest  him,  were  "  works 
of  fiction  ;"  and  "  so  happy,"  says  Mr.  Johnson,  "  was  the  in 
fluence  of  these  in  riveting  his  attention,  that  he  discovered 
peculiar  satisfaction,  when  any  one  of  more  than  ordinary 
length  was  introduced."  As  soon  as  this  was  perceived, 
Richardson's  novels  were  procured  ;  and  he  heard  them  with 
more  pleasure  because  he  had  been  personally  acquainted  with 
the  author ;  perhaps  too,  because  there  may  be  more  satisfac 
tion,  in  reperusing  a  good  book  after  an  interval  of  many 
years,  than  is  felt  in  reading  it  for  the  first  time. 

Mr.  Johnson  thought  that  these  readings  abstracted  Cowper 
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from  the  contemplation  of  his  own  misery :  and  this  effect 
might  be  produced  in  a  considerable  degree,  even  if  he  were 
as  totally  incapable  of  listening  with  any  continuous  attention, 
as  he  described  himself  in  his  next  letter  to  Lady  Hesketh. 

TO   THE   LADY   HESKETH,    BATH. 

Jan.  22,  1796. 

I  little  thought  ever  to  have  addressed  you  by  letter  more.  I 
have  become  daily  and  hourly  worse,  ever  since  I  left  Mundsley  : 
there  I  had  something  like  a  gleam  of  hope  allowed  me,  that 
possibly  my  life  might  be  granted  me  for  a  longer  time  than  I 
had  been  used  to  suppose,  though  only  on  the  dreadful  terms 
of  accumulating  future  misery  on  myself,  and  for  no  other 
reason ;  but  even  that  hope  has  long  since  forsaken  me,  and  I 
now  consider  this  letter  as  the  warrant  of  my  own  dreadful  end ; 
as  the  fulfilment  of  a  word  heard  in  better  days,  at  least  six  and 
twenty  years  ago.  A  word  which  to  have  understood  at  the 
time  when  it  reached  me,  would  have  been,  at  least  might  have 
been,  a  happiness  indeed  to  me ;  but  my  cruel  destiny  denied 
me  the  privilege  of  understanding  any  thing  that,  in  the  horri 
ble  moment  that  came  winged  with  my  immediate  destruction, 
might  have  served  to  aid  me.  You  know  my  story  far  better 
than  I  am  able  to  relate  it.  Infinite  despair  is  a  sad  prompter . 
I  expect  that  in  six  days'  time,  at  the  latest,  I  shall  no  longer 
foresee,  but  feel  the  accomplishment  of  all  my  fears.  Oh,  lot 
of  unexampled  misery  incurred  in  a  moment!  Oh  wretch!  to 
whom  death  and  life  are  alike  impossible !  Most  miserable  at 
present  in  this,  that  being  thus  miserable  I  have  my  senses 
continued  to  me,  only  that  I  may  look  forward  to  the  worst. 
It  is  certain,  at  least,  that  I  have  them  for  no  other  purpose, 
and  but  very  imperfectly  even  for  this.  My  thoughts  are  like 
loose  and  dry  sand,  which  the  closer  it  is  grasped  slips  the 
•ooner  away.  Mr.  Johnson  reads  to  me,  but  I  lose  every  other 
sentence  through  the  inevitable  wanderings  of  my  mind,  and 
experience,  as  I  have  these  two  years,  the  same  shattered  mode 
of  thinking  on  every  subject,  and  on  all  occasions.  If  I  seem 
to  write  with  more  connexion,  it  is  only  because  the  gaps  do 
not  appear. 

Adieu. — I  shall  not  be  here  to  receive  your  answer,  neither 
shall  I  ever  see  you  more.  Such  is  the  expectation  of  the  most 
desperate  and  most  miserable  of  all  beings.  W.  C. 

K  2 
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In  this  miserable  letter  he  alludes  to  his  old  illusion  of  audi 
ble  revelations,  and  to  a  notion  which  possessed  him  now,  that 
he  should  never  die,  but  was  speedily  to  be  carried  away  in  the 
body  to  some  place  of  torment.  I  have  already  observed  that 
such  notions  as  the  latter,  affect  the  insane  person  who  expresses 
them  no  more  than  if  he  were  in  a  dream,  probably  not  so 
much.  The  former  was  not  an  "  unreal  mockery  ;"  the  words 
which  occurred  to  him  on  waking,  though  but  his  own  imagi 
nations,  were  organically  heard,  and  Mr.  Johnson  perceiving 
how  fully  he  was  impressed  with  a  belief  in  their  reality, 
ventured  upon  a  questionable  experiment.  He  introduced  a 
tube  into  his  chamber,  near  the  bed's  head,  and  employed  one 
with  whose  voice  Cowper  was  not  acquainted,  to  speak  words  of 
comfort  through  this  conveyance.  The  hazardous  artifice  was 
never  discovered,  and  is  not  likely  to  have  had  any  more  effect 
than  had  been  produced  by  Teedon's  communications.  It  may 
be  surmised  from  the  following  letter,  that  it  was  attempted  by 
this  means  to  encourage  him  to  resume  his  employments. 

TO  THE  LADY  HESKETH,  BATH. 

February  19,  1796. 

Could  I  address  you  as  I  used  to  do,  with  what  delight  should 
I  begin  this  letter  !  But  that  delight,  and  every  other  sensation 
of  the  kind,  has  long  since  forsaken  me  for  ever.  The  conse 
quence  is,  that  I  neither  know  for  what  cause  I  write,  nor  of 
what  materials  to  compose  what  shall  be  written;  my  groans, 
could  they  be  expressed  here,  would  presently  fill  the  paper.  I 
write,  however,  at  the  instance  of  Mr.  Johnson,  and,  as  I  al 
ways  think,  so  always  on  the  last  occasion  more  assuredly  than 
on  any  of  the  former,  for  the  very  last  time.  He,  I  know, 
enquired  in  a  letter  he  lately  sent  you,  when  we  might  expect 
you  here.  Whatever  day  you  name  in  your  reply,  will  be  a  day 
that  I  shall  never  see  :  nor  have  I  even  the  hope,  unless  it 
come  to-morrow,  that  your  reply  itself  will  reach  this  place  be 
fore  I  am  taken  from  it.  The  uncertainty  i»  dreadful,  and  all 
remedy  for  it  impracticable.  But  why  tell  you  what  I  think 
of  myself,  of  my  present  condition,  and  of  the  means  employed 
to  reduce  me  to  it  ?  My  thoughts  on  all  these  subjects  are  too 
well  known  to  you  to  need  any  recital  here.  All  my  themes 
of  misery  may  be  summed  in  one  word,  He  who  made  me,  re 
grets  that  ever  he  did.  Many  years  have  passed  since  I  learned 
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this  terrible  truth  from  Himself,  and  the  interval  has  been 
spent  accordingly.  Adieu — I  shall  write  to  you  no  more.  I 
am  promised  months  of  continuance  here,  and  should  be  some 
what  less  a  wretch  in  my  present  feelings,  could  I  credit  the 
promise,  but  effectual  care  is  taken  that  I  shall  not.  The  night 
contradicts  the  day,  and  I  go  down  the  torrent  of  time  into 
the  gulf  that  I  have  expected  to  plunge  into  so  long.  A  few 
hours  remain,  but  among  those  few  not  one  is  found,  a  part 
of  which  I  shall  ever  employ  in  writing  to  you  again.  Once 
more  therefore  adieu — and  adieu  to  the  pen  for  ever.  I  sup 
press  a  thousand  agonies  to  add  only  W.  C. 

Mr.  Johnson  says  he  shall  expect  me  to  resume  the  pen 
and  my  former  employments  on  Tuesday  se'nnight.  But 
what  I  have  written  here,  on  my  reperusal  of  it,  convinces  me, 
as  it  may  him,  that  it  will  be  in  vain.  Some  other  dreadful 
thing  will  happen  to  me,  and  not  the  desirable  one  announced. 

Lady  Hesketh  alludes  to  this  letter  when  writing  to  Mr. 
Johnson13.  "  It  grieves  me,"  says  she,  "  to  find  our  beloved 
friend  is  still  so  miserable  in  his  mind,  and  so  full  of  those 
dreadful  apprehensions.  But  still  I  cannot  think  you  did 
wrong  to  fix  a  day  for  his  beginning  his  old  occupations  again. 
I  think  it  the  less,  because  in  the  dear  soul's  last  letter  to  me, 
he  says  that  you  have  told  him  that  on  such  a  day  he  shall 
do  so,  but  that  he  is  convinced  it  will  be  vain,  and  that  instead 
of  that  something  dreadful  will  take  place  and  prevent  it.  I 
mean  to  write  to  this  dear  creature  by  this  post,  if  I  can,  and 
will  then  remind  him,  as  I  have  often  done  before,  that  the 
period  he  dreaded  with  so  li ttle  reason  is  past ;  and  if  you  was 
as  good  as  your  word,  and  did  really  put  his  books  and  papers 
before  him,  on  the  day  you  promised,  it  would  serve,  I  should 
hope,  to  show  him  that  you  have  kept  your  word,  and  that 
his  abominable  whisperers  never  do  ;  by  which  the  nnhappy 
man  may  possibly  be  brought  to  think  that  which  is  most  true, 
that  they  never  will" 

"At  this  time,"  says  Mr.  Johnson,  "the  tender  spirit  of 
Cowper  clung  exceedingly  to  those  about  him,  and  seemed  to  be 
haunted  with  a  continual  dread  that  they  would  leave  him  alone 
in  his  solitary  mansion.  Sunday,  therefore,  was  a  day  of  more 
than  ordinary  apprehension  to  him,  as  the  furthest  of  his  kins- 
is  March  13,  1796. 
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man's  churches  being  fifteen  miles  from  the  Lodge,  he  was 
necessarily  absent  during  the  whole  of  the  sabbath, 
occasions  it  was  the  constant  practice  of  the  dejected  poet 
listen  frequently  on  the  steps  of  the  hall  door  for  the  barking 
of    dogs  at  a  farm-house,  which,  in  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
though  at  nearly  the  distance  of  two  miles,  invariably  an 
nounced  the  approach  of  his  companion." 

Dunham  Lodge  being  thus  found,  (as  might  have  been  tore- 
seen,)  an  inconvenient  place  of  abode,  Mr.  Johnson  looked 
out  for  a  house  equally  retired,  but  nearer  the  scene  of  his 
ministerial  duties.  The  enquiry  was  unsuccessful,  he  then 
ventured  to  ask  Cowper  whether  he  should  object  to  reside  in 
Dereham,  and  to  his  surprise  it  appeared  that  "  he  not  only 
preferred  it  to  his  present  situation,  but  if  the  question  had 
been  put  to  him  in  the  first  instance,  would  never  have  wished 
to  reside  any  where  else."  It  was  agreed,  therefore,  that  they 
should  remain  where  they  were  only  till  they  went  to  Mundsley 
for  the  summer,  and  that  when  they  left  the  coast,  they  should 
establish  themselves  at  Dereham. 

Meantime  the  weary  hours  of  hopeless  inactivity  were  be 
guiled  by  taking  him  out  when  the  weather  permitted,  either 
to  walk,  or  in  an  open  carriage,  and  by  reading  novels,  to 
which  he  seemed  to  listen  with  increased  interest.  In  April, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Powley  came  from  Yorkshire  to  see  Mrs.  Unwm 
once  more  ;  deplorably  indeed  was  she  changed  since  then-last 
visit  to  Weston ;  they  came  to  share  for  a  little  while  "  the 
tender  and  even  filial  attention"  which  Cowper  had  never 
ceased  to  pay  her,  and  Mr.  Johnson  says  "it  could  not  but 
be  a  gratifying  spectacle  for  them  to  see  how  assiduously  he 
watched  over  her,  even  in  his  darkest  seasons  of  depression." 
Mr.  Powley  read  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  to  her  every  morning 
before  she  rose  ;  after  his  departure  Mr.  Johnson  continued 
this  custom,  and  as  Cowper  always  visited  Mrs.  Unwin's  chamber 
the  moment  he  had  finished  his  breakfast,  he  tried  the  effect  of 
reading  it  at  that  time.  "  It  was  a  pleasing  discovery,"  he 
says,  "  to  find  that  immersed  as  his  unhappy  kinsman  was  in 
the  depths  of  despondence,  all  the  billows  of  which  had  gone 
over  his  soul,  he  could  yet  listen  with  composure  to  the  voice 
of  inspiration,  of  which  he  had  been  conceived  to  be  unwill 
ing  to  hear  even  the  name."  Encouraged  by  this  experiment, 
Mr.  Johnson  "ventured  in  the  course  of  a  few  days  to  let  the 


COWPER  IN  NORFOLK.  135 

members  of  his  family  meet  for  prayers  in  the  room  where 

£^7%  TT1  °f  asfemblinS  in  »<>««*  apartment, 7s 
they  had  hitherto  done,  under  the  influence,  as  it  proved  of  a 
misconception  with  regard  to  his  ability  to  attend  the  service. 
Un  the  first  occurrence  of  this  new  arrangement,  of  which 

to^fT"1  ^  J^  PreVlOU8ly  P™  ^'hewas'  preparing 
to  leave  the  room,  but  was  prevailed  on  by  a  word  of  soothing 
and  whispered  entreaty  to  resume  his  seat"  " 

Lire?ang^Vielftter  had  teken  Place  in  ^  bodily 
health  ;  from  which  Hayley,  who  looked  upon  the  tidings  which 
he  received  at  this  time  from  Norfolk  as  "good  in  a  very  de 
lightful  degree15,''  augured  a  speedy  restoration,  "not  only  of 
the  tranquillity,  but  even  of  the  splendour  of  his  mind.  God 
grant,  said  he,  « that  he  may  soon  smile  upon  us  all,  like  the 
sun  new  risen  !  But  I  have  a  strong  persuasion  on  ihaTsub! 

ildV^  '  fl  ^Tr^78^'  (I  kao^othow,)  thatthegood 
lady  s  flight  to  heaven  will  prove  the  precursor  of  his  perfect 
mental  recovery."  Those  hopes  were  greatly  raised  soon  after 
wards,  when,  by  a  fortunate  incident,  he  was  led  to  employ 
mmseli  once  more.  J 

Gilbert  Wakefield's  edition  of  Pope's  Homer  had  been  re 
cently  published.     Mr.  Johnson  observed  in  Cowper's  hearing 
that  ui  some  places  the  two  translations  were  compared  in  it 
C^M  Kar         eleven  volumes  in  a  large  unfrequented  room,' 
i  which  Cowper  used  to   take  a  few  melancholy  turns  by 
himself  every  morning  in  his  way  back  from  Mrs.  Unwin's 
apartment  to  the  parlour.     The  next  day  it  was  found  that  he 
had  looked  for  these,  and  had  made  some  corrections  in  his 
own  version  in  consequence.     This  reviving  interest  in  what  so 
ong  had  been  his  favourite  occupation  was  dexterously  en 
couraged  by  his  kinsman,  till  he  saw  him  sedulously  engaged 
in  revising  the  whole  work.     Cowper  set  about  thisVith  such 
spirits,  that  he  said  he  had  never  known  till  then  how  Homer 
ought  to  be  translated;.,  a  speech  which  might  have  been 
thought  to  imply  more  failure  of  judgment  than  return  of  sanity 
It  was,  however,  reported  to  Hayley  with  delight,  and  heard  by 
him  with  exultation ;  and  he  was  pressed  to  visit  his  poor  friend 
now,  when  his  presence  seemed  likely  to  accelerate  the  happy 
change  which  had  begun.      But  Hayley  had  other  engage 
ments  at  this  time,  which  he  would  have  postponed  if  he  had 
*  Sketch,  Lxvi,  kvii.  15  TO  Mr.  Johnson.  May  6,  1796 
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apprehended  that  it  might  never  afterwards  be  in  his  power 
to  undertake  the  journey  with  any  reasonable  expectations  of 
being  joyfully  received. 

Eagerly  as  Cowper  had  resumed  his  employment,  their  re 
moval  to  the  coast  in  the  ensuing  month  unsettled  him ;  he 
discontinued  it  immediately,  and  derived  no  benefit  from  sea 
air  and  exercise,  so  that  they  left  Mundsley  with  darker  pros 
pects  than  when  they  went  there.  And  now  they  took  up  their 
abode  at  East  Dereham,  a  town  nearly  in  the  centre  of  Nor 
folk,  and  containing  at  that  time  about  two  thousand  five 
hundred  inhabitants. 

In  the  seventh  century,  Withburga,  daughter  of  the  East 
Anglian  king  Anna,  (who  was  famous  for  the  number  of  his 
canonized  children)  removed  from  Holkham  to  an  oratory 
which  she  had  built  for  herself  and  her  maidens  at  this  place, 
then  only  a  village,  and  called  Derrega.  Here  she  gave  herself 
entirely  to  contemplation,  living  what  her  biographers  call  an 
angelical  life.  Now  it  happened,  says  the  legend,  that  she  and 
her  innocent  family  of  virgins,  her  attendants,  being  solicitous 
to  feed  their  minds  with  spiritual  delicacies,  fell  into  want 
of  necessary  sustenance  ;  whereupon  the  holy  virgin,  careful  of 
her  companions,  addressed  her  prayers  to  her  heavenly  Master, 
whose  care  extends  even  to  the  fowls  of  the  air,  and  besought 
him  to  provide  for  his  handmaids  who  attended  only  on  his 
service.  Forthwith  she  fell  into  a  slumber,  and  in  her  dream 
the  Queen  of  Virgins  appeared  to  her,  "adorned  with  inexpres 
sible  majesty  and  beauty,"  and  telling  her  to  take  no  thought 
for  the  morrow,  bade  her  send  two  of  her  maidens  every  morning 
to  the  bridge,  where  two  milch  deer  should  meet  them,  and 
supply  nourishment  sufficient  for  that  small  family.  This  con 
tinued  a  long  time,  till  a  man  of  principal  authority  in  the 
village,  deriding  the  miracle,  and  instigated  by  the  Devil, 
took  bow  and  arrows  and  killed  both  the  deer.  "  But  he  that 
despised  miracles,  was  presently  smitten  with  the  jaundice, 
consumed  away,  and  miserably  died."  It  is  not  to  be  supposed 
that  Withburga,  a  king's  daughter,  and  a  future  saint,  would  be 
left  destitute  with  her  maidens.  The  estate  belonged  to  her 
father,  she  laid  the  foundation  there  of  a  large  church  and 
nunnery,  which  she  did  not  live  to  finish ;  and  dying  in  the 
year  743,  she  was  buried  in  the  churchyard.  Fifty-five  years 
afterwards  it  was  thought  becoming  that  her  remains  should 


EAST   DEBEHAM.  137 

be  translated  into  the  church  of  her  own  foundation,  and  it  then 
appeared  that  the  Lord  had  been  pleased  not  only  to  beatify 
her  spirit  with  immortality,  but  her  chaste  body  likewise  with 
incorruption  ;  and  not  her  body  only,  but  her  vestments  also, 
were  found  as  fresh  as  if  she  had  been  laid  that  day  in  the 
tomb.  Moreover  there  issued  from  the  grave  a  copious  spring 
of  most  pure  water,  which  had  virtue  to  confer  health  on  many 
persons  afflicted  with  divers  diseases.  "  It  is  to  this  day," 
says  Alban  Butler,  "  called  Saint  Withburg's  well ;  was  for 
merly  very  famous,  and  is  paved,  covered,  and  enclosed  :  a 
stream  from  it  forms  another  small  well  without  in  the  church 
yard." 

Here  St.  Withburga  was  venerated  with  especial  honours 
for  several  generations,  till  King  Edgar  annexed  Dereham  to 
Ely  Monastery,  and  gave  moreover  to  that  favoured  establish 
ment  the  chief  treasure  of  Dereham,  to  wit,  the  body  of  the 
saint.  The  people  of  the  place  resisted,  and  the  monks  of  Ely 
would  not  have  got  possession  of  their  treasure,  if  they  had 
not  stolen  it  by  night ;  and  when  they  embarked  it  on  the  Mere, 
which  it  was  necessary  to  cross  when  Ely  was  an  island,  they 
were  in  such  haste  to  escape  from  the  close  pursuit  of  the 
Dereham  men,  that  they  must  have  been  lost,  if  a  pillar  of  fire 
had  not  miraculously  guided  them  in  safety  to  the  shore.  So 
the  still  uncorrupted  body  was  deposited  at  Ely,  beside  that  of 
her  more  celebrated  sister,  St.  Etheldreda,  otherwise  St.  Audrey ; 
and  its  subsequent  adventures  belong  to  the  history  of  that 
cathedral. 

Dereham  Church  is  a  handsome  structure,  of  great  antiquity, 
in  the  collegiate  form,  with  a  tower  in  the  centre.  That  tower 
being  pronounced  in  Henry  the  Seventh's  reign  not  sufficiently 
strong  to  bear  the  bells,  a  belfry,  called  the  new  clocker,  was 
erected  about  twenty  yards  from  the  chancel,  on  the  south 
side  of  the  churchyard.  Bonner,  of  abominable  memory,  was 
once  rector  of  this  church.  It  is  remarkable  for  many  remains 
of  antiquity  ;  and,  unless  we  should  in  some  stage  of  national 
insanity  imitate  the  French  in  their  foolery,  and  translate 
authors  from  their  graves,  as  saints  were  formerly  translated, 
it  will  be  visited  hereafter  by  travellers  for  Cowper's  sake. 

It  was  towards  the  end  of  October  that  Mr.  Johnson  brought 
his  helpless  charge  from  the  sea-coast  to  his  own  house  at  Dere 
ham,  and  there,  on  the  1 7th  of  December,  Mrs.  Unwin  expired, 
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without  the  slightest  struggle  or  appearance  of  pain.  Cowper, 
though  he  had  never  hitherto  appeared  to  notice  it,  was  aware 
that  her  dissolution  was  expected;  and  when  the  servant  opened 
his  window  on  the  morning  of  the  day  of  her  death,  he  said 
to  her,  "  Sally,  is  there  life  above  stairs  ?" — He  went  to  her 
bedside  that  morning  as  usual ;  and  when  he  returned  to  the 
room  below,  Mr.  Johnson,  at  his  desire,  immediately  began  to 
read  to  him,  which  his  kinsman,  though  he  had  not  been  desired, 
would  have  done,  because  it  was  generally  found  to  compose 
him.  The  book  was  Miss  Burney' s  Camilla.  He  had  read  but 
a  few  pages  before  he  was  beckoned  out  of  the  room  to  be  in 
formed  that  all  was  over  ;  and  when  he  returned  Cowper  did 
not  question  him  why  he  had  been  called  out.  From  this  circum 
stance,  and  from  his  countenance,  with  every  turn  of  which  (in 
his  own  words)  he  had  been  long  familiar,  he  apprehended  that 
Cowper  was  perhaps  in  as  fit  a  state  to  be  informed  of  the 
event  as  he  ever  could  be  ;  sitting  down  therefore  to  the  book, 
and  turning  over  the  leaves  to  resume  his  reading,  he  told  him 
that  his  poor  old  friend  had  breathed  her  last.  He  heard 
this,  "  though  not  entirely  without  emotion,  yet  with  no  more 
than  was  compatible,"  says  Mr.  Johnson,  "with  his  being  read 
to  by  his  kinsman,  who  had  soon  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  him 
as  composed  as  before." 

This  however  was  no  sane  composure.  A  few  hours  after 
Mrs.  Unwin  had  breathed  her  last,  he  said  he  was  sure  that  she 
was  not  actually  dead,  but  would  come  to  life  again  in  the 
grave,  and  then  undergo  the  horrors  of  suffocation  on  his  ac 
count,  for  he  was  the  occasion  of  all  that  she  or  any  other 
creature  upon  earth  ever  did  or  could  suffer.  He  then  seemed 
to  wish  to  see  her.  Mr.  Johnson  accompanied  him  to  the 
room;  at  first  he  fancied  that  he  saw  her  stir,. .  but  having 
looked  about  a  moment  at  her  countenance,  changed  now  from 
what  it  was  when  he  had  seen  it  in  the  morning,  and  settled 
into  the  placidity  of  death,.  .  he  flung  himself  to  the  other  side 
of  the  room  with  a  passionate  expression  of  feeling,. .  the  first 
that  he  had  uttered,  or  that  had  been  perceived  in  him  since  the 
last  return  of  his  malady  at  Weston.  But  the  effect  for  the 
time  was  what  his  kinsman  had  desired.  He  became  wonder 
fully  calm  ;  as  soon  as  they  got  down  stairs  he  asked  for  a  glass 
of  wine,  and  from  that  time  he  never  mentioned  her  name  nor 
spoke  of  her  again. 
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It  was  not  known  whether  her  own  wish  would  have  been  to 
be  buried  with  her  fathers  at  Ely,  or  with  her  husband  at  Hunt 
ingdon.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Powley  decided  that  she  should  be  in 
terred  where  she  had  died,  and  they  came  from  Yorkshire  to 
the  funeral.  The  time  appointed  was  concealed  from  Cowper, 
that  he  might  be  spared  the  agitation  which  it  was  likely  to 
produce,  and  the  ceremony  therefore  was  performed  at  night 
by  torch-light. 

Hayley  was  full  of  hope  that  a  favourable  change  would  be 
produced  in  Cowper  by  Mrs.  Unwin's  long-desired  release.  "  I 
have  not  ceased,"  said  he  to  Mr.  Johnson,  "  to  pray  fervently 
for  his  restoration,  both  in  prose  and  rhyme."  His  devotional 
feelings,  indeed,  frequently  clothed  themselves  in  verse  ;  and 
on  this  occasion  he  sent  to  East  Dereham  a  sonnet,  which, 
he  says,  darted  into  his  head  as  he  reclined  on  the  pillow. 

Eternal  Fountain  of  all  mental  power ! 

In  nightly  prayer  before  thy  throne  I  bend  ; 

Hear  thy  grieved  servant,  praying  for  his  friend  ! 

For  him,  on  whom,  in  health's  propitious  hour, 

It  seem'd,  dread  Sire,  thy  gracious  joy  to  shower 

All  that  to  life  can  worth  and  lustre  lend ; 

Feelings  all  truth,  and  fancy  without  end, 

With  probity,  the  soul's  sublimest  dower. 

Lord  of  all  beings,  and  by  all  adored, 

If  evil  spirits  his  good  angel  cross'd, 

0  dissipate  a  darkness  so  deplored ! 

Let  friendship  see  him  to  himself  restored, 

To  sink  no  more  in  frenzy's  hideous  frost, 

That  petrifies  the  heart,  when  reason's  lost. 

The  early  part  of  the  year  was  passed  by  Cowper  in  the 
same  state  of  utter  dejection  ;  the  only  relief  which  he  seemed 
to  experience  was  in  listening  to  works  of  fiction ;  these  still 
retained  their  charm.  But  when  his  mind  reverted  to  its  own 
dreams,  nothing  could  be  more  appalling  than  the  imaginations 
which  possessed  him.  Lady  Hesketh  had  remarked  that  his 
former  letters  from  Dereham,  distressing  as  they  were,  were 
written  in  his  usual  free  and  distinct  hand ;  in  the  only  one 
which  he  wrote  to  her  this  year  the  character  of  the  writing 
was  changed  ;  it  was  equally  or  even  more  distinct,  but  much 
smaller,  and  every  letter  appears  to  have  been  separately  formed. 
It  contained  only  these  few  lines16,  undated  and  unsigned : 

16  The  post-mark  is  May  15,  97. 
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"  To  you  once  more,  and  too  well  I  know  why,  I  am  under 
cruel  necessity  of'  writing.  Every  line  that  I  have  ever  sent 
you,  I  have  believed,  under  the  influence  of  infinite  despair, 
the  last  that  I  should  ever  send.  This  I  know  to  be  so. 
Whatever  be  your  condition  either  now  or  hereafter  it  is  heavenly 
compared  with  mine  even  at  this  moment.  It  is  unnecessary 
to  add  that  this  comes  from  the  most  miserable  of  beings,  whom 
a  terrible  minute  made  such." 

As  the  spring  advanced  he  was  persuaded  to  resume  his  walks. 
.  The  house  at  Dereham  was  not  found  less  suitable  for  him  be 
cause  it  fronted  the  market-place,  which  was  also  the  high 
road  ;  that  circumstance  was  by  no  means  displeasing  to  him  ; 
and  there  was  a  way  into  the  fields  without  entering  the  street. 
Thus  also  he  could  get  to  an  open  carriage,  for  an  airing  before 
breakfast,  which  he  was  enabled  to  bear  for  a  few  weeks, 
"owing,"  Mr.  Johnson  says,  "  to  the  good  effect  of  ass's  milk 
upon  his  bodily  health.  This,"  he  adds,  "  was  undoubtedly  the 
period  of  his  last  deplorable  affliction  when  the  person  of  Cow- 
per  made  the  nearest  approaches  to  the  appearance  it  had  ex 
hibited  before  his  illness.  His  countenance,  from  having  been 
extremely  thin  and  of  a  yellowish  hue,  had  recovered  much  of 
its  former  fulness  and  ruddy  complexion.  His  limbs  were  also 
less  emaciated,  and  his  posture  more  erect ;  but  the  oppres 
sion  on  his  spirits  remained  the  same.  Under  these  circum 
stances  it  was  thought  advisable  to  omit  the  visit  to  Mundsley 
this  year,  and  take  the  utmost  advantage  of  the  rides  about 
Dereham." 

Eartham  had  become  too  expensive  an  abode  for  Hayley. 
Upon  declining  an  invitation  to  visit  his  unhappy  friend  in 
Norfolk,  he  says  to  Mr.  Johnson,  "  I  have  boldly  plunged  into 
brick  and  mortar,  and,  with  the  prudence  of  a  poet,  began  to 
build,  as  the  first  step  in  a  plan  of  economy.  To  explain 
this  riddle,  I  must  inform  you,  that  as  I  find  the  sea  essential  to 
my  health,  and  to  that  of  the  dear  sculptor,. .  (his  son,) — I  am 
building  a  little  marine  hermitage,  in  our  favourite  village  of 
Felpham.  I  mean  to  reside  in  it  seven  or  eight  months  in  the 
year,  letting  this  lovely  spot  as  a  summer  residence  to  some 
friends,  in  whom  I  can  confide  for  a  proper  care  of  my  books 
and  pictures  ;  the  only  treasures  I  am  anxious  about.  It  has 
occurred  to  me,  that  it  might  be  possible  for  us  to  render  this 
place  conducive  to  our  dear  Cowper's  recovery,  and  to  the  re- 
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establishment  of  Lady  Hesketh's  health,  if  you  all  pitched 
your  tents  on  this  salutary  and  pleasant  hill,  during  the  finer 
parts  of  the  year,  retreating  to  Dereham  in  the  winter. 
Meditate  on  this  friendly  hint,  my  dear  Johnny,  which  I  have 
also  suggested  to  Lady  Hesketh.  We  may  all  think  of  it  at 
our  leisure,  as  my  new  building  will  not  be  habitable  till  next 
summer  ;  but  it  is  pleasant  to  form  even  distant  projects  on  the 
basis  of  benevolence  and  friendship." 

In  the  adjustment  of  such  a  plan,  he  should  exult,  he  said, 
rather  to  sacrifice  than  promote  his  own  pecuniary  interest. 
But  upon  proposing  it  to  Lady  Hesketh  he  found  that  she 
thought  Clifton  suited  her  better  than  any  other  place  would 
do  ;  "  and  I  imagine,"  he  says,  "  from  the  expressions  of  her 
letter  that  she  does  not  intend  to  reassume  any  share  in  the 
domestic  superintendence  of  our  beloved  Cowper,  till  his  mind 
is  perfectly  reestablished."  Indeed  she  was  herself  an  in 
valid  ;  her  health  had  not  recovered,  and  probably  never  fully 
recovered  the  effects  of  continued  anxiety  during  her  last  resi 
dence  at  Weston.  Moreover  if  it  had  been  advisable  to  remove 
Cowper  any  where,  Weston  undoubtedly  would  have  been  his 
own  choice,  and  therefore  the  place  of  all  others  to  be  pre 
ferred. 

A  whimsical  notion  now  darted — (like  the  sonnet,)  into 
Hayley's  head ;  but  if  he  was  shot  on  his  pillow,  it  must  have 
been  at  a  very  early  hour17,  for  off  he  set  to  Chichester,  to 
communicate  it  to  his  friend  Guy,  a  medical  practitioner  in  that 
city,  and  he  arrived  there  before  Guy  was  up.  "  He  had  re 
cently  received,"  he  says18,  "from  Cowper  a  few  of  the  most 
gloomy  and  pathetic  lines  that  ever  flowed  from  the  pen  of  de 
pression  ;"  and  Guy  gave  him  great  pleasure  by  saying  he 
thought  his  idea  might  produce  a  striking  effect  on  the  mind 
of  their  dejected  friend. 

The  result  of  this  "idea"  Hay  ley  has  thus  related  in  his  life 
of  Cowper : 

"  A  depression  of  spirits,  which  suspended  the  studies  of 
a  writer  so  eminently  endeared  to  the  public,  was  considered  by 
m«n  of  piety  and  learning  as  a  national  misfortune  ;  and  several 

17  Hayley  was  a  very  early  riser ;  and  one  of  his  "  incoherent  transactions" 
is  said  to  have  been  a  custom  which  he  had,  when  he  had  any  guests  in  the 
house,  of  going  into  their  rooms  as  soon  as  he  had  risen,  and  throwing 
their  windows  open.  18  To  his  son,  June  22,  1797. 
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individuals  of  this  description,  though  personally  unknown  to 
Cowper,  wrote  to  him,  in  the  benevolent  hope  that  expressions 
of  friendly  praise,  from  persons  who  could  be  influenced  only  by 
the  most  laudable  motives  in  bestowing  it,  might  reanimate 
the  dejected  spirit  of  a  poet  not  sufficiently  conscious  of  the 
public  service  that  his  writings  had  rendered  to  his  country,  and 
of  that  universal  esteem  which  they  had  so  deservedly  secured 
to  their  author. 

"  I  cannot  think  myself  authorised  to  mention  the  names  of 
all  who  did  honour  to  Cowper,  and  to  themselves,  on  this  occa 
sion  ;  but  I  trust  the  Bishop  of  Landaff  will  forgive  me  if 
my  sentiments  of  personal  regard  towards  him  induce  me  to 
take  an  affectionate  liberty  with  his  name,  and  to  gratify  myself 
by  recording,  in  these  pages,  a  very  pleasing  example  of  his 
liberal  attention  to  the  interests  of  humanity. 

"  He  endeavoured  evangelically  to  cheer  and  invigorate  the 
mind  of  Cowper ;  but  the  depression  of  that  mind  was  the  effect 
of  bodily  disorder  so  obstinate,  that  it  received  not  the  slightest 
relief  from  what,  in  a  season  of  corporeal  health,  would  have 
afforded  the  most  animated  gratification  to  this  interesting  in 
valid. 

"  The  pressure  of  his  malady  had  now  made  him  utterly 
deaf  to  the  most  honourable  praise." 

In  this  account  Hayley  has  taken  no  merit  to  himself  for 
the  curious  plan  which  he  had  brought  to  bear.  His  part 
in  it  is  explained  by  the  two  following  letters  from  Lord  Thurlow 
to  Lord  Kenyon  ;  they  are  characteristic  of  their  writer,  and 
of  that  kindness19  which  his  rough  exterior  concealed  from 
those  only  who  did  not  know  him  well. 

MY  DEAR  LORD,  Dulwich,  Nov.  22,  1797. 

I  have  been  pressed  by  one  mad  poet  to  ask  of  you  for 
another,  a  favour  which  savours  of  the  malady  of  both.  I  have 
waited  for  an  opportunity  of  doing  it  verbally  ;  but  this  gout 
at  this  time  of  the  year  makes  it  uncertain  when  I  can  see  you. 

Cowper' s  distemper  persuades  him  that  he  is  unmeritable  and 
unacceptable  to  God.  This  persuasion,  Hayley  thinks,  might 
be  refuted  by  the  testimony  of  pious  men  to  the  service  which 

19  The  late  Lord  Kenyon  preserved  them  for  that  reason ;  and  to  the 
present  lord,  the  readers,  as  well  as  the  author  of  this  biography,  are 
obliged  for  a  communication  which  so  curiously  fills  up  the  omission  in 
Hayley's  half-told  tale. 
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his  works  have  done  to  religion  and  morals.  He  has  therefore 
set  on  foot  a  canvass,  by  the  favour  of  Mr.  George  Rose,  to 
obtain  the  testimonia  imignium  virorum  to  these  services ; 
by  which  means  he  very  reasonably  hopes  to  obtain  the  signa 
tures  of  the  King,  the  Bishops,  the  Judges,  and  other  great 
and  religious  men  who  may  happen  to  be  found  within  the  same 
vortex  ;  but  he  doubts  whether  one  of  the  chiefs  is  exactly 
within  the  range  of  that  impulse,  and,  knowing  your  goodness 
to  me,  he  has  urged  me  to  prefer  his  request.  In  charity  to 
him  I  have  consented ;  and  if  you  think  it  an  act  of  real  charity 
to  the  other,  I  know  you  will  do  it. 

Cowper's  worth  and  talents  I  was  formerly  well  acquainted 
with.  The  latter  are  still  better  known  to  the  world  by  his 
writings  ;  which  are  certainly  filled  with  animated  and  impres 
sive  pictures  of  religion  and  virtue,  and  deserve  every  testimo 
nial  of  his  having  done  them  essential  service.  Laudari  a 
laudatis  viris  must  give  him  pleasure,  if  his  disease  will  admit 
of  it ;  and  if  the  effect  of  it  in  removing  the  malady  may  be 
doubted,  the  experiment  seems  harmless,  at  least,  and  charit 
able.  Yours,  &c.  T. 

It  seems  that  Lord  Kenyon  thought  Thurlow  would  best 
know  how  his  old  friend  should  be  addressed  upon  so  ex 
traordinary  an  occasion ;  and  accordingly  the  good-natured 
Ex-Chancellor  drew  up  for  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  a  form  of 
these  testimonials  which  were  to  acredit  a  man  to  himself. 

MY    DEAR    LORD, 

If  I  find  myself  at  a  loss  to  write  about  nothing,  you, 
whose  mind  is  much  more  seriously  employed,  are  scarcely 
better  off.  It  occurs  to  me,  that  the  young  and  active 
imaginations  of  Lloyd  or  George  would  outstrip  us  both  :  but 
to  give  an  outline  of  the  sort  of  letter  which  I  suppose  to  be 
required,  I  have  sketched  the  following  : — 

SIR, 

If  I  must  confess  that  this  step  is  unusual,  I  must  lament 
that  the  occasion  is  no  less  so.  When  inferior  talents  are  so 
often  misused  to  excite  light  and  petulant  thoughts  upon  sub 
jects  the  most  sacred,  superior  talents  employed  to  excite  a 
due  reverence  for  them  naturally  engage  the  gratitude,  of  those 
who  partake  of  the  same  zeal.  Your  animated  and  impressrv  e 
expressions  of  piety  have  fairly  earned  the  applause  of  the 
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good,  by  serving  effectually  the  cause  of  religion.  If  it  be 
thought  too  presuming  in  a  creature  to  claim  merit  with  his 
Creator,  the  humblest  mind  may  hope  that  his  dutiful  endea 
vours  will  be  accepted  there.  The  tribute  of  my  attestation, 
though  not  flattering  to  the  poet,  may  yet  gratify  the  Christian, 
by  the  assurance  that  he  has  been  successful  in  the  service  of 
our  God.  This  is  my  motive  ;  which  probably  will  reconcile,  to 
a  mind  so  candid  as  yours,  the  occasion  I  have  taken  to  avow 
the  esteem  with  which 

I  have  the  honoxir  to  be,  Sir, 
Your  respectful  friend, 

And  most  obedient  servant,       KENYON. 

The  object  of  the  letter  proposed,  as  I  collect  from  Hayley, 
is  to  persuade  him  that  he  is  not  rejected.  The  blunt  as 
surance  of  this  from  a  stranger,  apropos  to  nothing,  must  revolt 
him,  if  he  is  not  too  far  gone  to  be  moved  by  any  thing  ;  but 
insinuated,  upon  an  occasion  smoothed  over  for  the  purpose, 
it  may  perhaps  be  swallowed.  Some  care  at  the  same  time  is 
due  to  the  appearance  which  such  a  Utter  may  have  ;  for 
though  I  hope  his  friends  are  too  discreet  to  let  it  be  seen  by 
others,  yet  such  an  accident  is  worth  looking  to. 

Yours,  &c.         T. 

An  experiment  of  Mr.  Johnson's  was  attended  with  better 
success.  The  summer  of  1797  had  closed,  and  he  dreaded  the 
disuse  of  bodily  exercise  during  the  approaching  season,  unless 
Cowper  could  be  induced  once  more  to  employ  himself.  "  One 
morning,  therefore,  after  breakfast,  in  the  month  of  Septem 
ber,  he  placed  the  commentators  on  the  table,  one  by  one, 
opening  them  all,  together  with  the  poet's  translation  at  the 
place  where  he  had  left  off  twelve  months  before  ;  but  talking 
with  him  as  he  paced  the  room  upon  a  very  different  subject, 
namely,  the  impossibility  of  the  things  befalling  him  which  his 
imagination  had  represented."  This  led  to  such  a  question  as 
it  was  wished  to  call  forth, — "  And  are  you  sure  that  I  shall  be 
here  till  the  book  you  are  reading  is  finished?"  "  Quite  sure," 
replied  his  kinsman  ;  "  and  that  you  will  also  be  here  to  com 
plete  the  revisal  of  your  Homer,  (pointing  to  the  books,)  if 
you  will  resume  it  to  day."  As  he  repeated  these  words  Mr. 
Johnson  left  the  room,  "  rejoicing,"  he  says,  "  in  the  well 
known  token  of  their  having  sunk  into  the  poet's  mind, 
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namely,  his  seating  himself  on  the  sofa,  taking  up  one  of  the 
books,  and  saying,  in  a  low  and  plaintive  voice,  '  I  may  as  well 
do  this,  for  I  can  do  nothing  else.'  "  Fortunate20,  indeed,  was 
it  for  him  that  he  had  been  trained  up  in  that  sound  learning 
which  had  made  him  from  his  youth  familiar  with  these  incom 
parable  poems.  The  friends  who  ministered  to  him  during  the 
last  melancholy  years  of  his  life,  were,  as  Mrs.  Unwin  had  been 
at  a  happier  time,  thankful  to  Providence  when  they  saw  him 
engaged  upon  his  translation  of  them.  Mr.  Johnson  says 
that  it  was  singularly  medicinal  to  his  mind,  that  more  than 
any  thing  else  it  withdrew  him  from  the  contemplation  of  his 
own  frightful  delusions,  and  that  it  "  seemed  to  extend  his 
breathing,  which  was  at  other  times  short,  to  a  depth  of  respi 
ration  more  compatible  with  ease."  From  this  time  the  revi 
sion  was  never  laid  aside. 

In  the  following  summer  it  was  thought  best  to  repeat  their 
visit  to  the  coast,  but  instead  of  continuing  there  for  some 
months,  to  remain  a  week  at  a  time,  and  vary  their  way  of  life 
by  returning  to  Dereham.  Before  their  first  migration  Cowper 
wrote  to  Lady  Hesketh21. 

June  1,  1798. 

Under  the  necessity  of  addressing  you,  as  I  have  done  in 
other  days,  though  these  are  such  as  seem  to  myself  absolutely 
to  forbid  it, — I  say  as  usual,  my  dear  cousin  ;  and  having  said 
it,  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  proceed.  Mr.  Johnson  says  that 
we  are  going  on  Monday  to  Mundsley,  and  bids  me  to  tell 
you  so  ;  but  at  present  he  acknowledges  himself  that  it  is  un- 

20  One  of  his  recent  biographers  says,  "  We  admire  the  perseverance  in 
a  laborious  task,  the  ardent  spirit  which  could  now  devote  its  energies 
to  the  pursuit  of  fame,  but  we  regret  that  life's  lingering  light, — light 
from  Heaven  for  heavenly  purposes, — should  have  been  directed  to  illu 
minate  a  profitless  and  earthly  toil,  leaving  eternal  interests  unprovided  for  ; 
like  the  last  rays  of  the  sinking  sun  resting  in  barren  sweetness  upon 
the  cold  sterility  of  the  mountain  top."  The  gentleman  who  writes  thus 
with  so  much  effort  and  so  little  consideration  has  the  modesty  to  pro 
nounce  that  "  the  very  first  line  of  the  Iliad  betrays  Cowper's  superficial 
acquirements  in  Greek  literature  "  !  !  21  Mr.  Raimondi  has  favoured 

me  with  a  copy  of  this  letter  ;  the  original  is  in  the  possession  of  a  lady  at 
Reading,  to  whom  it  was  given  by  Mr.  Hill's  widow.  Lady  Hesketh 
numbered  the  letters  which  Cowper  wrote  to  her  from  Norfolk  as  far  as 
ten,  out  of  which  number  she  had  parted  with  two ;  one  has  been  thus 
recovered.  I  have  incorporated  them  in  the  Life  instead  of  arranging 
them  among  his  Letters,  because  they  belong  peculiarly  to  his  case. 

B.  C. — 2.  L 
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certain  whether  we  go  or  not,  since  we  cannot  know  till  to 
morrow  whether  there  is  place  for  us  there,  or  the  lodgings  be 
already  full. 

Whether  the  journey  be  practicable  or  otherwise,  and 
wherever  I  am,  my  distress  is  infinite ;  for  I  see  no  possible 
way  of  escape,  in  my  circumstances,  from  miseries  such  as  I 
doubt  not  will  far  exceed  my  most  terrible  expectations.  To 
wish,  therefore,  that  I  had  never  existed,  which  has  been  my 
only  reasonable  wish  for  many  years,  seems  all  that  remains 
to  one  who  once  dreamed  of  happiness,  but  awoke  never  to 
dream  of  it  again,  and  who  under  the  necessity  of  concluding  as 
he  began,  subscribes  himself  your  affectionate 

W.  COWPER. 

Often  as  he  went  to  the  coast  during  this  season,  Homer 
was  always  his  companion  now,  and  contributed,  it  is  said, 
considerably  to  that  mitigation  of  his  melancholy  which  was 
produced  by  change  of  scene  and  diversity  of  objects.  Now 
too,  instead  of  novels,  he  allowed  Gibbon's  Miscellaneous 
Works  to  be  read  to  him  and  the  Pursuits  of  Literature  :  but 
when  his  attention  was  not  thus  drawn  from  himself  by  impres 
sions  from  without,  he  relapsed  into  the  same  fixed  gloom. 
The  Dowager  Lady  Spencer  came  many  miles  out  of  her  way 
to  call  on  him.  A  visit  from  this  lady  at  Weston,  eight  years 
before,  had  gratified  him  highly  at  the  time.  "  I  may  receive 
perhaps,"  he  then  said22,  "  some  honours  hereafter,  should 
my  translation  speed  according  to  my  wishes  and  the  pains 
I  have  taken  with  it ;  but  shall  never  receive  any  that  I  shall 
esteem  so  highly."  His  Odyssey  was  dedicated  to  her,  and  on 
the  morning  of  this  second  visit  he  happened  to  have  begun 
the  revisal  of  that  poem.  "  Such  an  incident  in  a  happier 
season,"  says  Hayley,  "would have  produced  a  very  enlivening 
effect  on  his  spirits  ;  but  he  scarcely  spoke  to  her  now." 

It  seems  as  if  Lady  Hesketh  had  proposed  that  he  should 
try  the  effect  of  a  longer  journey  and  a  greater  change,  and  visit 
her  at  Clifton  ;  for  he  replies  thus  to  a  letter  from  her  at  this 
time. 

DEAR  COUSIN,  Mundsley,  Oct.  13,  1798. 

You  describe  delightful  scenes,  but  you  describe  them  to 
cue  who,  if  he  even  saw  them,  could  receive  no  delight  from 

22  To  Mr.  Johnson,  Nov.  26,  1790. 
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them, — who  has  a  faint  recollection,  and  so  faint  as  to  be  like 
an  almost  forgotten  dream,  that  once  he  was  susceptible  of 
pleasure  from  such  causes.  The  country  that  you  have  had 
in  prospect  has  been  always  famed  for  its  beauties  ;  but  the 
wretch  who  can  derive  no  gratification  from  a  view  of  nature, 
even  under  the  disadvantage  of  her  most  ordinary  dress,  will 
have  no  eyes  to  admire  her  in  any.  In  one  day,  in  one  moment 
I  should  rather  have  said,  she  became  an  universal  blank  to 
me,  and,  though  from  a  different  cause,  yet  with  an  effect  as 
difficult  to  remove,  as  blindness  itself.  In  this  country,  if 
there  are  not  mountains,  there  are  hills  ;  if  not  broad  and  deep 
rivers,  yet  such  as  are  sufficient  to  embellish  a  prospect :  and 
an  object  still  more  magnificent  than  any  river,  the  ocean 
itself,  is  almost  immediately  under  the  window.  Why  is 
scenery  like  this,  I  had  almost  said,  why  is  the  very  scene, 
which  many  years  since  I  could  not  contemplate  without  rap 
ture,  now  become,  at  the  best,  an  insipid  wilderness  to  me  ?  It 
neighbours  nearly,  and  as  nearly  resembles  the  scenery  of  Cat- 
field  ;  but  with  what  different  perceptions  does  it  present  me  ! 
The  reason  is  obvious.  My  state  of  mind  is  a  medium 
through  which  the  beauties  of  Paradise  itself  could  not  be 
communicated  with  any  effect  but  a  painful  one. 

There  is  a  wide  interval  between  us,  which  it  would  be  far 
easier  for  you  than  for  me  to  pass.  Yet  I  should  in  vain 
invite  you.  We  shall  meet  no  more.  I  know  not  what  Mr. 
Johnson  said  of  me  in  the  long  letter  he  addressed  to  you 
yesterday,  but  nothing,  I  am  sure,  that  could  make  such  an 
event  seem  probable. 

I  remain  as  usual,  dear  cousin, 

yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  year  his  old  and  kind  and  highly 
esteemed  friend,  Sir  John  Throckmorton,  who  was  then  on  a 
visit  to  Lord  Petre,  rode  over  to  see  him.  Cowper  mani 
fested  no  pleasure  at  his  sight ;  yet  he  mentioned  him  to  Lady 
Hesketh  in  the  following  letter,  as  if  he  had  beheld  him  with 
more  interest  than  he  had  expressed. 

DEAR  COUSIN,  Dereham,  Dec.  8,  1798. 

If  /  gave  you  your  copy  of  the  verses  you  mention,  I  do 
not  know  how  it  should  be  imperfect;  nor,  if  you  made  it  your 
self,  how  it  should  be  so  defective  as  to  require  my  corrections. 

L  2 
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If  any  stanza,  ending  with  the  words  inserted  in  your  letter  to 
Mr.  Johnson,  was  omitted,  it  is  also  omitted  in  the  copy  that 
is  here,  and  it  is  utterly  impossible  that  I  should  now  replace 
it,  incapable  as  I  am  of  recollecting  a  single  stanza  of  the 
whole.  The  copy  that  is  in  Mr.  Johnson's  possession  he  will 
send  to-morrow. 

I  give  all  my  miserable  days  to  the  revisal  of  Homer,  and 
often  many  hours  of  the  night  to  the  same  hopeless  employ 
ment  ; — hopeless  on  every  account ;  both  because  myself  am 
such  while  engaged  in  it,  and  because  it  is  in  vain  that  I  bestow 
any  labour  at  all  upon  it,  on  account  of  the  unforeseen  impos 
sibility  of  doing  justice  to  a  poet  of  such  great  antiquity  in  a 
modern  language,  and  in  a  species  of  metre  far  less  harmoni 
ous  than  that  of  the  original.  That  under  such  disabling  cir 
cumstances,  and  in  despair  both  of  myself  and  of  my  work,  I 
should  yet  attend  to  it,  and  even  feel  something  like  a  wish  to 
improve  it,  would  be  unintelligible  to  me,  if  I  did  not  know 
that  my  volitions,  and  consequently  my  actions,  are  under  a 
perpetual  irresistible  influence.  Whatever  they  were  in  the 
earlier  part  of  my  life,  that  such  they  are  now,  is,  with  me,  a 
matter  of  every  day's  experience. 

This  doctrine  I  once  denied,  and  even  now  assert  the  truth 
of  it  respecting  myself  only.  There  can  be  no  peace  where 
there  is  no  freedom ;  and  he  is  a  wretch  indeed  who  is  a 
necessitarian  by  experience. 

Sir  John  Throckmorton  was  here  this  day  se'nnight,  much 
altered  since  I  saw  him  last,  more  than  I  should  have  thought 
possible  in  so  short  a  time,  yet  not  so  much  but  that  I  should 
have  known  him  anywhere.  His  horse  had  fallen  under  him 
on  his  way  hither,  and  perhaps  he  had  received  more  hurt 
than  he  acknowledged,  which  might  have  some  effect  in  the 
alteration  of  his  looks  that  I  have  mentioned. 

It  is  little  worth  while  to  return  to  the  subject  of  Homer, 
but  I  will  just  add,  that  I  have  proceeded  in  the  revisal  as  far, 
and  somewhat  farther  than  the  fifteenth  book  of  the  Odyssey. 
I  remain,  dear  cousin, 

yours  as  usual,       WM.  COWPER. 

Mr.  Johnson  desires  me  to  tell  you,  that  this  being  Sunday, 
he  has  no  time  to  finish  his  letter  to-day,  but  will  send  it  by 
the  post  of  to-morrow. 
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Thus  the  year  1 798  closed.  On  the  eighth  of  the  following 
March  he  completed  the  revisal  of  his  Homer,  began  a  preface  to 
the  new  edition  the  next  morning,  and  on  the  day  after  con 
cluded  it.  He  was  then  without  employment:  and  when  Mr. 
Johnson,  on  the  day  following,  laid  the  commencement  of  his 
intended  poem  on  the  Four  Ages  before  him  :  he  corrected  a 
few  lines,  and  added  two  or  three  more.  The  will  was  not 
wanting;  but  he  felt  too  surely  that  the  time  for  such  an  under 
taking  had  gone  by,  and  he  declined  to  proceed  with  it,  saying, 
"  it  was  too  great  a  work  for  him  to  attempt  in  his  present 
situation."  Not  that  he  failed  in  resolution,  for  no  man  ever 
struggled  more  perseveringly  against  the  pressure  of  mental 
disease,  nor  perhaps,  considering  the  peculiar  character  of 
that  disease,  with  such  admirable  judgment;  not  that  his  intel 
lectual  powers  were  in  the  slightest  degree  impaired  ;  but  he 
was  now  an  old  man  ;  and  nature  was  preparing  to  deliver  him 
from  the  body  of  that  death,  in  which  his  gentle  spirit  had  so 
long  and  so  severely  suffered. 

That  evening  at  supper,  other  projects  of  easier  accom 
plishment  were  suggested  to  him.  He  objected  to  them  all,  but 
at  length  observed,  that  he  had  just  thought  of  six  Latin  verses, 
and  if  he  could  compose  any  thing  it  must  be  in  pursuing  that 
composition.  Accordingly,  the  next  morning,  his  desk  was 
opened  for  him,  and  all  things  duly  arranged ;  he  then  com 
mitted  to  paper  the  commencement  of  his  poem  on  the  Ice 
Islands  ;  and  soon  afterwards  translated  it,  at  Miss  Perowne's 
request,  into  English.  It  was  then  recollected,  that  when  they 
were  at  Dunham  Lodge  an  account  of  these  islands  had  been 
read  to  him  in  one  of  the  Norwich  papers,  though  it  had  not 
seemed  to  engage  his  notice  at  the  time.  On  the  day  after 
this  translation  was  made,  he  wrote  The  Cast-away,  founded 
upon  an  incident  related  in  Anson's  Voyages.  It  is  the  last 
original  piece  that  he  composed,  and,  all  circumstances  con 
sidered,  one  of  the  most  affecting  that  ever  was  composed. 

THE  CAST-AWAY. 

OBSCUREST  night  involved  the  sky ; 

The'  Atlantic  billows  roar'd, 
When  such  a  destin'd  wretch  as  I, 

Wash'd  headlong  from  on  board, 
Of  friends,  of  hope,  of  all  bereft, 
His  floating  home  for  ever  left. 
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No  braver  chief  could  Albion  boast, 
Than  he,  with  whom  he  went, 

Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast, 
With  warmer  wishes  sent. 

He  loved  them  both,  but  both  in  vain, 

Nor  him  beheld,  nor  her  again. 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brine, 
Expert  to  swim,  he  lay ; 

Nor  soon  he  felt  his  strength  decline, 
Or  courage  die  away ; 

But  waged  with  death  a  lasting  strife, 

Supported  by  despair  of  life. 

He  shouted :  nor  his  friends  had  fail'd 
To  check  the  vessel's  course, 

But  so  the  furious  blast  prevail'd, 
That,  pitiless  perforce, 

They  left  their  outcast  mate  behind, 

And  scudded  still  before  the  wind. 

Some  succour  yet  they  could  afford  ! 

And,  such  as  storms  allow, 
The  cask,  the  coop,  the  floated  cord, 

Delay'd  not  to  bestow ; 
But  he  (they  knew)  nor  ship  nor  shore, 
Whate'er  they  gave,  should  visit  more. 

Nor  cruel,  as  it  seem'd,  could  he 
Their  haste  himself  condemn, 

Aware  that  flight,  in  such  a  sea 
Alone  could  rescue  them  ; 

Yet  bitter  felt  it  still  to  die 

Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigh 

He  long  survives,  who  lives  an  hour 

In  ocean,  self-upheld : 
And  so  long  he,  with  unspent  power, 

His  destiny  repell'd ; 
And  ever,  as  the  minutes  flew, 
Entreated  help,  or  cried — "  Adieu  !" 

At  length,  his  transient  respite  past, 
His  comrades,  who  before 

Had  heard  his  voice  in  every  blast, 
Could  catch  the  sound  no  more. 

For  then,  by  toil  subdued,  he  drank 

The  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sank. 

No  poet  wept  him :  but  the  page 

Of  narrative  sincere, 
That  tells  his  name,  his  worth,  his  age, 

Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear. 
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And  tears  by  bards  or  heroes  shed 
Alike  immortalize  the  dead. 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream, 

Descanting  on  his  fate, 
To  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date  : 
But  misery  still  delights  to  trace 
Its  semblance  in  another's  case. 

No  voice  divine  the  storm  allay'd, 

No  light  propitious  shone  ; 
When,  snatch'd  from  all  effectual  aid, 

We  perish' d,  each  alone  : 
But  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea, 
And  whelm'd  in  deeper  gulfs  than  he. 

Hayley  has  remarked  how  providentially  friend  after  friend 
was  raised  up  for  Cowper  as  he  needed  them,  and  that  in  his 
darkest  seasons  of  calamity  he  was  never  without  some  affec 
tionate  attendant.  He  speaks  of  Miss  Perowne,  and  Mr.  John 
son  vouches  for  the  truth  of  the  description,  as  "  one  of  those 
excellent  beings  whom  nature  seems  to  have  formed  expressly 
for  the  purpose  of  alleviating  the  sufferings  of  the  afflicted, 
tenderly  vigilant  in  providing  for  the  wants  of  sickness,  and 
resolutely  firm  in  administering  such  relief  as  the  most  intelli 
gent  compassion  can  supply."  Notwithstanding  the  great  aver 
sion  which  he  had  latterly  had  to  medicine,  Cowper  would 
take  it  from  her  hands,  and  he  preferred  her  assistance  to  that 
of  any  other  person.  He  was  not  less  fortunate  in  his  kins 
man.  "  I  never  saw,"  says  Hayley,  "  the  human  being  that 
•would,  I  think,  have  sustained  the  delicate  and  arduous  office 
in  which  Mr.  Johnson  persevered  to  the  last,  through  a  period 
BO  long,  with  an  equal  portion  of  unvaried  tenderness  and  un 
shaken  fidelity.  A  man  who  wanted  sensibility  would  have 
renounced  the  duty  ;  and  a  man  endowed  with  a  particle  too 
much  must  have  felt  his  own  health  utterly  undermined  by 
an  excess  of  sympathy  with  the  sufferings  perpetually  in  his 
sight." 

The  last  reading  to  which  Cowper  listened  appears  to  have 
been  that  of  his  own  works.  Beginning  with  the  first  volume, 
Mr.  Johnson  went  through  them,  and  he  listened  to  them  in 
silence  till  they  came  to  John  Gilpin,  which  he  begged  not  to 
hear.  It  reminded  him  of  cheerful  days,  and  of  those  of  whom 
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he  could  not  bear  to  think.  His  kinsman  then  proceeded  to 
his  unpublished  poems  ;  these  he  heard  willingly,  but  made  no 
remark  on  them. 

On  the  same  day  that  he  had  written  the  Cast-away, 'Mr. 
Johnson  laid  his  old  favourite  Vincent  Bourne  before  him  ; 
and  from  time  to  time  invited,  in  like  manner,  his  attention 
to  many  Greek  and  Latin  pieces  of  the  minor  poets.  From 
employment  of  this  kind  he  seems  never  to  have  shrunk  again 
till  utterly  incapacitated  by  bodily  weakness.  He  translated 
also  a  few  of  Gay's  Fables  into  Latin  ;  among  them  was  the 
Hare  and  many  Friends:  "  Oh,"  said  he,  "that  I  could  recall  the 
days  when  I  could  repeat  this  fable  by  heart, — when  I  used  to 
be  called  upon  to  do  so  for  the  amusement  of  company  !" — 
Better  and  happier  days  were  now  rapidly  drawing  near. 

In  December  they  removed  to  a  much  more  commodious 
house  in  the  same  town.  Hayley  was  at  this  time  printing  his 
Essay  on  Sculpture,  and  in  composing  a  note  upon  the  work  of 
Daedalus,  representing  the  dance  of  Ariadne,  as  described  in 
the  Iliad,  he  perceived,  by  a  remark  of  D'Hancarville  in  his 
Antiquites  Etrusques,  Grecs  et  Romaines,  that  both  Pope  and 
Cowper  had  injured  the  passage  by  mistaking  the  meaning 
of  one  word.  He  wrote  therefore  to  Mr.  Johnson,  hoping 
that  Cowper  would  correct  this  error,  because  he  meant  to 
quote  the  lines  in  his  book.  It  was  immediately  altered  ;  and 
the  improved  lines  written  by  Cowper,  "  in  a  firm  and  delicate 
hand,".  .  (no  doubt  the  same  letter-by-letter  writing  that  has 
before  been  noticed),  were  enclosed  to  Felpham  by  Mr.  John- 
eon.  "  Words  are  not  strong  enough,"  said  Hayley23,  in  his 
reply,  "to  express  my  delight  in  your  kind  letter,  and  the 
friendly  Homeric  favour  from  our  dear  reviving  bard.  What 
an  enchanting  signum  salutis  ! — I  write  to  the  dear  bard  him 
self,  because  I  think  he  must  be  well  enough  to  receive  a  letter 
of  genuine  gratitude  with  some  degree  of  pleasure.  But  I 
enclose  my  letter  to  you,  that  you  may  deliver  it  at  the  most 
favourable  moment  of  the  day." 

The  letter,  if  it  were,  delivered  to  Cowper,  was  not  likely  to 
raise  his  spirits,  for  it  spoke  of  the  long  and  severe  sufferings, 
and  all  but  utterly  hopeless  condition  of  Thomas  Hayley,  to 
whom  he  had  been  so  much  attached,.  .  and  who,  in  fact, 
died  only  a  week  after  him.  But  it  enclosed  a  sonnet,  inscribed 
23  Feb.  1,  1800. 
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"  TO  OUB  MOST  KIND  AND  MOST  DEAE  COWPEB. 

"  BLESS'D  be  the  characters,  so  kindly  traced 

In  that  dear  hand,  which  I  have  long'd  to  view ! 

Pledge  of  affection  old,  and  kindness  new 

Prom  the  reviving  bard,  supremely  graced 

With  all  the  gifts  of  fancy,  and  of  taste, 

That  can  endear  the  mind  ;  and,  given  to  few, 

The  rarer,  richer  gift,  a  heart  as  true 

As  e'er  the  arms  of  amity  embraced. 

Ecstatic  tears  I  on  the  paper  shed, 

That  speaks,  my  Cowper,  of  thy  mental  health, 

And  of  thy  friendship,  soothing  as  the  dove. 

So  weeps  the  nymph,  who,  when  long  storms  are  fled, 

Welcomes  from  sea,  her  bosom's  rescued  wealth 

To  life,  to  joy,  to  glory,  and  to  love." 

It  was  happy  for  Hayley  that  he  could  always  cheer  himself 
with  hope,  even  in  the  most  hopeless  circumstances.  The  lines 
which  Cowper  sent  him,  in  that  firm  but  altered  hand,  were 
the  last  he  ever  wrote.  On  the  day  that  they  were  received  at 
Felpham,  decided  appearances  of  dropsy  were  observed  in  his 
ankles  and  feet.  A  physician  was  called  in ;  it  was  with  difficulty 
that  he  could  be  induced  to  follow  his  prescriptions,  and  by 
the  last  week  in  February  his  weakness  was  such  that  he  could 
no  longer  bear  the  motion  of  a  carriage.  He  now  ceased  to 
come  down  stairs  ;  but  was  still  able,  after  breakfasting  in  bed, 
to  remove  into  another  room,  and  remain  there  till  evening. 
Before  the  end  of  March  he  was  confined  altogether  to  his 
chamber ;  but,  except  at  breakfast,  he  sate  up  to  his  meals. 
Nothing  could  be  gloomier  than  his  state  of  mind.  Dr.  Lub- 
bock,  of  Norwich,  happening  to  visit  a  patient  in  an  adjoining 
village,  was  requested  to  see  him  ;  and  upon  asking  him  how 
he  felt, — "Feel!"  said  Cowper,  "I  feel  unutterable  despair!" 

But  his  deliverance  was  not  long  delayed.  Knowing  that  it 
was  near,  Lady  Hesketh  would  have  come  to  see  him  once 
more  in  this  world,  if  her  own  infirm  health  would  have  per 
mitted  it ;  and  Hayley  was,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  piously 
attending  upon  his  dying  son.  Mr.  Rose  came  to  perform  this 
last  and  painful  office  of  true  friendship.  Cowper,  who  used 
always  to  welcome  him  with  delight  at  Weston,  manifested  no 
satisfaction  at  seeing  him  now ;  but  he  showed  evident  signs 
of  regret  at  his  departure. 

On  the  1 9th  of  April  it  was  apprehended  that  his  death  was 
near.  "Adverting,"  Mr.  Johnson  says,  "therefore  to  the 
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affliction,  as  well  of  body  as  of  mind,  which  his  beloved  inmate 
was  then  enduring,  his  kinsman  ventured  to  speak  of  his  ap 
proaching  dissolution  as  the  signal  of  his  deliverance  from  both 
these  miseries.  After  a  pause  of  a  few  moments,  which  was  less 
interrupted  by  the  objections  of  his  desponding  relation  than 
he  had  dared  to  hope,  he  proceeded  to  an  observation  more 
consolatory  still ;  namely,  that  in  the  world  to  which  he  was 
hastening,  a  merciful  Redeemer  had  prepared  unspeakable  hap 
piness  for  all  his  children, — and  therefore  for  him.  To  the  first 
part  of  this  sentence  he  had  listened  with  composure  ;  but  the 
concluding  words  were  no  sooner  uttered,  than  his  passionately 
expressed  entreaties  that  his  companion  would  desist  from  any 
further  observations  of  a  similar  kind,  clearly  proved  that, 
though  it  was  on  the  eve  of  being  invested  with  angelic  light, 
the  darkness  of  delusion  still  veiled  his  spirit." 

He  lingered  five  days  longer.  In  the  course  of  Thursday 
night,  when  he  was  exceedingly  exhausted,  Miss  Perowne 
offered  him  some  cordial ;  he  rejected  it,  saying,  "  What  can  it 
signify  !"  and  these  were  the  last  words  he  was  heard  to  utter. 
At  five  in  the  ensuing  morning,  April  25,  1800,  that  change  in 
the  features  which  betokens  approaching  death  was  observed  ; 
he  became  insensible,  and  remained  so  till  the  same  hour  in  the 
afternoon,  when  he  expired  so  peacefully  that,  of  the  five  persons 
who  were  standing  at  the  foot  and  side  of  the  bed,  no  one  per 
ceived  the  moment  of  his  departure.  "  From  that  moment, 
till  the  coffin  was  closed,"  Mr.  Johnson  says,  "  the  expression 
with  which  his  countenance  had  settled,  was  that  of  calmness 
and  composure,  mingled,  as  it  were,  with  holy  surprise." 

In  sure  and  certain  hope  indeed  for  the  deceased,  might  the 
remains  of  Cowper  be  committed  to  the  ground.  And  never 
was  there  a  burial  at  which  the  mourners  might,  with  more 
sincerity  of  feeling,  give  their  hearty  thanks  to  Almighty  God, 
that  it  had  pleased  Him  to  deliver  the  departed  out  of  the 
miseries  of  this  sinful  world. 

He  was  buried  in  that  part  of  Dereham  Church  called 
St.  Edmund's  Chapel.  Lady  Hesketh,  who  administered  to 
his  effects,  caused  a  monument  to  be  erected  there  ;  for  which 
Hayley  supplied  this  inscription  : 
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IN    MEMORY    OF 

WILLIAM   COWPER,  ESQ. 

BORN  IN  HERTFORDSHIRE,  1731. 
BTTEIED   IN    THIS    CHUBCH,    1800. 

YE  who  with  warmth  the  public  triumph  feel 
Of  talents  dignified  by  sacred  zeal, 
Here,  to  devotion's  bard  devoutly  just, 
.  Pay  your  fond  tribute  due  to  Cowper's  dust ! 
England,  exulting  in  his  spotless  fame, 
Ranks  with  her  dearest  sons  his  favourite  name. 
Sense,  fancy,  wit,  suffice  not  all  to  raise 
So  clear  a  title  to  affection's  praise  : 
His  highest  honours  to  the  heart  belong, 
His  virtues  fonn'd  the  magic  of  his  song. 

There  too  a  tablet,  to  the  memory  of  Mrs.  Unwin,  "  was 
raised  by  two  other  friends,  (it  is  not  said  who,)  impressed  with 
a  just  and  deep  sense  of  her  extraordinary  merit."  For  this 
also  the  inscription  was  composed  by  Hayley. 

IN  MEMOEY  OF 

MAEY, 

WIDOW  OF  THE  REV.  MORLEY  UNWIN, 

AND 

MOTHER  OF  THE  EEV.  WILLIAM  CAWTHOENE  TJNWIN. 

BORN   AT   ELY,  1724. 
BUBIED  IN  THIS  CHTJECH,  1796 

TRUSTING  in  God,  with  all  her  heart  and  mind, 

This  woman  proved  magnanimously  kind ; 

Endured  affliction's  desolating  hail, 

And  watch'd  a  poet  through  misfortune's  vale. 

Her  spotless  dust,  angelic  guards  defend  ! 

It  is  the  dust  of  Unwin,  Cowper's  friend. 

That  single  title  in  itself  is  fame, 

For  all,  who  read  his  verse,  revere  her  name. 


fOU  rK»'s     KOHl'MEM. 


ADDITIONAL   NOTES 

AND 

ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Audible  illusions,  p.  36. — A  curious  case  of  this  kind  may  be  found  in 
the  Life  of  John  Bunyan :  such  cases  indeed  abound  in  lives  of  that  de 
scription. 

The  following  passage  in  Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson,  (vol.  viii.  p.  70.  edit. 
1835.)  bears  upon  this  subject. 

"  He  mentioned  a  thing  as  not  unfrequent,  of  which  I  had  never  heard 
before, — being  called, — that  is,  hearing  one's  name  pronounced  by  the  voice 
of  a  known  person  at  a  great  distance,  far  beyond  the  possibility  of  being 
reached  by  any  sound  uttered  by  human  organs.  '  An  acquaintance,  on 
whose  veracity  I  can  depend,  told  me,  that  walking  home  one  evening  to 
Kilmarnock  he  heard  himself  called  from  a  wood,  by  the  voice  of  a  brother 
who  had  gone  to  America;  and  the  next  packet  brought  account  of  that 
brother's  death.'  Macbean  asserted  that  this  inexplicable  calliny  was  a 
thing  very  well  known.  Dr.  Johnson  said,  that  one  day  at  Oxford,  as  he 
was  turning  the  key  of  his  chamber,  he  heard  his  mother  distinctly  call 
Sam.  She  was  then  at  Lichfield  ;  but  nothing  ensued.  This  phenomenon, 
(Boswell  adds,)  is,  I  think,  as  wonderful  as  any  other  mysterious  fact 
which  many  people  are  very  slow  to  believe,  or  rather  indeed  reject  with 
an  obstinate  contempt." 

Mrs.  Piozzi  (Ib.  ix.  p.  69,)  relates  the  same  story,  with  only  a  difference 
of  date:  "I  well  remember,"  says  this  lady,  "that  at  Brighthelmstone 
once,  when  he  was  not  present,  Mr.  Beauclerc  asserted  that  he  was  afraid 
of  spirits ;  and  I,  who  was  secretly  offended  at  the  charge,  asked  him,  the 
first  opportunity  I  could  find,  what  ground  he  had  ever  given  to  the  world 
for  such  a  report  ?  '  I  can,'  replied  he,  '  recollect  nothing  nearer  it,  than 
my  telling  Dr.  Lawrence  many  years  ago,  that  a  long  time  after  my  poor 
mother's  death,  I  heard  her  voice  call  Sam !' — '  What  answer  did  the  Doctor 
make  to  your  story,  Sir  ?'  said  I.  '  None  in  the  world,'  replied  he,  and  sud 
denly  changed  the  conversation.  Now,  as  Mr.  Johnson  had  a  most  un 
shaken  faith,  without  any  mixture  of  credulity,  this  story  must  either  have 
been  strictly  true,  or  his  persuasion  of  its  truth  the  effect  of  disordered 
spirits.  I  relate  the  anecdote  precisely  as  he  told  it  me ;  but  could  not 
prevail  upon  him  to  draw  out  the  talk  into  length  for  further  satisfaction 
of  my  curiosity." 

A  more  remarkable  example  of  these  organic  illusions  is  within  my 
own  knowledge.  One  who  is  so  deaf  that  he  hears  only  through  a  trumpet 
has  at  times  distinct  impressions  of  hearing  a  pack  of  hounds  with  hunts 
men  in  full  cry, — a  barrel  organ  in  the  street,  &c. 

The  famous  story  of  Mrs.  Honeywood,  p.  81. — I  have  given  in  the  text 
that  version  which  was  evidently  in  Cowper's  mind.  A  different  one,  less 
pertinent  to  his  own  state,  and  in  itself  less  probable,  is  thus  related  in 
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the  life  of  Fox,  the  martyrologist,  by  his  son,  who  prefaced  it  by  saying, 
"  many  things  did  Master  Fox  foretell,  by  occasion  of  comforting  the 
afflicted,  or  terrifying  those  that  were  stubborn,  to  which  the  event  proved 
after  answerable :  and  perchance  in  many  things  he  was  deceived." — After 
relating  a  prediction  that  the  Lady  Anne  Heneage  would  recover,  when 
the  physician  had  pronounced  her  fever  deadly,  which  prediction  was 
verified  by  the  event ;  "  like  to  this,"  he  says,  "  and  no  less  true  was  that 
story  of  Mrs.  Honeywood,  an  honourable  gentlewoman,  who  had  almost 
twenty  years  lain  sick  of  a  consumption  through  melancholy  ;  neither  did 
any  one  seem  to  have  advice  or  courage  sufficient  against  the  force  of  so 
mischievous  a  disease,  though  she  had  already  consulted  with  the  gravest 
divines,  and  the  best  physicians,  and  with  all  who  either  in  the  art  of 
curing,  or  power  of  persuading,  were  accounted  to  excel  the  rest.  At 
length  she  sent  also  for  Master  Fox.  They  who  went  along  with  him 
thither,  related  afterward,  that  never  had  they  entered  into  a  more  heavy 
or  afflicted  house.  They  sate  by  the  sick  woman  to  attend  her,  her 
friends,  kinsfolk,  children,  and  servants,  some  upon  seats,  and  some  on  the 
chamber  floor,  not  weeping  or  sighing,  as  those  commonly  do  that  lament, 
but  having  spent  all  their  tears,  resolutely  silent,  neither  rising  to  those 
that  came  in,  nor  answering  those  that  asked  any  question,  as  if  that  also 
became  their  mourning.  You  might  have  guessed  them  so  many  statues 
of  mourners  in  human  likeness.  The  sick  woman  lay  upon  her  bed,  with 
out  any  hope  of  life,  together  with  her  frequent  sighs  faintly  breathing 
forth  some  few  words ;  the  effect  whereof  was  that  she  desired  to  end 
her  days.  Master  Fox,  when  he  had  so  many  patients  under  his  hands 
at  once,  not  thinking  fit,  where  a  grief  so  violent  would  make  strong  re 
sistance,  to  attempt  any  thing  in  vain,  lest  in  not  being  by  reason  over 
come  they  might  seem  to  have  had  reason  on  their  side,  left  all  other  means 
of  consolation,  and  what  he  thought  necessary  to  cure  their  afflicted  minds, 
he  diligently  mingled  with  his  prayers ;  so  that  within  a  few  days,  they 
who  were  thought  impossible  by  man's  help  to  be  cured,  did  now  seem  of 
their  own  accord  to  begin  to  recover.  At  length,  having  farther  endeared 
himself,  he  then  told  her  that  she  should  not  only  grow  well  of  that 
consumption,  but  also  live  to  an  exceeding  great  age.  At  which  words 
the  sick  gentlewoman,  a  little  moved,  and  earnestly  beholding  Master 
Fox,  '  as  well  might  you  have  said,'  quoth  she,  '  that  if  I  should  throw 
this  glass  against  the  wall,  I  might  believe  it  would  not  break  to  pieces  !' 
and  holding  a  glass  in  her  hand,  out  of  which  she  had  newly  drank,  she 
threw  it  forth ;  neither  did  the  glass,  first  by  chance  lighting  on  a  little 
chest  standing  by  the  bed-side,  and  afterward  falling  upon  the  ground, 
either  break  or  crack  in  any  place  about  it.  And  the  event  fell  out  accord 
ingly.  For  the  gentlewoman,  being  then  threescore  years  of  age,  lived 
afterward  for  all  example  of  felicity,  seldom  seen  in  the  offspring  of  any 
family ;  being  able,  before  the  ninetieth  year  of  her  age,  (for  she  lived 
longer,)  to  reckon  three  hundred  and  three  score  of  her  children's  children 
and  grandchildren." 

"  Among  which,  (says  a  marginal  note,)  at  this  day,  to  wit,  in  the  year 
of  our  Lord  1641,  in  which  this  book  is  set  forth,  there  liveth  Mrs.  Grace 
Heneage,  the  daughter  of  the  said  Mrs.  Honeywood,  a  gentlewoman  of 
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great  worth,  and  the  widow  of  an  honourable  gentleman,  Master  Michael 
Heneage,  who  affirmeth  that  she  was  present  at  the  same  time  this  was 
done,  being  a  witness  of  more  integrity,  and  more  sincere,  than  that  her 
testimony  should  without  great  wrong  be  doubted." 

East  Dereham,  p.  136. — "  In  the  centre  of  the  town  stands  a  square 
column,  on  the  sides  of  which  are  marked  the  distances  in  measured  miles 
from  the  principal  towns  and  seats  in  the  county.  They  are  said  not  to 
be  strictly  accurate  ;  but  it  is  a  little  singular,  that  the  distance  marked 
upon  this  pillar  serves  to  explain  the  meaning  of  the  term  leuca,  which 
has  by  many  been  interpreted  the  French  league  of  three  miles.  Dereham 
is  sixteen  miles  from  Norwich ;  and  in  the  Rolls  of  the  King's  Bench  it 
appears  that  the  Bishop  had  a  fair  at  this  place,  which  was  reckoned  sixteen 
leucas  from  the  palace  at  Norwich." — Beauties  of  England  and  Walts, 
vol.  xi.  p.  268. 

Mrs.  Unwiri's  death,  p.  138. — The  two  following  letters,  written  by 
Mr.  Johnson,  on  the  day  of  Mrs.  Unwin's  decease,  will  be  read  with  in 
terest.  For  the  first  I  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Donne,  of  Mattishall ;  for 
the  latter,  to  Mr.  Powley,  of  Langwathby. 

TO  MISS  JOHNSON. 
MY  DEAR  KATE,  E.  D.  Saturday  Evening. 

The  dear  old  lady's  long  expected  release  from  a  world  of  sufferings 
took  place  at  one  o'clock  this  afternoon. 

Our  dear  blessed  cousin,  who  is  a  perfect  angel,  I  verily  believe,  took 
it  as  calmly  as  we  could  expect.  He  and  I  were  with  her  at  half  past 
twelve,  and  we  were  sitting  by  the  study  fire,  reading  the  latter  part  of 
Miss  Burney's  third  volume  of  Camilla,  when  Mr.  J.  P.  called  me  out. 

About  half  past  four  he  seemed  to  wish  to  see  her,  and  I  went  with  him. 
A  bright  ray  of  sensibility  struck  his  poor  breast,  after  he  had  stood  look 
ing  at  her  about  a  minute,  and  he  flung  himself  to  the  other  side  of  the 
room,  as  from  an  object  that  it  was  too  much  for  him  to  look  at.  It  is  the 
first  time,  since  he  was  taken  ill  at  Weston,  that  the  smallest,  shadow  of 
feeliny  has  ever  been  perceived  in  him.  But  the  dear  soul  looked  so 
placid,  and  so  different  from  what  she  did  when  he  and  I  saw  her  at  half 
past  twelve,  that  I  am  quite  happy  to  think  he  has  seen  her. 

At  first  he  fancied  he  saw  her  stir,  but  on  a  nearer  inspection  the  features 
of  ghastly  death  struck  him  so  forcibly  as  to  occasion  his  tearing  himself 
away  as  I  mentioned  above. 

Before  he  saw  her  he  said  he  was  sure  she  was  not  dead,  but  would 
come  to  life  again  in  the  grave  and  undergo  the  horrors  of  suffocation,  and 
all  on  his  account — he  is  the  occasion  of  all  that  she  or  any  other  creature 
upon  the  earth  ever  did  or  can  suffer — only  tlu'nk  of  this  idea  in  a  mind 
like  his  !  ! 

But  than*  God  he  is  wonderfully  calm  now,  and  made  me  give  him  a 
glass  of  wine  the  moment  he  got  down,  and  took  two  pinches  of  snuff, 
which  he  has  not  done  since  Monday. 

Yours,  ever  affectionately  and  faithfully.  J.  J. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  POWLEY,  DEWSBURY,  NEAR   LEEDS,  YORKSHIRE. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  East  Dereham,  Dec.  17,  1796.     Saturday. 

At  one  o'clock   this  afternoon  poor   Mrs.  Unwin  expired  without  the 
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smallest  symptom  of  a  painful  dissolution.  Miss  Perowne,  and  Sally,  and 
a  nurse  who  was  called  in  last  night,  were  all  standing  by  her  bedside  at 
the  moment  when  the  awful  change  took  place,  and  they  all  say  they  never 
witnessed  so  easy  a  death. 

Poor  Mr.  Cowper  and  I  had  been  in  the  room  about  half  an  hour  before, 
and  I  was  reading  to  him  hi  the  study  at  his  own  particular  request,  when 
Miss  Perowne  called  me  out  to  say  that  all  was  over. 

I  wrote  to  Mr.  Newton  yesterday,  to  inform  him  that  his  dear  friend  and 
sister  in  the  gospel  of  our  Lord  was  on  the  verge  of  the  land  of  blessed 
ness  ;  and  I  natter  myself  that  he  received  my  letter  this  morning  before 
the  dear  soul  died,  and  if  he  had  I  am  sure  that  he  remembered  us  in  his 
prayers  at  the  throne  of  grace  for  a  suitable  effect  upon  the  hearts  of  those 
who  witnessed  a  believer's  going  to  glory !  I  had  no  hope  that  you  could 
receive  the  intelligence  in  time,  or  I  should  have  made  a  similar  request  to 
you  and  yours. 

I  know  not  when  I  can  have  your  letter,  but  1  hope  it  will  arrive  as 
soon  as  possible,  because  it  will  be  necessary  to  despatch  a  man  and  horse 
over  to  give  orders  about  the  burial,  whether  it  be  at  Huntingdon  or  Ely. 

Until  your  letter  arrives,  we  know  not  how  to  proceed.  Mrs.  Powley 
will,  I  trust,  commission  you  to  inform  the  relations  of  Mrs.  Unwin,  time 
enough  for  them  to  be  present  at  the  funeral,  if  they  choose  it ;  and  in 
order  to  make  that  possible,  you  must,  my  dear  souls,  fix  upon  the  day 
yourselves  before  you  write  to  them,  because  of  the  length  of  time  that 
would  be  lost  by  writing  backward  and  forward  into  Norfolk.  You  will 
therefore  be  so  good  as  to  decide  upon  the  time  and  place  of  interment, 
without  thinking  at  all  about  Miss  Perowne  and  me ;  and  the  moment  I 
have  your  letter,  I  will  dispatch  a  message  to  give  directions  about  the 
grave,  being  previously  instructed  by  your  letter  of  the  particular  spot  in 
the  church,  either  of  Ely  or  Huntingdon,  the  grave  is  to  be  in  ; — i.  e.  by 
the  side  of  what  other  grave ; — for  I  am  totally  ignorant  of  the  dear  soul's 
departed  relatives  in  either  place ; — and  Mr.  Cowper  never  heard  her  speak 
upon  the  subject  in  his  life. 

Poor  Mr.  Cowper  heard  the  aweful  account  as  well  as  could  be  ex 
pected.  God  bless  you  both. 

Yours,  ever  truly,        J.  J. 

P.S.  As  we  are  ignorant  of  poor  Mrs.  Unwin's  age,  Mrs.  Powley  will 
be  so  good  as  not  to  forget  it  when  you  write. 

Cowper^s  Monument,  p.  156. — In  an  unpublished  letter  to  Lady  Hes- 
keth,  written  while  his  third  and  supplementary  volume  of  the  Life  of  Cow 
per  was  in  the  press,  Hayley  says,  "  Be  not  alarmed  at  the  awkward  ap 
pearance  of  the  drawing  of  the  monument  in  the  chapel,  but  admire  my 
truly  Christian  spirit  of  forgiveness  to  pardon  Johnny's  architect,  who  has 
so  murdered  the  elegance  of  my  design.  However  I  love  to  bring  good 
out  of  evil,  and  shall  do  so  on  this  occasion,  by  introducing  a  second  plate 
of  the  monument  itself,  without  the  chapel.  Blake  assures  me  the  plaister 
model  of  the  monument,  now  in  Flaxman's  study,  is  universally  admired  for 
its  elegant  simplicity." 
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TO    JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ.,    COOK'S    COUET,    CAEEY     STEEET, 

LONDOK. 
DEAR  JOE,  Huntingdon,  June  24,  17C5. 

THE  only  recompense  I  can  make  you  for  your  kind  attention 
to  my  affairs  during  my  illness,  is  to  tell  you,  that  by  the  mercy 
of  God  I  am  restored  to  perfect  health  both  of  mind  and  body. 
This  I  believe  will  give  you  pleasure  ;  and  I  would  gladly  do 
any  thing  from  which  you  could  receive  it. 

I  left  St.  Alban's  on  the  seventeenth,  and  arrived  that  day 
at  Cambridge,  spent  some  time  there  with  my  brother,  and 
came  hither  on  the  twenty-second.  I  have  a  lodging  that  puts 
me  continually  in  mind  of  our  summer  excursions  ;  we  have 
had  many  worse,  and  except  the  size  of  it,  (which  however  is 
sufficient  for  a  single  man,)  but  few  better.  I  am  not  quite  alone, 
having  brought  a  servant  with  me  from  St.  Alban's,  who  is  the 
very  mirror  of  fidelity  and  affection  for  his  master.  And 
whereas  the  Turkish  Spy  says,  he  kept  no  servant,  because  he 
would  not  have  an  enemy  in  his  house,  I  hired  mine,  because 
I  would  have  a  friend.  Men  do  not  usually  bestow  these  en 
comiums  on  their  lackeys,  nor  do  they  usually  deserve  them  ; 
but  I  have  had  experience  of  mine,  both  in  sickness  and  in 
health,  and  never  saw  his  fellow. 

The  river  Ouse,  (I  forget  how  they  spell  it,)  is  the  most 
agreeable  circumstance  in  this  part  of  the  world ;  at  this  town 
it  is  I  believe  as  wide  as  the  Thames  at  Windsor ;  nor  does  the 
silver  Thames  better  deserve  that  epithet,  nor  has  it  more 
flowers  upon  its  banks,  these  being  attributes  which  in  strict 
truth  belong  to  neither.  Fluellin  would  say,  they  are  as  like 
as  my  fingers  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is  salmon  in  both.  It  is 

8.  c.— 2.  M 
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a  noble  stream  to  bathe  in,  and  I  shall  make  that  use  of  it  three 
times  a  week,  having  introduced  myself  to  it  for  the  first  time 
this  morning. 

I  beg  you  will  remember  me  to  all  my  friends,  which  is 
a  task  will  cost  you  no  great  pains  to  execute :  particularly 
remember  me  to  those  of  your  own  house,  and  believe  me 

Your  very  affectionate  W.  C. 

TO    LADY   HESKETH. 

MY  DEAR  LADY  HESKETH,  Huntingdon,  July  1,  1765. 

SINCE  the  visit  you  were  so  kind  as  to  pay  me  in  the  Temple 
(the  only  time  I  ever  saw  you  without  pleasure),  what  have  I 
not  suffered !  And  since  it  has  pleased  God  to  restore  me  to 
the  use  of  my  reason,  what  have  I  not  enjoyed  !  You  know 
by  experience,  how  pleasant  it  is  to  feel  the  first  approaches  of 
health  after  a  fever ;  but,  Oh  the  fever  of  the  brain  !  To  feel  the 
quenching  of  that  fire  is  indeed  a  blessing  which  I  think  it  im 
possible  to  receive  without  the  most  consummate  gratitude. 
Terrible  as  this  chastisement  is,  I  acknowledge  in  it  the  hand  of 
an  infinite  justice ;  nor  is  it  at  all  more  difficult  for  me  to  per 
ceive  in  it  the  hand  of  an  infinite  mercy  likewise :  when  I 
consider  the  effect  it  has  had  upon  me,  I  am  exceedingly 
thankful  for  it,  and,  without  hypocrisy,  esteem  it  the  greatest 
blessing,  next  to  life  itself,  I  ever  received  from  the  divine 
bounty.  I  pray  God  that  I  may  ever  retain  this  sense  of  it, 
and  then  I  am  sure  I  shall  continue  to  be,  as  I  am  at  present, 
really  happy. 

I  write  thus  to  you  that  you  may  not  think  me  a  forlorn  and 
wretched  creature ;  which  you  might  be  apt  to  do,  considering 
my  very  distant  removal  from  every  friend  I  have  in  the 
world  ;  a  circumstance  which,  before  this  event  befell  me,  would 
undoubtedly  have  made  me  so  :  but  my  affliction  has  taught 
me  a  road  to  happiness  which  without  it  I  should  never  have 
found  ;  and  I  know,  and  have  experience  of  it  every  day,  that 
the  mercy  of  God,  to  him  who  believes  himself  the  object  of  it, 
is  more  than  sufficient  to  compensate  for  the  loss  of  every 
other  blessing. 

You  may  now  inform  all  those  whom  you  think  really  in 
terested  in  my  welfare,  that  they  have  no  need  to  be  appre 
hensive  on  the  score  of  my  happiness  at  present.  And  you 
yourself  will  believe  that  my  happiness  is  no  dream,  because 
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I  have  told  you  the  foundation  on  which  it  is  built.  What  I 
have  written  would  appear  like  enthusiasm  to  many,  for  we  are 
apt  to  give  that  name  to  every  warm  affection  of  the  mind  in 
others  which  we  have  not  experienced  in  ourselves  ;  but  to  you, 
who  have  so  much  to  be  thankful  for,  and  a  temper  inclined  to 
gratitude,  it  will  not  appear  so. 

I  beg  you  will  give  my  love  to  Sir  Thomas,  and  believe 
that  I  am  obliged  to  you  both  for  inquiring  after  me  at  St. 
Alban's.  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Huntingdon,  July  3,  1765. 

WHATEVER  you  may  think  of  the  matter,  it  is  no  such  easy 
thing  to  keep  house  for  two  people.  A  man  cannot  always 
live  upon  sheeps'  heads,  and  liver  and  lights,  like  the  lions  in 
the  Tower  ;  and  a  joint  of  meat,  in  so  small  a  family,  is  an 
endless  encumbrance .  My  butcher' s  bill  for  last  week  amounted 
to  four  shillings  and  ten-pence.  I  set  off  with  a  leg  of  lamb, 
and  was  forced  to  give  part  of  it  away  to  my  washerwoman. 
Then  I  made  an  experiment  upon  a  sheep's  heart,  and  that 
was  too  little.  Next  I  put  three  pounds  of  beef  into  a  pie, 
and  this  had  like  to  have  been  too  much,  for  it  lasted  three 
days,  though  my  landlord  was  admitted  to  a  share  in  it.  Then 
as  to  small  beer,  I  am  puzzled  to  pieces  about  it.  I  have 
bought  as  much  for  a  shilling,  as  will  serve  us  at  least  a  month, 
and  it  is  grown  sour  already.  In  short,  I  never  knew  how  to 
pity  poor  housekeepers  before  ;  but  now  I  cease  to  wonder  at 
that  politic  cast  which  their  occupation  usually  gives  to  their 
countenance,  for  it  is  really  a  matter  full  of  perplexity. 

I  have  received  but  one  visit  since  here  I  came.  I  don't 
mean  that  I  have  refused  any,  but  that  only  one  has  been 
offered.  This  was  from  my  woollen-draper ;  a  very  healthy, 
wealthy,  sensible,  sponsible  man,  and  extremely  civil.  He  has 
a  cold  bath,  and  has  promised  me  a  key  of  it,  which  I  shall 
probably  make  use  of  in  the  winter.  He  has  undertaken,  too, 
to  get  me  the  St.  James's  Chronicle  three  times  a-week,  and 
to  show  me  Hinchinbrook  House,  and  to  do  every  service  for 
me  in  his  power ;  so  that  I  did  not  exceed  the  truth,  you  see, 
when  I  spoke  of  his  civility.  Here  is  a  card-assembly,  and  a 
dancing-assembly,  and  a  horse-race,  and  a  club,  and  a  bowling- 
green,  so  that  I  am  well  off,  you  perceive,  in  point  of  diversions  ; 
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especially  as  I  shall  go  to  'em,  just  as  much  as  I  should  if  I  lived 
a  thousand  miles  off.  But  no  matter  for  that ;  the  spectator 
at  a  play  is  more  entertained  than  the  actor  ;  and  in  real  life 
it  is  much  the  same.  You  will  say,  perhaps,  that  if  I  never 
frequent  these  places,  I  shall  not  come  within  the  description 
of  a  spectator  ;  and  you  will  say  right.  I  have  made  a  blun 
der,  which  shall  be  corrected  in  the  next  edition. 

You  are  an  old  dog  at  a  bad  tenant ;  witness  all  my  uncle's 
and  your  mother's  geese  and  gridirons.  There  is  something 
so  extremely  impertinent  in  entering  upon  a  man's  premises, 
and  using  them  without  paying  for  'em,  that  I  could  easily 
resent  it  if  I  would.  But  I  rather  choose  to  entertain  myself 
with  thinking  how  you  will  scour  the  man  about,  and  worry 
him  to  death,  if  once  you  begin  with  him.  Poor  toad !  I  leave 
him  entirely  to  your  mercy. 

My  dear  Joe,  you  desire  me  to  write  long  letters — I  have 
neither  matter  enough,  nor  perseverance  enough  for  the  pur 
pose.  However,  if  you  can  but  contrive  to  be  tired  of  reading 
as  soon  as  I  am  tired  of  writing,  we  shall  find  that  short  ones 
answer  just  as  well ;  and,  in  my  opinion,  this  is  a  very  prac 
ticable  measure. 

My  friend  Colman  has  had  good  fortune ;  I  wish  him  better 
fortune  still ;  which  is,  that  he  may  make  a  right  use  of  it. 
The  tragedies  of  Lloyd  and  Bensley  are  both  very  deep.  If 
they  are  not  of  use  to  the  surviving  part  of  society,  it  is  their 
own  fault. 

1  was  debtor  to  Bensley  seven  pounds,  or  nine,  I  forget 
which.  If  you  can  find  out  his  brother,  you  will  do  me  a 
great  favour,  if  you  will  pay  him  for  me ;  but  do  it  at  your 
leisure.  Yours  and  theirs,  W.  C. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH. 

Huntingdon,  July  4,  1765. 

BEING  just  emerged  from  the  Ouse,  I  sit  down  to  thank  you, 
my  dear  cousin,  for  your  friendly  and  comfortable  letter. 
What  could  you  think  of  my  unaccountable  behaviour  to  you  in 
that  visit  I  mentioned  in  my  last  ?  I  remember  I  neither  spoke 
to  you,  nor  looked  at  you.  The  solution  of  the  mystery  indeed 
followed  soon  after,  but  at  the  time  it  must  have  been  inexplica 
ble.  The  uproar  within  was  even  then  begun,  and  my  silence 
was  only  the  sulkiness  of  a  thunderstorm  before  it  opens.  J 
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am  glad,  however,  that  the  only  instance  in  which  I  knew  not 
how  to  value  your  company  was,  when  I  was  not  in  my  senses. 
It  was  the  first  of  the  kind,  and  I  trust  in  God  it  will  be  the 
kst. 

How  naturally  does  affliction  make  us  Christians  !  and  how 
impossible  is  it  when  all  human  help  is  vain,  and  the  whole 
Earth  too  poor  and  trifling  to  furnish  us  with  one  moment's 
peace,  how  impossible  is  it  then  to  avoid  looking  at  the  Gos 
pel  !  It  gives  me  some  concern,  though  at  the  same  time  it 
increases  my  gratitude,  to  reflect  that  a  convert  made  in  Bedlam 
is  more  likely  to  be  a  stumbling  block  to  others,  than  to  ad 
vance  their  faith.  But  if  it  has  that  effect  upon  any,  it  is  owing 
to  their  reasoning  amiss,  and  drawing  their  conclusions  from 
false  premises.  He  who  can  ascribe  an  amendment  of  life  and 
manners,  and  a  reformation  of  the  heart  itself,  to  madness,  is 
guilty  of  an  absurdity  that  in  any  other  case  would  fasten  the 
imputation  of  madness  upon  himself ;  for  by  so  doing  he  as 
cribes  a  reasonable  effect  to  an  unreasonable  cause,  and  a  posi 
tive  effect  to  a  negative.  But  when  Christianity  only  is  to  be 
sacrificed,  he  that  stabs  deepest  is  always  the  wisest  man. 
You,  my  dear  cousin,  yourself  will  be  apt  to  think  I  carry  the 
matter  too  far,  and  that  in  the  present  warmth  of  my  heart  I 
make  too  ample  a  concession  in  saying,  that  I  am  only  now  a 
convert.  You  think  I  always  believed,  and  I  thought  so  too  ; 
but  you  were  deceived,  and  so  was  I.  I  called  myself  indeed  a 
Christian  ;  but  He  who  knows  my  heart  knows  that  I  never 
did  a  right  thing,  nor  abstained  from  a  wrong  one,  because  I 
was  so  ;  but  if  I  did  either,  it  was  under  the  influence  of  some 
other  motive.  And  it  is  such  seeming  Christians,  such  pretend 
ing  believers,  that  do  most  mischief  to  the  cause,  and  furnish 
the  strongest  arguments  to  support  the  infidelity  of  its  enemies  : 
unless  profession  and  conduct  go  together,  the  man's  life  is  a  lie, 
and  the  validity  of  what  he  professes  itself  is  called  in  question. 
The  difference  between  a  Christian  and  an  Unbeliever  would  be 
so  striking,  if  the  treacherous  allies  of  the  Church  would  go 
over  at  once  to  the  other  side,  that  I  am  satisfied  religion 
would  be  no  loser  by  the  bargain. 

I  reckon  it  one  instance  of  the  Providence  that  has  attended 
me  throughout  this  whole  event,  that  instead  of  being  delivered 
into  the  hands  of  one  of  the  London  physicians,  who  were  so 
much  nearer  that  I  wonder  I  was  not,  I  was  carried  to  Doctor 
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Cotton.  I  was  not  only  treated  by  him  with  the  greatest  ten 
derness  while  I  was  ill,  and  attended  with  the  utmost  diligence, 
but  when  my  reason  was  restored  to  me,  and  I  had  so  much 
need  of  a  religious  friend  to  converse  with,  to  whom  I  could 
open  my  mind  upon  the  subject  without  reserve,  I  could  hardly 
have  found  a  fitter  person  for  the  purpose.  My  eagerness  and 
anxiety  to  settle  my  opinions  upon  that  long  neglected  point 
made  it  necessary  that,  while  my  mind  was  yet  weak,  and  my 
spirits  uncertain,  I  should  have  some  assistance.  The  doctor 
was  as  ready  to  administer  relief  to  me  in  this  article  likewise, 
and  as  well  qualified  to  do  it,  as  in  that  which  was  more 
immediately  his  province.  How  many  physicians  would  have 
thought  this  an  irregular  appetite,  and  a  symptom  of  remaining 
madness  !  But  if  it  were  so,  my  friend  was  as  mad  as  myself ; 
and  it  is  well  for  me  that  he  was  so. 

My  dear  cousin,  you  know  not  half  the  deliverances  I  have 
received ;  my  brother  is  the  only  one  in  the  family  who  does. 
My  recovery  is  indeed  a  signal  one ;  but  a  greater,  if  possi 
ble,  went  before  it.  My  future  life  must  express  my  thank 
fulness,  for  by  words  I  cannot  do  it. 

I  pray  God  to  bless  you  and  my  friend  Sir  Thomas. 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH. 

MY  DEAR  LADY  HESKETH,  Huntingdon,  July  5,  1765. 

MY  pen  runs  so  fast  you  will  begin  to  wish  you  had  not  put 
it  in  motion,  but  you  must  consider  we  have  not  met  even  by 
letter  almost  these  two  years,  which  will  account  in  some  mea 
sure  for  my  pestering  you  in  this  manner;  besides,  my  last  was 
no  answer  to  yours,  and  therefore  I  consider  myself  as  still  in 
your  debt.  To  say  truth,  I  have  this  long  time  promised  my 
self  a  correspondence  with  you  as  one  of  my  principal  pleasures. 

I  should  have  written  to  you  from  St.  Alban's  long  since,  but 
was  willing  to  perform  quarantine  first,  both  for  my  own  sake 
and  because  I  thought  my  letters  would  be  more  satisfactory 
to  you  from  any  other  quarter.  You  will  perceive  I  allowed 
myself  a  very  sufficient  time  for  the  purpose,  for  I  date  my  re 
covery  from  the  twenty-fifth  of  last  July,  having  been  ill 
seven  months,  and  well  twelve  months.  It  was  on  that  day 
my  brother  came  to  see  me.  I  was  far  from  well  when  he  came 
in ;  yet,  though  he  only  staid  one  day  with  me,  his  company 


TO   LADY   HESKETH. 


167 


served  to  put  to  flight  a  thousand  deliriums  and  delusions  which 
I  still  laboured  under,  and  the  next  morning  I  found  myself  a 
new  creature.  But  to  the  present  purpose. 

As  far  as  I  am  acquainted  with  this  place,  I  like  it  extremely. 
Mr.  Hodgson,  the  minister  of  the  parish,  made  me  a  visit  the 
day  before  yesterday.  He  is  very  sensible,  a  good  preacher, 
and  conscientious  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty.  He  is  very 
well  known  to  Doctor  Newton,  Bishop  of  Bristol,  the  author 
of  the  treatise  on  the  Prophecies,  one  of  our  best  Bishops, 
and  who  has  written  the  most  demonstrative  proof  of  the  truth 
of  Christianity,  in  my  mind,  that  ever  was  published. 


V1LLAOK  OF  HBBTFOBD. 


There  is  a  village  called  HEBTFOED,  about  a  mile  and  a  half 
from  hence.  The  church  there  is  very  prettily  situated  upon 
a  rising  ground,  so  close  to  the  river  that  it  washes  the  wall  of 
the  churchyard.  I  found  an  epitaph  there  the  other  morning, 
the  two  first  lines  of  which  being  better  than  any  thing  else  I 
saw  there  I  made  shift  to  remember.  It  is  by  a  widow  on  her 

husband. 

"  Thou  wast  too  good  to  live  on  earth  with  me, 

And  I  not  good  enough  to  die  with  thee." 

The  distance  of  this  place  from  Cambridge  is  the  worst 
circumstance  belonging  to  it.  My  brother  and  I  are  fifteen 
miles  asunder,  which,  considering  that  I  came  hither  for  the 
sake  of  being  near  him,  is  rather  too  much.  I  wish  that  young 
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man  was  better  known  in  the  family.  He  has  as  many  good 
qualities  as  his  nearest  kindred  could  wish  to  find  in  him. 

As  Mr.  Quin  very  roundly  expressed  himself  upon  some 
such  occasion,    "here  is  very  plentiful  accommodation,   and 
great  happiness   of  provision."      So  that  if  I  starve,  it  must 
be  through  forgetfulness,  rather  than  scarcity. 
Fare  thee  well,  my  good  and  dear  cousin. 

Ever  yours,  VV.  C. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  July  12,  1765. 

You  are  very  good  to  me,  and  if  you  will  only  continue  to 
write  at  such  intervals  as  you  find  convenient,  I  shall  receive  all 
that  pleasure  which  I  proposed  to  myself  from  our  correspond 
ence.  I  desire  no  more  than  that  you  would  never  drop  me 
for  any  great  length  of  time  together,  for  I  shall  then  think 
you  only  write  because  something  happened  to  put  you  in  mind 
of  me,  or  for  some  other  reason  equally  mortifying.  I  am  not, 
however,  so  unreasonable  as  to  expect  you  should  perform  this 
act  of  friendship  so  frequently  as  myself,  for  you  live  in  a  world 
swarming  with  engagements,  and  my  hours  are  almost  all  iny 
own.  You  must  every  day  be  employed  in  doing  what  is 
expected  from  you  by  a  thousand  others,  and  I  have  nothing 
to  do  but  what  is  most  agreeable  to  myself. 

Our  mentioning  Newton's  treatise  on  the  Prophecies  brings 
to  my  mind  an  anecdote  of  Dr.  Young,  who,  you  know,  died 
lately  at  Welwyn.  Dr.  Cotton,  who  was  intimate  with  him, 
paid  him  a  visit  about  a  fortnight  before  he  was  seized  with  his 
last  illness.  The  old  man  was  then  in  perfect  health ;  the  an 
tiquity  of  his  person,  the  gravity  of  his  utterance,  and  the 
earnestness  with  which  he  discoursed  about  religion,  gave  him, 
in  the  doctor's  eye,  the  appearance  of  a  prophet.  They  had 
been  delivering  their  sentiments  upon  this  book  of  Newton, 
when  Young  closed  the  conference  thus  : — "  My  friend,  there 
are  two  considerations  upon  which  my  faith  in  Christ  is  built 
as  upon  a  rock :  the  fall  of  man,  the  redemption  of  man,  and 
the  resurrection  of  man,  the  three  cardinal  articles  of  our  reli 
gion,  are  such  as  human  ingenuity  could  never  have  invented  ; 
therefore  they  must  be  divine. — The  other  argument  is  this  : 
If  the  Prophecies  have  been  fulfilled  (of  which  there  is  abun 
dant  demonstration)  the  Scripture  must  be  the  word  of  God; 
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and  if  the  Scripture  is  the  word  of  God,  Christianity  must  be 
true." 

This  treatise  on  the  Prophecies  serves  a  double  purpose : 
it  not  only  proves  the  truth  of  religion,  in  a  manner  that  never 
has  been  nor  ever  can  be  controverted;  but  it  proves  likewise, 
that  the  Roman  Catholic  is  the  apostate  and  antichristian 
church,  so  frequently  foretold  both  in  the  Old  and  New  Testa 
ments.  Indeed,  so  fatally  connected  is  the  refutation  of  Popery 
with  the  truth  of  Christianity,  when  the  latter  is  evinced  by  the 
completion  of  the  Prophecies,  that  in  proportion  as  light  ia 
thrown  upon  the  one,  the  deformities  and  errors  of  the  other 
are  more  plainly  exhibited.  But  I  leave  you  to  the  book  itself : 
there  are  parts  of  it  which  may  possibly  afford  you  less  enter 
tainment  than  the  rest,  because  you  have  never  been  a  school 
boy;  but  in  the  main  it  is  so  interesting,  and  you  are  so  fond 
of  that  which  is  so,  that  I  am  sure  you  will  like  it. 

My  dear  cousin,  how  happy  am  I  in  having  a  friend  to  whom 
I  can  open  my  heart  upon  these  subjects  !  I  have  many  inti 
mates  in  the  world,  and  have  had  many  more  than  I  shall  have 
hereafter,  to  whom  a  long  letter  upon  these  most  important 
articles  would  appear  tiresome,  at  least,  if  not  impertinent.  But 
I  am  not  afraid  of  meeting  with  that  reception  from  you,  who 
have  never  yet  made  it  your  interest  that  there  should  be  no 
truth  in  the  word  of  God.  May  this  everlasting  truth  be  your 
comfort  while  you  live,  and  attend  you  with  peace  and  joy  in 
your  last  moments  !  I  love  you  too  well  not  to  make  this  a  part 
of  my  prayers ;  and  when  I  remember  my  friends  on  these 
occasions,  there  is  no  likelihood  that  you  can  be  forgotten. 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

P.  S.  Cambridge. — I  add  this  postscript  at  my  brother's 
rooms.  He  desires  to  be  affectionately  remembered  to  you,  and 
if  you  are  in  town  about  a  fortnight  hence,  when  he  proposes 
to  be  there  himself,  will  take  a  breakfast  with  you. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  August  1,  1765. 

IF  I  was  to  measure  your  obligation  to  write  by  my  own  de 
sire  to  hear  from  you,  I  should  call  you  an  idle  correspondent  if 
a  post  went  by  without  bringing  me  a  letter,  but  I  am  not  so  un 
reasonable  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  think  myself  very  happy  in  hear- 
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ing  from  you  upon  your  own  terms,  as  you  find  most  convenient. 
Your  short  history  of  my  family  is  a  very  acceptable  part  of 
your  letter  ;  if  they  really  interest  themselves  in  my  welfare, 
it  is  a  mark  of  their  great  charity  for  one  who  has  heen  a  disap 
pointment  and  a  vexation  to  them  ever  since  he  has  been  of  con 
sequence  enough  to  be  either.  My  friend  the  Major's  behaviour 
to  me,  after  all  he  suffered  by  my  abandoning  his  interest  and 
my  own  in  so  miserable  a  manner,  is  a  noble  instance  of  generosity 
and  true  greatness  of  mind  :  and  indeed  I  know  no  man  in 
whom  those  qualities  are  more  conspicuous ;  one  need  only 
furnish  him  with  an  opportunity  to  display  them,  and  they 
are  always  ready  to  show  themselves  in  his  words  and  actions, 
and  even  in  his  countenance,  at  a  moment's  warning.  I  have 
great  reason  to  be  thankful — I  have  lost  none  of  my  acquaint 
ance  but  those  whom  I  determined  not  to  keep.  I  am  sorry 
this  class  is  so  numerous.  What  would  I  not  give,  that  every 
friend  I  have  in  the  world  were  not  almost  but  altogether 
Christians  !  My  dear  cousin,  I  am  half  afraid  to  talk  in  this 
style,  lest  I  should  seem  to  indulge  a  censorious  humour,  instead 
of  hoping,  as  I  ought,  the  best  for  all  men.  But  what  can  be 
said  against  ocular  proof  ?  and  what  is  hope  when  it  is  built 
upon  presumption  ?  To  use  the  most  Holy  Name  in  the  uni 
verse  for  no  purpose,  or  a  bad  one,  contrary  to  his  own  express 
commandment ;  to  pass  the  day,  and  the  succeeding  days, 
weeks,  and  months,  and  years,  without  one  act  of  private  devo 
tion,  one  confession  of  our  sins,  or  one  thanksgiving  for  the 
numberless  blessings  we  enjoy  ;  to  hear  the  word  of  God  in 
public  with  a  distracted  attention,  or  with  none  at  all ;  to 
absent  ourselves  voluntarily  from  the  blessed  communion,  and 
to  live  in  the  total  neglect  of  it,  though  our  Saviour  has  charged 
it  upon  us  with  an  express  injunction,  are  the  common  and  or 
dinary  liberties  which  the  generality  of  professors  allow  them 
selves  :  and  what  is  this  but  to  live  without  God  in  the  world  ? 
Many  causes  may  be  assigned  for  this  anti-christian  spirit,  so 
prevalent  among  Christians  ;  but  one  of  the  principal  I  take  to 
be  their  utter  forgetfulness  that  they  have  the  word  of  God  in 
their  possession. 

My  friend  Sir  William  Russel  was  distantly  related  to  a  very 
accomplished  man,  who,  though  he  never  believed  the  Gospel, 
admired  the  Scriptures  as  the  sublimest  compositions  in  the 
world,  and  read  them  often.  I  have  been  intimate  myself 
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with  a  man  of  fine  taste,  who  has  confessed  to  me  that,  though 
he  could  not  subscribe  to  the  truth  of  Christianity  itself,  yet 
he  never  could  read  St.  Luke's  account  of  our  Saviour's  ap 
pearance  to  the  two  disciples  going  to  Emmaus,  without  being 
wonderfully  affected  by  it ;  and  he  thought  that  if  the  stamp  of 
divinity  was  any  where  to  be  found  in  Scripture,  it  was  strongly 
marked  and  visibly  impressed  upon  that  passage.  If  these 
men,  whose  hearts  were  chilled  with  the  darkness  of  infidelity, 
could  find  such  charms  in  the  mere  style  of  the  Scripture,  what 
must  they  find  there,  whose  eye  penetrates  deeper  than  the 
letter,  and  who  firmly  believe  themselves  interested  in  all  the 
invaluable  privileges  of  the  Gospel !  "  He  that  believeth  on  me 
is  passed  from  death  unto  life,"  though  it  be  as  plain  a  sentence 
as  words  can  form,  has  more  beauties  in  it  for  such  a  person 
than  all  the  labours  antiquity  can  boast  of.  If  my  poor  man  of 
taste,  whom  I  have  just  mentioned,  had  searched  a  little  fur 
ther,  he  might  have  found  other  parts  of  the  sacred  history  as 
strongly  marked  with  the  characters  of  divinity  as  that  he 
mentioned.  The  parable  of  the  prodigal  son,  the  most  beauti 
ful  fiction  that  ever  was  invented;  our  Saviour's  speech  to  his 
disciples,  with  which  he  closes  his  earthly  ministration,  full 
of  the  sublimest  dignity  and  tenderest  affection,  surpass  every 
thing  that  I  ever  read,  and,  like  the  Spirit  by  which  they  were 
dictated,  fly  directly  to  the  heart.  If  the  Scripture  did  not  dis 
dain  all  affectation  of  ornament,  one  should  call  these,  and  such 
as  these,  the  ornamental  parts  of  it ;  but  the  matter  of  it  is 
that  upon  which  it  principally  stakes  its  credit  with  us,  and  the 
style,  however  excellent  and  peculiar  to  itself,  is  only  one  of 
those  many  external  evidences  by  which  it  recommends  itself  to 
our  belief. 

I  shall  be  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  book  you  men 
tion  ;  you  could  not  have  sent  me  any  thing  that  would  have 
been  more  welcome,  unless  you  had  sent  me  your  own  medita 
tions  instead  of  them.  Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,   ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  August  14,  1765. 

BOTH  Lady  Hesketh  and  my  brother  had  apprized  me  of  your 
intention  to  give  me  a  call ;  and  herein  I  find  they  were  both 
mistaken.  But  they  both  informed  me,  likewise,  that  you 
were  already  set  out  for  Warwickshire  ;  in  consequence  of 
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which  latter  intelligence,  I  have  lived  in  continual  expectation 
of  seeing  you,  any  time  this  fortnight.  Now  how  these  two 
ingenious  personages  (for  such  they  are  both)  should  mistake 
an  expedition  to  French  Flanders  for  a  journey  to  Warwick 
shire,  is  more  than  I,  with  all  my  ingenuity,  can  imagine.  I 
am  glad  however,  that  I  have  still  a  chance  of  seeing  you,  and 
shall  treasure  it  up  amongst  my  agreeable  expectations.  In 
the  mean  time  you  are  welcome  to  the  British  shore,  as  the 
song  has  it,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  epitome  of  your  travels. 
You  don't  tell  me  how  you  escaped  the  vigilance  of  the  custom 
house  officers,  though  I  dare  say  you  were  knuckle-deep  in 
contrabands,  and  had  your  boots  stuffed  with  all  and  all  man 
ner  of  unlawful  wares  and  merchandizes. 

You  know,  Joe,  I  am  very  deep  in  debt  to  my  little  physician 
at  St.  Alban's,  and  that  the  handsomest  thing  I  can  do  will  be 
to  pay  him  le  plutot  qu'il  sera  possible,  (this  is  vile  French,  I 
believe,  but  you  can  now  correct  it.)  My  brother  informs  me 
that  you  have  such  a  quantity  of  cash  in  your  hands,  on  my 
account,  that  I  may  venture  to  send  him  forty  pounds  imme 
diately.  This,  therefore,  I  shall  be  obliged  if  you  will  manage 
for  me ;  and  when  you  receive  the  hundred  pounds,  which  my 
brother  likewise  brags  you  are  shortly  to  receive,  I  shall  be 
glad  if  you  will  discharge  the  remainder  of  that  debt  without 
waiting  for  any  further  advice  from  your  humble  servant. 

I  am  become  a  professed  horseman,  and  do  hereby  assume 
to  myself  the  stile  and  title  of  the  Knight  of  the  Bloody  Spur. 
It  has  cost  me  much  to  bring  this  point  to  bear  ;  but  I  think 
I  have  at  last  accomplished  it.  My  love  to  all  your  family. 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH. 

Huntingdon,  August  17,  1765. 

You  told  me,  my  dear  cousin,  that  I  need  not  fear  writing  too 
often,  and  you  perceive  I  take  you  at  your  word.  At  present, 
however,  I  shall  do  little  more  than  thank  you  for  the  Medita 
tions,  which  I  admire  exceedingly  :  the  author  of  them  mani 
festly  loved  the  truth  with  an  undissembled  affection,  had  made 
a  great  progress  in  the  knowledge  of  it,  and  experienced  all  the 
happiness  that  naturally  results  from  that  noblest  of  all  attain 
ments.  There  is  one  circumstance,  which  he  gives  us  frequent 
occasion  to  observe  in  him,  which  I  believe  will  ever  be  found 
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in  the  philosophy  of  every  true  Christian  :  I  mean  the  emi 
nent  rank  which  he  assigns  to  faith  among  the  virtues,  as  the 
source  and  parent  of  them  all.  There  is  nothing  more  infalli 
bly  true  than  this  ;  and  doubtless  it  is  with  a  view  to  the  puri 
fying  and  sanctifying  nature  of  a  true  faith,  that  our  Saviour 
says,  "  He  that  believeth  in  me  hath  everlasting  life,"  with  many 
other  expressions  to  the  same  purpose.  Considered  in  this 
light,  no  wonder  it  has  the  power  of  salvation  ascribed  to  it ! 
Considered  in  any  other,  we  must  suppose  it  to  operate  like  an 
oriental  talisman,  if  it  obtains  for  us  the  least  advantage ; 
which  is  an  affront  to  him  who  insists  upon  our  having  it,  and 
will  on  no  other  terms  admit  us  to  his  favour.  I  mention  this 
distinguishing  article  in  his  Reflections  the  rather,  because  it 
serves  for  a  solid  foundation  to  the  distinction  I  made,  in  my 
last,  between  the  specious  professor  and  the  true  believer,  be 
tween  him  whose  faith  is  his  sunday-suit  and  him  who  never 
puts  it  off  at  all ;  a  distinction  I  am  a  little  fearful  sometimes 
of  making,  because  it  is  a  heavy  stroke  upon  the  practice  of 
more  than  half  the  Christians  in  the  world. 

My  dear  cousin,  I  told  you  I  read  the  book  with  great 
pleasure,  which  may  be  accounted  for  from  its  own  merit ;  but 
perhaps  it  pleased  me  the  more  because  you  had  travelled  the 
same  road  before  me.  You  know  there  is  such  a  pleasure  as 
this,  which  would  want  great  explanation  to  some  folks, — being 
perhaps  a  mystery  to  those  whose  hearts  are  a  mere  muscle, 
and  serve  only  for  the  purposes  of  an  even  circulation. 

W.  C. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH.  Sept.  4,  1765. 

THOUGH  I  have  some  very  agreeable  acquaintance  at  Hunting 
don,  my  dear  cousin,  none  of  their  visits  are  so  agreeable  as 
the  arrival  of  your  letters.  I  thank  you  for  that  which  I  have 
just  received  from  Droxford ;  and  particularly  for  that  part  of 
it  where  you  give  me  an  unlimited  liberty  upon  the  subject  I 
have  already  so  often  written  upon.  Whatever  interests  us 
deeply  as  naturally  flows  into  the  pen  as  it  does  from  the  lips, 
when  every  restraint  is  taken  away,  and  we  meet  with  a  friend 
indulgent  enough  to  attend  to  us.  How  many,  in  all  the 
variety  of  characters  with  whom  I  am  acquainted,  could  I  rind 
after  the  strictest  search,  to  whom  I  could  write  as  I  do  to  you  ? 
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I  hope  the  number  will  increase.  I  am  sure  it  cannot  easily  be 
diminished. 

Poor !  I  have  heard  the  -whole  of  his  history,  and  can 

only  lament  what  I  am  sure  I  can  make  no  apology  for.  Two 
of  my  friends  have  been  cut  off,  during  my  illness,  in  the 
midst  of  such  a  life  as  it  is  frightful  to  reflect  upon ;  and  here 
am  I,  in  better  health  and  spirits  than  I  can  almost  remember 
to  have  enjoyed  before  after  having  spent  months  in  the  appre 
hension  of  instant  death.  How  mysterious  are  the  ways  of 
Providence!  Why  did  I  receive  grace  and  mercy  ?  Why  was 
I  preserved,  afflicted  for  my  good,  received,  as  I  trust,  into 
favour,  and  blessed  with  the  greatest  happiness  I  can  ever 
know  or  hope  for  in  this  life,  while  these  were  overtaken  by  the 
great  arrest,  unawakened,  unrepenting,  and  every  way  unpre 
pared  for  it  ?  His  infinite  wisdom,  to  whose  infinite  mercy  I 
owe  it  all,  can  solve  these  questions,  and  none  beside  him.  If 
a  free-thinker,  as  many  a  man  miscalls  himself,  could  be 
brought  to  give  a  serious  answer  to  them,  he  would  certainly 
say — "  Without  doubt,  sir,  you  was  in  great  danger,  you  had 
a  narrow  escape,  a  mest  fortunate  one  indeed."  How  exces 
sively  foolish,  as  well  as  shocking  !  As  if  life  depended  upon 
luck,  and  all  that  we  are  or  can  be,  all  that  we  have  or  hope  for, 
could  possibly  be  referred  to  accident !  Yet  to  this  freedom  of 
thought  it  is  owing  that  He,  who,  as  our  Saviour  tell  us,  is 
thoroughly  apprized  of  the  death  of  the  meanest  of  his  creatures, 
is  supposed  to  leave  those  whom  he  has  made  in  his  own  image, 
to  the  mercy  of  chance  ;  and  to  this  therefore  it  is  likewise 
owing  that  the  correction  which  our  heavenly  Father  bestows 
upon  us,  that  we  may  be  fitted  to  receive  his  blessing,  is  so  often 
disappointed  of  its  benevolent  intention,  and  that  men  despise 
the  chastening  of  the  Almighty.  Fevers  and  all  diseases  are 
accidents ;  and  long  life,  recovery  at  least  from  sickness,  is  the 
gift  of  the  physician.  No  man  can  be  a  greater  friend  to  the 
use  of  means  upon  these  occasions  than  myself,  for  it  were  pre 
sumption  and  enthusiasm  to  neglect  them.  God  has  endued 
them  with  salutary  properties  on  purpose  that  we  might  avail 
ourselves  of  them,  otherwise  that  part  of  his  creation  were  in 
vain.  But  to  impute  our  recovery  to  the  medicine,  and  to  carry 
our  views  no  further,  is  to  rob  God  of  his  honour,  and  is  saying 
in  effect  that  he  has  parted  with  the  keys  of  life  and  death, 
and,  by  giving  to  a  drug  the  power  to  heal  us,  has  placed  our 
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lives  out  of  his  own  reach.  He  that  thinks  thus  may  as  well 
fall  upon  his  knees  at  once  and  return  thanks  to  the  medicine 
that  cured  him,  for  it  was  certainly  more  immediately  instru 
mental  in  his  recovery  than  either  the  apothecary  or  the  doctor. 
My  dear  cousin,  a  firm  persuasion  of  the  superintendence  of 
Providence  over  all  our  concerns  is  absolutely  necessary  to  our 
happiness.  Without  it,  we  cannot  be  said  to  believe  in  the 
Scripture,  or  practise  any  thing  like  resignation  to  his  will.  If 
I  am  convinced  that  no  affliction  can  befall  me  without  the  per 
mission  of  God,  I  am  convinced  likewise  that  he  sees  and  knows 
that  I  am  afflicted ;  believing  this,  I  must  in  the  same  degree 
believe  that,  if  I  pray  to  him  for  deliverance,  he  hears  me  ;  I 
must  needs  know  likewise  with  equal  assurance  that,  if  he 
hears,  he  will  also  deliver  me,  if  that  will  upon  the  whole  be 
most  conducive  to  my  happiness  ;  and  if  he  does  not  deliver 
me,  I  may  be  well  assured  that  he  has  none  but  the  most  be 
nevolent  intention  in  declining  it.  He  made  us,  not  because 
we  could  add  to  his  happiness,  which  was  always  perfect,  but 
that  we  might  be  happy  ourselves  ;  and  will  he  not  in  all  his 
dispensations  towards  us,  even  in  the  minutest,  consult  that  end 
for  which  he  made  us  ?  To  suppose  the  contrary,  is  (which  we 
are  not  always  aware  of)  affronting  every  one  of  his  attributes  ; 
and  at  the  same  time  the  certain  consequence  of  disbelieving  his 
care  for  us  is,  that  we  renounce  utterly  our  dependence  upon 
him.  In  this  view  it  will  appear  plainly  that  the  line  of  duty 
is  not  stretched  too  tight,  when  we  are  told  that  we  ought  to 
accept  every  thing  at  his  hands  as  a  blessing,  and  to  be  thank 
ful  even  while  we  smart  under  the  rod  of  iron  with  which  he 
sometimes  rules  us.  Without  this  persuasion,  every  blessing, 
however  we  may  think  ourselves  happy  in  it,  loses  its  greatest 
recommendation,  and  every  affliction  is  intolerable.  Death  it 
self  must  be  welcome  to  him  who  has  this  faith,  and  he  who 
has  it  not  must  aim  at  it,  if  he  is  not  a  madman. 

You  cannot  think  how  glad  I  am  to  hear  you  are  going  to 
commence  lady  and  mistress  of  Freemantle1.  I  know  it  well, 
and  could  go  to  it  from  Southampton  blindfold.  You  are  kind 
to  invite  me  to  it,  and  I  shall  be  so  kind  to  myself  as  to  accept 
the  invitation,  though  I  should  not  for  a  slight  consideration 
be  prevailed  upon  to  quit  my  beloved  retirement  at  Huntingdon. 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

1   Freemantle,  a  villa  near  Southampton. 
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TO    LADY   HESKETH. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  Sept.  14,  1765. 

THE  longer  I  live  here,  the  better  I  like  the  place,  and  the 
people  who  belong  to  it.  I  am  upon  very  good  terms  with  no 
less  than  five  families,  besides  two  or  three  odd  scrambling 
fellows  like  myself.  The  last  acquaintance  I  made  here  is 
with  the  race  of  the  Unwins,  consisting  of  father  and  mother, 
son  and  daughter,  the  most  comfortable  social  folks  you  ever 
knew.  The  son  is  about  twenty-one  years  of  age,  one  of  the 
most  unreserved  and  amiable  young  men  I  ever  conversed  with. 
He  is  not  yet  arrived  at  that  time  of  life,  when  suspicion  re 
commends  itself  to  us  in  the  form  of  wisdom,  and  sets  every 
tiling  but  our  own  dear  selves  at  an  immeasureable  distance  from 
our  esteem  and  confidence.  Consequently  he  is  known  almost 
as  soon  as  seen,  and  having  nothing  in  his  heart  that  makes 
it  necessary  for  him  to  keep  it  barred  and  bolted,  opens  it  to  the 
perusal  even  of  a  stranger.  The  father  is  a  clergyman,  and  the 
son  is  designed  for  orders.  The  design,  however,  is  quite  his 
own,  proceeding  merely  from  his  being  and  having  always  been 
sincere  in  his  belief  and  love  of  the  Gospel.  Another  acquaint 
ance  I  have  lately  made  is  with  a  Mr.  Nicholson,  a  North 
country  divine,  very  poor,  but  very  good,  and  very  happy.  He 
reads  prayers  here  twice  a  day,  all  the  year  round  ;  and 
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travels  on  foot  to  serve  two  churches  every  Sunday  tnrougti 
the  year,  his  journey  out  and  home  again  being  sixteen  miles.  I 
supped  with  him  last  night.  He  gave  me  hread  and  cheese, 
and  a  black  jug  of  ale  of  his  own  brewing,  and  doubtless 
brewed  by  his  own  hands.  Another  of  my  acquaintance  is 

Mr. ,  a  thin,  tall,  old  man,  and  as  good  as  he  is  thin.    He 

drinks  nothing  but  water,  and  eats  no  flesh  ;  partly  (I  believe) 
from  a  religious  scruple  (for  he  is  very  religious),  and  partly 
in  the  spirit  of  a  valetudinarian.  He  is  to  be  met  with  every 
morning  of  his  life,  at  about  six  o'clock,  at  a  FOUNTAIN  of  very 
fine  water,  about  a  mile  from  the  town,  which  is  reckoned  ex 
tremely  like  the  Bristol  spring.  Being  both  early  risers,  and 
the  only  early  walkers  in  the  place,  we  soon  became  acquainted. 
His  great  piety  can  be  equalled  by  nothing  but  his  great  regu 
larity,  for  he  is  the  most  perfect  time-piece  in  the  world.  I 

have  received  a  visit  likewise  from  Mr. .    He  is  very  much 

a  gentleman,  well  read,  and  sensible.  I  am  persuaded,  in 
short,  that  if  I  had  the  choice  of  all  England,  where  to  fix 
my  abode,  I  could  not  have  chosen  better  for  myself,  and 
most  likely  I  should  not  have  chosen  so  well. 

You  say,  you  hope  it  is  not  necessary  for  salvation,  to  undergo 
the  same  afflictions  that  I  have  undergone.  No !  my  dear  cousin. 
God  deals  with  his  children  as  a  merciful  father  ;  he  does  not, 
as  he  himself  tells  us,  afflict  willingly  the  sons  of  men.  Doubt 
less  there  are  many,  who,  having  been  placed  by  his  good  provi 
dence  out  of  the  reach  of  any  great  evil  and  the  influence  of 
bad  example,  have  from  their  very  infancy  been  partakers  of 
the  grace  of  his  Holy  Spirit,  in  such  a  manner  as  never  to  have 
allowed  themselves  in  any  grievous  offence  against  him.  May 
you  love  him  more  and  more  day  by  day  ;  as  every  day,  while 
you  think  upon  him,  you  will  find  him  more  worthy  of  your 
love  :  and  may  you  be  finally  accepted  with  him  for  His  sake, 
whose  intercession  for  all  his  faithful  servants  cannot  but 
prevail !  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  Oct.  10,  1765. 

I  SHOULD  grumble  at  your  long  silence,  if  I  did  not  know 
that  one  may  love  one's  friends  very  well,  though  one  is  not 
always  in  the  humour  to  write  to  them.  Besides,  I  have  the 
satisfaction  of  being  perfectly  sure  that  you  have  at  least  twenty 
s.  c. — 2.  N 
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times  recollected  the  debt  you  owe  me,  and  as  often  resolved  to 
pay  it :  and  perhaps  while  you  remain  indebted  to  me,  you 
think  of  me  twice  as  often  as  you  would  do,  if  the  account 
was  clear.  These  are  the  reflections  with  which  I  comfort 
myself,  under  the  affliction  of  not  hearing  from  you ;  my  temper 
does  not  incline  me  to  jealousy,  and  if  it  did,  I  should  set  all 
right  by  having  recourse  to  what  I  have  already  received  from 
you. 

I  thank  God  for  your  friendship,  and  for  every  friend  I 
have  ;  for  all  the  pleasing  circumstances  of  my  situation  here, 
for  my  health  of  body,  and  perfect  serenity  of  mind.  To  re 
collect  the  past,  and  compare  it  with  the  present,  is  all  I  have 
need  of  to  fill  me  with  gratitude  ;  and  to  be  grateful  is  to  be 
happy.  Not  that  1  think  myself  sufficiently  thankful,  or  that 
I  shall  ever  be  so  in  this  life.  The  warmest  heart  perhaps 
only  feels  by  fits,  and  is  often  as  insensible  as  the  coldest. 
This,  at  least,  is  frequently  the  case  with  mine,  and  oftener  than 
it  should  be.  But  the  mercy  that  can  forgive  iniquity  will  never 
be  severe  to  mark  our  frailties  ;  to  that  mercy,  my  dear  cousin, 
I  commend  you,  with  earnest  wishes  for  your  welfare,  and  re 
main  your  ever  affectionate  W.  C. 

TO   LADY   HESKETH. 

Huntingdon,  Oct.  18,  1765. 

I  WISH  you  joy,  my  dear  cousin,  of  being  safely  arrived  in  port 
from  the  storms  of  Southampton.  For  my  own  part,  who  am 
but  as  a  Thames  wherry,  in  a  world  full  of  tempest  and  commo 
tion,  I  know  so  well  the  value  of  the  creek  I  have  put  into,  and 
the  snugness  it  affords  me,  that  I  have  a  sensible  sympathy 
with  you  in  the  pleasure  you  find  in  being  once  more  blown  to 
Droxford.  I  know  enough  of  Miss  Morley  to  send  her  my  com 
pliments  ;  to  which,  if  I  had  never  seen  her,  her  affection  for 
you  would  sufficiently  entitle  her.  If  I  neglected  to  dc  it 
sooner,  it  is  only  because  I  am  naturally  apt  to  neglect  what 
I  ought  to  do ;  and  if  I  was  as  genteel  as  I  am  negligent,  I 
should  be  the  most  delightful  creature  in  the  universe. 

I  am  glad  you  think  so  favourably  of  my  Huntingdon  pr- 
quaintance  ;  they  are  indeed  a  nice  set  of  folks,  and  suit  me  ex 
actly.  I  should  have  been  more  particular  in  my  account  of 
Miss  Unwin,  if  I  had  had  materials  for  a  minute  description. 
She  is  about  eighteen  years  of  age,  rather  handsome  and  genteel. 
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In  her  mother's  company  she  says  little ;  not  because  her 
mother  requires  it  of  her,  but  because  she  seems  glad  of  that 
excuse  for  not  talking,  being  somewhat  inclined  to  bashful- 
ness.  There  is  the  most  remarkable  cordiality  between  all  the 
parts  of  the  family  ;  and  the  mother  and  daughter  seem  to 
dote  upon  each  other.  The  first  time  I  went  to  the  house  I 
was  introduced  to  the  daughter  alone  ;  and  sat  with  her  near 
half  an  hour,  before  her  brother  came  in,  who  had  appointed 
me  to  call  upon  him.  Talking  is  necessary  in  a  tete-h-tete,  to 
distinguish  the  persons  of  the  drama  from  the  chairs  they  sit  on : 
accordingly  she  talked  a  great  deal,  and  extremely  well ;  and, 
like  the  rest  of  the  family,  behaved  with  as  much  ease  of  ad 
dress  as  if  we  had  been  old  acquaintance.  She  resembles  her 
mother  in  her  great  piety,  who  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
instances  of  it  I  have  ever  seen.  They  are  altogether  the  cheer- 
fulest  and  most  engaging  family-piece  it  is  possible  to  conceive. 
Since  I  wrote  the  above,  T  met  Mrs.  Unwin  in  the  street, 
and  went  home  with  her.  She  and  I  walked  together  near 
two  hours  in  the  garden,  and  had  a  conversation  which  did 
me  more  good  than  I  should  have  received  from  an  audience 
of  the  first  prince  in  Europe.  That  woman  is  a  blessing  to 
me,  and  I  never  see  her  without  being  the  better  for  her  com 
pany.  I  am  treated  in  the  family  as  if  I  was  a  near  relation, 
and  have  been  repeatedly  invited  to  call  upon  them  at  all  times. 
You  know  what  a  shy  fellow  I  am ;  I  cannot  prevail  with  my 
self  to  make  so  much  use  of  this  privilege  as  I  am  sure  they 
intend  I  should  ;  but  perhaps  this  awkwardness  will  wear  off 
hereafter.  It  was  my  earnest  request  before  I  left  St.  Alban's, 
that  wherever  it  might  please  Providence  to  dispose  of  me,  I 
might  meet  with  such  an  acquaintance  as  I  find  in  Mrs.  Unwin. 
.How  happy  it  is  to  believe,  with  a  steadfast  assurance,  that 
our  petitions  are  heard  even  while  we  are  making  them  ;  and 
how  delightful  to  meet  with  a  proof  of  it  in  the  effectual  and 
actual  grant  of  them  !  Surely  it  is  a  gracious  finishing  given 
to  those  means,  which  the  Almighty  has  been  pleased  to  make 
use  of  for  my  conversion.  After  having  been  deservedly  ren 
dered  unfit  for  any  society,  to  be  again  qualified  for  it,  and 
admitted  at  once  into  the  fellowship  of  those  whom  God  re 
gards  as  the  excellent  of  the  earth,  and  whom,  in  the  empha- 
tical  language  of  Scripture,  he  preserves  as  the  apple  of  his 
eye,  is  a  blessing  which  carries  with  it  the  stamp  and  visible 
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superscription  of  divine  bounty, — a  grace  unlimited  as  un 
deserved  ;  and,  like  its  glorious  Author,  free  in  its  course, 
and  blessed  in  its  operation  ! 

My  dear  cousin  !  health  and  happiness,  and  above  all,  the 
favour  of  our  great  and  gracious  Lord,  attend  you !  While  we 
seek  it  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  we  are  infinitely  more  secure  of 
it  than  of  the  next  breath  we  expect  to  draw.  Heaven  and 
earth  have  their  destined  periods ;  ten  thousand  worlds  will 
vanish  at  the  consummation  of  all  things  ;  but  the  word  of  God 
standeth  fast ;  and  they  who  trust  in  him  shall  never  be  con 
founded. 

My  love  to  all  who  inquire  after  me. 

Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

TO   MAJOR  COWPER,  AT    THE   PARK    HOUSE,    NEAR   HARTFORD. 

MY  DEAR  MAJOR,  Huntingdon,  Oct.  18,  1765. 

I  HAVE  neither  lost  the  use  of  my  fingers  nor  my  memory, 
though  my  unaccountable  silence  might  incline  you  to  suspect 
that  I  had  lost  both.  The  history  of  those  things  which  have, 
from  time  to  time,  prevented  my  scribbling,  would  not  only 
be  insipid  but  extremely  voluminous  ;  for  which  reasons  they 
will  not  make  their  appearance  at  present,  nor  probably  at  any 
time  hereafter.  If  my  neglecting  to  write  to  you  were  a  proof 
that  I  had  never  thought  of  you,  and  that  had  been  really  the 
case,  five  shillings  a  piece  would  have  been  much  too  little  to 
give  for  the  sight  of  such  a  monster !  but  I  am  no  such 
monster,  nor  do  I  perceive  in  myself  the  least  tendency  to  such 
a  transformation.  You  may  recollect  that  I  had  but  very  un 
comfortable  expectations  of  the  accommodation  I  should  meet 
with  at  Huntingdon.  How  much  better  is  it  to  take  our  lot, 
where  it  shall  please  Providence  to  cast  it,  without  anxiety ! 
Had  I  chosen  for  myself,  it  is  impossible  I  could  have  fixed  upon 
a  place  so  agreeable  to  me  in  all  respects.  I  so  much  dreaded 
the  thought  of  having  a  new  acquaintance  to  make,  with  no 
other  recommendation  than  that  of  being  a  perfect  stranger, 
that  I  heartily  wished  no  creature  here  might  take  the  least 
notice  of  me.  Instead  of  which,  in  about  two  months  after 
my  arrival,  I  became  known  to  all  the  visitable  people  here, 
and  do  verily  think  it  the  most  agreeable  neighbourhood  I  ever 
saw. 

Here  are  three  families  who  have  received  me  with  the  ut 
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most  civility ;  and  two  in  particular  have  treated  me  with  as 
much  cordiality  as  if  their  pedigrees  and  mine  had  grown  upon 
the  same  sheep-skin.  Besides  these,  there  are  three  or  four 
single  men  who  suit  my  temper  to  a  hair.  The  town  is  one  of 
the  neatest  in  England ;  the  country  is  fine,  for  several  miles 
about  it ;  and  the  roads,  which  are  all  turnpike,  and  strike  out 
four  or  five  different  ways,  are  perfectly  good  all  the  year 
round.  I  mention  this  latter  circumstance  chiefly  because  my 
distance  from  Cambridge  has  made  a  horseman  of  me  at  last,  or 
at  least  is  likely  to  do  so.  My  brother  and  I  meet  every  week, 
by  an  alternate  reciprocation  of  intercourse,  as  Sam  Johnson 
would  express  it ;  sometimes  I  get  a  lift  in  a  neighbour's 
chaise,  but  generally  ride.  As  to  my  own  personal  condition, 
I  am  much  happier  than  the  day  is  long,  and  sunshine  and 
candlelight  see  me  perfectly  contented.  I  get  books  in  abun 
dance,  as  much  company  as  I  choose,  a  deal  of  comfortable 
leisure,  and  enjoy  better  health,  I  think,  than  for  many  years 
past.  What  is  there  wanting  to  make  me  happy  ?  Nothing,  if 
I  can  but  be  as  thankful  as  I  ought ;  and  I  trust  that  He  who 
has  bestowed  so  many  blessings  upon  me,  will  give  me  gratitude 
to  crown  them  all.  I  beg  you  will  give  my  love  to  my  dear 
cousin  Maria,  and  to  everybody  at  the  Park.  If  Mrs.  Maitland, 
is  with  you,  as  I  suspect  by  a  passage  in  Lady  Hesketh's  letter 
to  me,  pray  remember  me  to  her  very  affectionately.  And 
believe  me,  my  dear  friend,  ever  yours. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Oct.  25,  1765. 

I  AM  afraid  the  month  of  October  has  proved  rather  unfavour 
able  to  the  belle  assemblee  at  Southampton  ;  high  winds  and 
continual  rains  being  bitter  enemies  to  that  agreeable  lounge, 
which  you  and  I  are  equally  fond  of.  I  have  very  cordially 
betaken  myself  to  my  books,  and  my  fireside  ;  and  seldom  leave 
them  unless  for  exercise.  I  have  added  another  family  to  the 
number  of  those  I  was  acquainted  with  when  you  were  here. 
Their  name  is  Unwin — the  most  agreeable  people  imaginable  ; 
quite  sociable,  and  as  free  from  the  ceremonious  civility  of 
country  gentlefolks  as  any  I  ever  met  with.  They  treat  me 
more  like  a  near  relation  than  a  stranger,  and  their  house  is 
always  open  to  me.  The  old  gentleman  carries  me  to  Cam 
bridge  in  his  chaise.  He  is  a  man  of  learning  and  good  sense, 
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and  as  simple  as  parson  Adams.  His  wife  has  a  very  uncom 
mon  understanding,  has  read  much  to  excellent  purpose,  and  is 
more  polite  than  a  duchess.  The  son  who  belongs  to  Cam 
bridge,  is  a  most  amiable  young  man,  and  the  daughter  quite  of 
a  piece  with  the  rest  of  the  family.  They  see  but  li ttle  company, 
which  suits  me  exactly ;  go  when  I  will,  I  find  a  house  full 
of  peace  and  cordiality  in  all  its  parts,  and  I  am  sure  to  hear 
no  scandal,  but  such  discourse  instead  of  it  as  we  are  all  better 
for.  You  remember  Rousseau's  description  of  an  English 
morning ;  such  are  the  mornings  I  spend  with  these  good 
people  ;  and  the  evenings  differ  from  them  in  nothing,  except 
that  they  are  still  more  snug,  and  quieter.  Now  I  know  them, 
I  wonder  that  I  liked  Huntingdon  so  well  before  I  knew  them, 
and  am  apt  to  think  I  should  find  every  place  disagreeable 
that  had  not  an  Unwin  belonging  to  it. 

This  incident  convinces  me  of  the  truth  of  an  observation  I 
have  often  made,  that  when  we  circumscribe  our  estimate  of  all 
that  is  clever  within  the  limits  of  our  own  acquaintance  (which 
I  at  least  have  been  always  apt  to  do),  we  are  guilty  of  a  very 
uncharitable  censure  upon  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  of  a  nar 
rowness  of  thinking  disgraceful  to  ourselves.  Wapping  and 
Redriff  may  contain  some  of  the  most  amiable  persons  living, 
and  such  as  one  would  go  to  Wapping  and  Redriff  to  make 
acquaintance  with.  You  remember  Mr.  Gray's  stanza — 

"  Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene, 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear ; 
Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air." 

Yours,  dear  Joe,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Nov.  5,  1765. 

I  WROTE  to  you  about  ten  days  ago, 

Soliciting  a  quick  return  of  gold, 

To  purchase  certain  horse  that  like  me  well. 

Either  my  letter  or  your  answer  to  it»  I  fear,  has  miscarried. 
The  former,  I  hope ;  because  a  miscarriage  of  the  latter  might 
be  attended  with  bad  consequences. 

I  find  it  impossible  to  proceed  any  longer  in  my  present 
course,  without  danger  of  bankruptcy.  I  have  therefore  en 
tered  into  an  agreement  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Unwin,  to  lodge 
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and  board  with  him.  The  family  are  the  most  agreeable  in 
the  world.  They  live  in  a  special  good  house,  and  in  a  very 
genteel  way.  They  are  all  exactly  what  I  would  wish  them  to 
be,  and  I  know  I  shall  be  as  happy  with  them  as  I  can  be  on 
this  side  of  the  sun.  I  did  not  dream  of  this  matter  till  about 
five  days  ago  :  but  now  the  whole  is  settled.  I  shall  transfer 
myself  thither  as  soon  as  I  have  satisfied  all  demands  upon  me 
here.  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

I  know  nobody  so  like  Mrs.  Unwin  as  my  Aunt  Madan,  I 
don't  mean  in  person,  for  she  is  a  much  younger  woman,  but 
in  character. 

TO  JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  SEPHUS,  Nov.  8,  1765. 

NOTWITHSTANDING  it  is  so  agreeable  a  thing  to  read  Law 
Lectures  to  the  Students  of  Lyons'  Inn,  especially  to  the 
reader  himself,  I  must  beg  leave  to  waive  it.  Danby  Pickering 
must  be  the  happy  man  ;  and  I  heartily  wish  him  joy  of  his 
deputy  ship.  As  to  the  treat,  I  think  if  it  goes  before  the 
lecture,  it  will  be  apt  to  blunt  the  apprehension  of  the  students ; 
and  if  it  comes  after,  it  may  erase  from  their  memories  im 
pressions  so  newly  made.  I  could  wish,  therefore,  that  for 
their  benefit  and  behoof,  this  circumstance  were  omitted.  Bui 
if  it  be  absolutely  necessary,  I  hope  Mr.  Salt,  or  whoever  takes 
the  conduct  of  it,  will  see  that  it  be  managed  with  the  frugality 
and  temperance  becoming  so  learned  a  body.  I  shall  be 
obliged  to  you  if  you  will  present  my  respects  to  Mr.  Treasurer 
Salt,  and  express  my  concern  at  the  same  time,  that  he  had 
the  trouble  of  sending  me  two  letters  upon  this  occasion.  The 
first  of  them  never  came  to  hand. 

I  think  the  Welshman  must  morris  ; — what  think  you  ?  If 
he  withdraws  to  his  native  mountains  we  shall  never  catch 
him ;  so  the  best  way  is  to  let  him  run  in  debt  no  longer. 

As  to  E — ,  if  he  will  listen  to  anything,  it  must  be  to  a  re 
monstrance  from  you.  A  letter  has  no  more  effect  upon  him 
than  a  messenger  sent  up  to  a  paper  kite  ;  and  he  will  make 
me  pay  the  postage  of  all  my  epistles  into  the  bargain. 

I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  will  tell  me  whether  my  ex 
chequer  is  full  or  empty,  and  whether  the  revenue  of  last  year 
is  yet  come  in,  that  I  may  proportion  my  payments  to  the 
exigencies  of  my  affairs. 
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My  dear  Sephus,  give  my  love  to  your  family,  and  believe 
me  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  invitation.  At  present  I  am 
in  such  an  unsettled  condition,  that  I  can  think  of  nothing  but 
laying  the  foundation  of  my  future  abode  at  Unwin's.  My 
being  admitted  there,  is  the  effect  of  the  great  good  nature  and 
friendly  turn  of  that  family,  who  I  have  great  reason  to  believe 
are  as  desirous  to  do  me  service  as  they  could  be  after  a  much 
longer  acquaintance.  Let  your  next,  if  it  comes  a  week  hence, 
be  directed  to  me  there. 

The  greatest  part  of  the  law  books  are  those  which  Lord 
Cowper  gave  me.  Those,  and  the  very  few  which  I  bought 
myself,  are  all  at  the  Major's  service. 

Stroke  puss's  back  the  wrong  way  and  it  will  put  her  in 
mind  of  her  master.  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 
DEAR  SEPHUS,  Dec.  3,  1765. 

THAT  I  may  return  as  particular  an  answer  to  your  letter  as 
possible,  I  will  take  it  item  by  item. 

First,  then,  I  rejoice  with  you  in  the  victory  you  have  ob 
tained  over  the  Welshman's  pocket.  The  reluctance  with 
which  he  pays,  and  promises  to  pay,  gives  me  but  little  con 
cern,  further  than  as  it  seems  to  threaten  you  with  the  trouble 
of  many  fruitless  applications  hereafter,  in  the  receipt  of  my 
lordship's  rents. 

Secondly,  I  am  glad  that  you  have  received  some  money  on 
my  account ;  and  am  still  more  pleased  that  you  have  so  much 
in  bank,  after  the  remittances  already  made.  But  that  which 
increases  my  joy  to  the  highest  pitch  of  possible  augmentation, 
is,  that  you  expect  to  receive  more  shortly. 

Thirdly,  I  should  be  quite  in  raptures  with  the  fair  pro 
mises  of  Mr.  E — ,  if  I  believed  he  was  in  earnest*  But  the 
propensity  of  that  gentleman  to  indulge  himself  in  a  jocular 
humour  upon  these  serious  occasions,  though  it  is  very  enter 
taining,  is  not  quite  so  good  a  joke  as  the  performance  of 
those  promises  would  be.  But  men  of  wit  are  apt  to  be  a 
little  whimsical. 

Fourthly,  I  do  recollect  that  I  myself  am  a  little  guilty  of 
what  I  blame  so  much  in  Mr.  E —  :  in  the  last  letter  I  wrote 
you,  having  returned  you  so  facetious  an  answer  to  your  serious 
enquiry  concerning  the  entertainment  to  be  given  or  not  to  be 
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given  to  the  gentlemen  of  New  Inn,  that  you  must  needs  have 
been  at  a  loss  to  collect  from  it  my  real  intentions.  My  sincere 
desire,  however,  in  this  respect  is,  that  they  may  fast ;  and 
being  supported  in  this  resolution,  not  only  by  an  assurance 
that  I  can,  and  therefore  ought  to  make  a  better  use  of  my 
money,  but  also  by  the  examples  of  my  predecessors  in  the 
same  business,  Mr.  Barrington  and  Mr.  Schutz,  I  have  no 
longer  any  doubt  concerning  the  propriety  of  condemning 
them  to  abstinence  upon  this  occasion  ;  and  cannot  but  wish 
that  point  may  be  carried,  if  it  can  be  done  without  engaging 
you  in  the  trouble  of  any  disagreeable  haggling,  and  higgling, 
and  twisting,  and  wriggling  to  save  my  money. 

Lastly,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  I  owe  Thurlow  five  guineas. 
Be  so  kind  as  to  pay  him  when  he  happens  to  fall  in  your 
way.  Yours,  my  dear  Joe,  W.  C. 

The  fire  of  the  general  election  begins  to  smoke  here  already. 

TO  JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  SEPHUS,  Huntingdon,  March  10,  1766. 

I  THINK  the  remainder  of  Dr.  Cotton's  account  is  sixty-five 
pounds.  I  should  have  advised  the  payment  of  it  before  this 
time,  but  the  time  of  general  payment  advances  apace,  and  I 
have  been  afraid  of  wanting  money  for  other  purposes.  In  the 
pleasant  month  of  May,  I  intend  to  discharge  a  half-year's 
reckoning  with  Mrs.  Unwin.  Soon  after  that  I  shall  have 
servants'  wages  to  pay,  and  half-a-y ear's  maintenance  of  a 
small  youth  whom  I  brought  with  me  by  way  of  pensioner 
from  St.  Alban's.  The  whole  amount  of  these  three  articles 
will  be  about  sixty  pounds.  If,  in  these  circumstances,  and  in 
this  situation,  you  think  I  can  afford  to  quit  scores  with  the 
little  Doctor,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  will  do  it  forth 
with.  You  may  contrive,  when  you  send  him  the  cash,  to 
ask  whether  he  is  fully  paid  or  no,  and  if  not,  how  much  re 
mains  due,  and  unsatisfied.  More  debts  than  money  has  been 
my  distress  this  many  a  day,  and  is  likely  to  continue  so. 

I  have  not  seen  the  new  play,  nor  is  my  curiosity  so  much 
agog,  as  one  would  have  expected.  We  live  much  out  of  the 
theatrical  sphere.  My  connexion  with  Colman  is  probably  at 
an  end,  and  it  would  give  me  therefore  more  pain  than  plea 
sure  to  read  his  productions.  I  have  seen  the  Epilogue  and 
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think  it  wonderfully  silly.  I  ask  Fanny's  pardon,  for  I  recol 
lect  it  is  Garrick's.  My  love  to  your  family. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sephus,  WM.  COWPER. 

Remember  me  to  my  Uncle  when  you  see  him. 

TO   MRS.  COWPER,    AT    THE   PARK  HOUSE,    NEAR   HARTFORD. 

MY    DEAR    COUSIN. 

I  AM  much  obliged  to  you  for  Pearsall's  Meditations,  especially 
as  it  furnishes  me  with  an  occasion  of  writing  to  you,  which  is 
all  I  have  waited  for.  My  friends  must  excuse  me,  if  I 
write  to  none  but  those  who  lay  it  fairly  in  my  way  to  do  so. 
The  inference  I  am  apt  to  draw  from  their  silence  is,  that  they 
wish  me  to  be  silent  too. 

I  have  great  reason,  my  dear  cousin,  to  be  thankful  to  the 
gracious  Providence  that  conducted  me  to  this  place.  The  lady 
in  whose  house  I  live  is  so  excellent  a  person,  and  regards  me 
with  a  friendship  so  truly  Christian,  that  I  could  almost  fancy 
my  own  mother  restored  to  life  again,  to  compensate  to  me  for 
all  the  friends  I  have  lost,  and  all  my  connexions  broken. 
She  has  a  son  at  Cambridge  in  all  respects  worthy  of  such  a 
mother,  the  most  amiable  young  man  I  ever  knew.  His 
natural  and  acquired  endowments  are  very  considerable ;  and 
as  to  his  virtues,  I  need  only  say,  that  he  is  a  Christian.  It 
ought  to  be  a  matter  of  daily  thanksgiving  to  me,  that  I  am 
admitted  into  the  society  of  such  persons  ;  and  I  pray  God  to 
make  me,  and  keep  me,  worthy  of  them. 

Your  brother  Martin  has  been  very  kind  to  me,  having 
written  to  me  twice  in  a  style  which,  though  it  was  once  irk 
some  to  me,  to  say  the  least,  I  now  know  how  to  value.  I  pray 
God  to  forgive  me  the  many  light  things  I  have  both  said  and 
thought  of  him  and  his  labours.  Hereafter  I  shall  consider 
him  as  a  burning  and  a  shining  light,  and  as  one  of  those  "  who 
having  turned  many  to  righteousness,  shall  shine  hereafter  as 
the  stars  for  ever  and  ever." 

So  much  for  the  state  of  my  heart;  as  to  my  spirits,  I  am 
cheerful  and  happy,  and  having  peace  with  God  have  peace 
within  myself.  For  the  continuance  of  this  blessing  I  trust  to 
Him  who  gives  it :  and  they  who  trust  in  Him  shall  never  be 
confounded.  Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

Huntingdon,  at  the  Rev.  Mr.  Unwin's, 
March  12,  1766. 


TO   MBS.    COWPEB.  187 

TO   MBS.  COWPEB,  AT   THE   PABK   HOUSE,  HABTFORD. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  April  4,  1766. 

I  AGEEE  with  .you  that  letters  are  not  essential  to  friendship  : 
but  they  seem  to  be  a  natural  fruit  of  it,  when  they  are  the 
only  intercourse  that  can  be  had.  And  a  friendship  producing 
no  sensible  effects  is  so  like  indifference,  that  the  appearance 
may  easily  deceive  even  an  acute  discerner.  I  retract  however 
all  that  I  said  in  my  last  upon  this  subject,  having  reason  to 
suspect  that  it  proceeded  from  a  principle  which  I  would  dis 
courage  in  myself  upon  all  occasions,  even  a  pride  that  felt 
itself  hurt  upon  a  mere  suspicion  of  neglect.  I  have  so  much 
cause  for  humility,  and  so  much  need  of  it  too,  and  every  little 
sneaking  resentment  is  such  an  enemy  to  it,  that  I  hope  I  shall 
never  give  quarter  to  any  thing  that  appears  in  the  shape  of 
sullenness,  or  self-consequence  hereafter.  Alas !  if  my  best 
Friend,  who  laid  down  His  life  for  me,  were  to  remember  all 
the  instances  in  which  I  have  neglected  Him,  and  to  plead 
them  against  me  in  judgement,  where  should  I  hide  my  guilty 
head  in  the  day  of  recompense  ?  I  will  pray  therefore  for 
blessings  upon  my  friends  even  though  they  cease  to  be  so,  and 
upon  my  enemies  though  they  continue  such.  The  deceitful- 
ness  of  the  natural  heart  is  inconceivable.  I  know  well  that  I 
passed  upon  my  friends  for  a  person  at  least  religiously  in 
clined,  if  not  actually  religious  ;  and  what  is  more  wonderful,  I 
thought  myself  a  Christian,  when  I  had  no  faith  in  Christ, 
when  I  saw  no  beauty  in  him  that  I  should  desire  him ;  in 
short,  when  I  had  neither  faith  nor  love,  nor  any  Christian  grace 
whatever,  but  a  thousand  seeds  of  rebellion  instead,  ever 
more  springing  up  in  enmity  against  him.  But  blessed  be 
God,  even  the  God  who  is  become  my  salvation,  the  hail  of 
affliction,  and  rebuke  for  sin  has  swept  away  the  refuge  of  lies. 
It  pleased  the  Almighty  in  great  mercy  to  set  all  my  misdeeds 
before  me.  At  length,  the  storm  being  past,  a  quiet  and  peace 
ful  serenity  of  soul  succeeded,  such  as  ever  attends  the  gift  of 
lively  faith  in  the  all-sufficient  atonement,  and  the  sweet  sense 
of  mercy  and  pardon  purchased  by  the  blood  of  Christ.  Thus 
did  He  break  me  and  bind  me  up ;  thus  did  he  wound  me,  and 
his  hands  made  me  whole.  My  dear  cousin,  I  make  no  apology 
for  entertaining  you  with  the  history  of  my  conversion,  be 
cause  I  know  you  to  be  a  Christian  in  the  sterling  import 
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of  the  appellation.  This  is,  however,  but  a  very  summary  ac 
count  of  the  matter,  neither  would  a  letter  contain  the  astonish 
ing  particulars  of  it.  If  we  ever  meet  again  in  this  world,  I 
will  relate  them  to  you  by  word  of  mouth  ;  if  not,  they  will 
serve  for  the  subject  of  a  conference  in  the  next,  where  I 
doubt  not  I  shall  remember  and  record  them  with  a  gratitude 
better  suited  to  the  subject. 

Yours,  my  dear  cousin,  affectionately,  W.  C. 

TO   MBS.  COWPEB,  AT  THE   PABK   HOUSE,  HABTFOBD. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  April  17,  1766. 

As  in  matters  unattainable  by  reason,  and  unrevealed  in  the 
Scripture,  it  is  impossible  to  argue  at  all ;  so,  in  matters  con 
cerning  which  reason  can  only  give  a  probable  guess,  and 
the  Scripture  has  made  no  explicit  discovery,  it  is,  though 
not  impossible  to  argue  at  all,  yet  impossible  to  argue  to  any 
certain  conclusion.  This  seems  to  me  to  be  the  very  case  with 
the  point  in  question  :  reason  is  able  to  form  many  plausible 
conjectures  concerning  the  possibility  of  our  knowing  each 
other  in  a  future  state  ;  and  the  Scripture  has,  here  and  there, 
favoured  us  with  an  expression  that  looks  at  least  like  a  slight 
intimation  of  it ;  but  because  a  conjecture  can  never  amount 
to  a  proof,  and  a  slight  intimation  cannot  be  construed  into 
a  positive  assertion,  therefore  I  think  we  can  never  come  to 
any  absolute  conclusion  upon  the  subject.  We  may  indeed 
reason  about  the  plausibility  of  our  conjectures,  and  we  may 
discuss,  with  great  industry  and  shrewdness  of  argument, 
those  passages  in  the  Scripture  which  seem  to  favour  the 
opinion  ;  but  still,  no  certain  means  having  been  afforded  us, 
no  certain  end  can  be  attained  ;  and  after  all  that  can  be  said, 
it  will  still  be  doubtful  whether  we  shall  know  each  other 
or  not. 

As  to  arguments  founded  upon  human  reason  only,  it  would 
be  easy  to  muster  up  a  much  greater  number  on  the  affirmative 
side  of  the  question,  than  it  would  be  worth  my  while  to  write, 
or  yours  to  read.  Let  us  see,  therefore,  what  the  Scripture 
says,  or  seems  to  say,  towards  the  proof  of  it ;  and  of  this  kind 
of  argument  also  I  shall  insert  but  a  few  of  those  which  seem 
to  me  to  be  the  fairest  and  clearest  for  the  purpose.  For 
after  all,  a  disputant  on  either  side  of  this  question  is  in  danger 
of  that  censure  of  our  blessed  Lord's,  "  Ye  do  err,  not  knowing 
the  Scripture,  nor  the  power  of  God." 
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As  to  parables,  I  know  it  has  been  said,  in  the  dispute  con 
cerning  the  intermediate  state,  that  they  are  not  argumenta 
tive  ;  but  this  having  been  controverted  by  very  wise  and  good 
men,  and  the  parable  of  Dives  and  Lazarus  having  been  used 
by  such  to  prove  an  intermediate  state,  I  see  not  why  it  may  not 
be  as  fairly  used  for  the  proof  of  any  other  matter  which  it 
seems  fairly  to  imply.  In  this  parable  we  see  that  Dives  is 
represented  as  knowing  Lazarus,  and  Abraham  as  knowing 
them  both,  and  the  discourse  between  them  is  entirely  concern 
ing  their  respective  characters  and  circumstances  upon  earth. 
Here,  therefore,  our  Saviour  seems  to  countenance  the  notion  of 
a  mutual  knowledge  and  recollection  ;  and  if  a  soul  that  has 
perished  shall  know  the  soul  that  is  saved,  surely  the  heirs  of 
salvation  shah1  know  and  recollect  each  other. 

In  the  first  epistle  to  the  Thessalonians,  the  second  chapter, 
and  nineteenth  verse,  St.  Paul  says,  "  What  is  our  hope,  or 
joy,  or  crown  of  rejoicing  ?  Are  not  even  ye  in  the  presence 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  at  his  coming  f  For  ye  are  our 
glory  and  joy." 

As  to  the  hope  which  the  Apostle  has  formed  concerning 
them,  he  himself  refers  the  accomplishment  of  it  to  the  coming 
of  Christ,  meaning  that  then  he  should  receive  the  recom 
pense  of  his  labours  in  their  behalf ;  his  joy  and  glory  he 
refers  likewise  to  the  same  period,  both  which  would  result 
from  the  sight  of  such  numbers  redeemed  by  the  blessing  of 
God  upon  his  ministration,  when  he  should  present  them  be 
fore  the  great  Judge,  and  say,  in  the  words  of  a  greater  than 
himself,  "  Lo  !  I,  and  the  children  whom  thou  hast  given  me." 
This  seems  to  imply  that  the  Apostle  should  know  the  converts, 
and  the  converts  the  Apostle,  at  least  at  the  Day  of  Judge 
ment  ;  and  if  then,  why  not  afterwards  ? 

See  also  the  fourth  chapter  of  that  epistle,  verses  13,  14, 
1 6,  which  I  have  not  room  to  transcribe.  Here  the  Apostle 
comforts  them  under  their  affliction  for  their  deceased  brethren, 
exhorting  them  "not  to  sorrow  as  without  hope  ;"  and  what 
is  the  hope  by  which  he  teaches  them  to  support  their  spirits? 
Even  this,  "that  them  which  sleep  in  Jesus  shall  God  bring 
with  him."  In  other  words,  and  by  a  fair  paraphrase  surely, 
telling  them  they  are  only  taken  from  them  for  a  season,  and 
that  they  should  receive  them  at  their  resurrection. 

If  you  can  take  off  the  force  of  these  texts,  my  dear  cousin, 
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you  will  go  a  great  way  towards  shaking  my  opinion  ;  if  not, 
I  think  they  must  go  a  great  way  towards  shaking  yours. 

The  reason  why  I  did  not  send  you  my  opinion  of  Pearsall 
was,  because  I  had  not  then  read  him  ;  I  have  read  him  since, 
and  like  him  much,  especially  the  latter  part  of  him  ;  but  you 
have  whetted  my  curiosity  to  see  the  last  letter  by  tearing  it 
out :  unless  you  can  give  me  a  good  reason  why  I  should  not 
see  it,  I  shall  inquire  for  the  book  the  first  time  I  go  to  Cam 
bridge.  Perhaps  I  may  be  partial  to  Hervey  for  the  sake  of 
his  other  writings  ;  but  I  cannot  give  Pearsall  the  preference 
to  him,  for  I  think  him  one  of  the  most  scriptural  writers  in 
the  world.  Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   MES.  COWPEB,  AT  THE   PAEK  HOUSE,  HABTFOID. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  April  18,  1766. 

HATING  gone  as  far  as  I  thought  needful  to  justify  the  opinion 
of  our  meeting  and  knowing  each  other  hereafter,  I  find,  upon 
reflection,  that  I  have  done  but  half  my  business,  and  that  one 
of  the  questions  you  proposed  remains  entirely  unconsidered, 
viz.  "Whether  the  things  of  our  present  state  will  not  be  of  too 
low  and  mean  a  nature  to  engage  our  thoughts,  or  make  a 
part  of  our  communications  in  heaven." 

The  common  and  ordinary  occurrences  of  life,  no  doubt, 
and  even  the  ties  of  kindred,  and  of  all  temporal  interests,  will  be 
entirely  discarded  from  amongst  that  happy  society  ;  and  pos 
sibly  even  the  remembrance  of  them  done  away.  But  it  does 
not  therefore  follow  that  our  spiritual  concerns,  even  in  this 
life,  will  be  forgotten  ;  neither  do  I  think  that  they  can  ever 
appear  trifling  to  us  in  any  the  most  distant  period  of  eternity. 
God,  as  you  say  in  reference  to  the  Scripture,  will  be  all  in  all. 
But  does  not  that  expression  mean  that,  being  admitted  to  so 
near  an  aproach  to  our  heavenly  Father  and  Redeemer,  our 
whole  nature,  the  soul  and  all  its  faculties,  will  be  employed 
in  praising  and  adoring  him  ?  Doubtless,  however,  this  will  be 
the  case  ;  and  if  so,  will  it  not  furnish  out  a  glorious  theme  of 
thanksgiving,  to  recollect  "the  rock  whence  we  were  hewn,  and 
the  hole  of  the  pit  whence  we  were  digged  ?"  to  recollect  the 
time  when  our  faith,  which  under  the  tuition  and  nurture  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  has  produced  such  a  plentiful  harvest  of  im 
mortal  bliss,  was  as  a  grain  of  mustard  seed,  small  in  itself, 
promising  but  little  fruit,  and  producing  less  ?  to  recollect  the 
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various  attempts  that  were  made  upon  it,  by  the  World,  the 
Flesh,  and  the  Devil,  and  its  various  triumphs  over  all,  by 
the  assistance  of  God,  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ?  At 
present,  whatever  our  convictions  may  be  of  the  sinfulness 
and  corruption  of  our  nature,  we  can  make  but  a  very  im 
perfect  estimate  either  of  our  weakness  or  our  guilt.  Then,  no 
doubt,  we  shall  understand  the  full  value  of  the  wonderful  sal 
vation  wrought  out  for  us :  and  it  seems  reasonable  to  sup 
pose,  that,  in  order  to  form  a  just  idea  of  our  redemption,  we 
shall  be  able  to  form  a  just  one  of  the  danger  we  have  escaped  ; 
when  we  know  how  weak  and  frail  we  were,  surely  we  shall 
be  more  able  to  render  due  praise  and  honour  to  His  strength 
who  fought  for  us ;  when  we  know  completely  the  hatefulness  of 
sin  in  the  sight  of  God,  and  how  deeply  we  were  tainted  by 
it,  we  shall  know  how  to  value  the  blood  by  which  we  were 
cleansed  as  we  ought.  The  twenty-four  elders,  in  the  fifth 
of  the  Revelations,  give  glory  to  God  for  their  redemption  out 
of  every  kindred,  and  tongue,  and  people,  and  nation.  This 
surely  implies  a  retrospect  to  their  respective  conditions  upon 
earth,  and  that  each  remembered  out  of  what  particular 
kindred  and  nation  he  had  beeu  redeemed ;  and  if  so,  then 
surely  the  minutest  circumstance  of  their  redemption  did  not 
escape  their  memory.  They  who  triumph  over  the  Beast,  in 
the  fifteenth  chapter,  sing  the  song  of  Moses,  the  servant  of 
God ;  and  what  was  that  song  ?  A  sublime  record  of  Israel's 
deliverance  and  the  destruction  of  her  enemies  in  the  Red  Sea, 
typical  no  doubt  of  the  song  which  the  redeemed  in  Sion  shall 
sing  to  celebrate  their  own  salvation,  and  the  defeat  of  their 
spiritual  enemies.  This,  again,  implies  a  recollection  of  the 
dangers  they  had  before  encountered,  and  the  supplies  of 
strength  and  ardour  they  had  in  every  emergency  received 
from  the  great  deliverer  out  of  all.  These  quotations  do  not 
indeed  prove  that  their  warfare  upon  earth  includes  a  part  of 
their  converse  with  each  other  ;  but  they  prove  that  it  is  a 
theme  not  unworthy  to  be  heard  even  before  the  throne  of 
God,  and  therefore  it  cannot  be  unfit  for  reciprocal  commu 
nication. 

But  you  doubt  whether  there  is  any  communication  between 
the  blessed  at  all ;  neither  do  I  recollect  any  Scripture  that 
proves  it,  or  that  bears  any  relation  to  the  subject.  But  reason 
seems  to  require  it  so  peremptorily,  that  a  society  without 
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social  intercourse  seems  to  be  a  solecism,  and  a  contradiction  in 
terms  ;  and  the  inhabitants  of  those  regions  are  called,  you 
know,  in  Scripture,  an  innumerable  company,  and  an  assembly, 
which  seems  to  convey  the  idea  of  society  as  clearly  as  the  world 
itself.  Human  testimony  weighs  but  little  in  matters  of  this 
sort,  but  let  it  have  all  the  weight  it  can  :  I  know  no  greater 
names  in  divinity  than  Watts  and  Doddridge  ;  they  were  both 
of  this  opinion,  and  I  send  you  the  words  of  the  latter : — 

"  Our  companions  in  glory  may  probably  assist  us  by  their 
wise  and  good  observations,  when  we  come  to  make  the 
Providence  of  God,  here  upon  earth,  under  the  guidance  and 
direction  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  subject  of  our  mutual 
converse" 

Thus,  my  dear  cousin,  I  have  spread  out  my  reasons  before 
you  for  an  opinion  which,  whether  admitted  or  denied,  affects 
not  the  state  or  interest  of  our  soul.  May  our  Creator,  Re 
deemer,  and  Sanctifier,  conduct  us  into  his  own  Jerusalem ; 
where  there  shall  be  no  night,  neither  any  darkness  at  all ; 
where  we  shall  be  free  even  from  innocent  error,  and  perfect 
in  the  light  of  the  knowledge  of  God  in  the  face  of  Jesus 
Christ.  Yours  faithfully,  W.  C. 

TO    MB.  JOSEPH    HILL, 
AT  THE  CHANCERY  OFFICE,  LONDON,  OR  IN  COOKE's  COURT,  CAREY 

STREET,  LINCOLN'S  INN  FIELDS. 

If  not  at  either  of  the  above  places,  to  be  forwarded  to  him  immediately. 
DEAR  SEPHUS,  Aug.  16,  1766. 

UNCERTAIN  whether  or  no  this  will  ever  reach  your  hands, 
I  shall  lay  an  embargo  upon  all  that  wit  and  humour  which 
generally  pours  itself  out  in  my  epistles,  and  only  write  the 
needful. 

I  have  a  bill  to  pay  here,  and  immediate  occasion  for  cash 
besides.  Twenty  pounds  will  answer  both  these  emergencies. 
I  should  be  glad,  therefore,  if  my  finances  will  stretch  so  far, 
of  a  bank  note  by  the  first  opportunity  to  that  amount. 

I  am  much  concerned  to  hear  of  Ashley's  illness.  You  will 
oblige  me  by  sending  me  some  account  of  him. 

Yours,  dear  Joe,  \VM.  COWPER. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  SEPHUS.  No  date. 

I  SENT  you  a  scrap  this  morning,  but  the  post  not  being  yet 
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gone  out,  I  shall  trouble  you  with  another  scrap,  upon  the 
subject  of  yours  which  I  have  just  received. 

I  am  sorry  my  finances  are  not  only  exhausted,  but  over 
drawn.  This  being  the  case  I  shall  choose  to  let  the  draper's 
bill  at  this  place  remain  unpaid  a  while  longer,  till  cash  comes 
in.  I  shall  lower  my  demands  therefore,  and,  instead  of  twenty 
pounds,  must  beg  of  you  to  convey  to  me  five  guineas  for  im 
mediate  use.  My  brother  is  gone  into  the  North,  with  no 
more  money  than  he  wants,  and  will  return  I  suppose,  wanting 
more  than  he  has.  I  thought  he  had  made  out  our  account 
with  Eamonson,  for  I  charged  him  by  letter,  just  before  he  set 
out  for  London,  not  to  forget  it. 

These  deficiencies  of  money  frighten  me,  lest  I  should  not 
be  able  to  continue  in  this  comfortable  retreat,  for  I  shall  never, 
I  doubt,  find  such  another.  Another  half-year  will  be  due  to 
Mr.  Unwin  in  November,  which  must  be  paid  him  at  the  time, 
if  I  sell  the  only  hundred  I  have  for  the  purpose.  I  was 
always  good  at  selling.  It  has,  as  you  say,  been  an  expensive 
year  :  I  shall  hope  better  things  of  the  next. 

I  rejoice  with  you  in  the  snugness  of  your  situation,  and 
if  you  continue  to  like  it,  wish  you  may  always  continue  to  be 
in  the  same  or  just  such  another. 

My  love  attends  your  family.         Yours,  dear  Joe, 

WM.  COWPER. 

TO   MES.  COWPEB,   AT  THE  PAEK   HOUSE,  HABTFOED. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  Sept.  3,  1766. 

IT  is  reckoned,  you  know,  a  great  achievement  to  silence 
an  opponent  in  disputation  ;  and  your  silence  was  of  so  long  a 
continuance,  that  I  might  well  begin  to  please  myself  with  the 
apprehension  of  having  accomplished  so  arduous  a  matter. 
To  be  serious,  however,  I  am  not  sorry  that  what  I  have  said 
concerning  our  knowledge  of  each  other  in  a  future  state,  has  a 
little  inclined  you  to  the  affirmative.  For  though  the  redeemed 
of  the  Lord  shall  be  sure  of  being  as  happy  in  that  state  as 
infinite  power,  employed  by  infinite  goodness,  can  make  them, 
and  therefore  it  may  seem  immaterial  whether  we  shall,  or 
shall  not  recollect  each  other  hereafter,  yet  our  present  happi 
ness  at  least  is  a  little  interested  in  the  question.  A  parent,  a 
friend,  a  wife,  must  needs,  I  think,  feel  a  little  heartache  at 
the  thought  of  an  eternal  separation  from  the  objects  of  her 

s.  c. — 2.  o 
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regard  ;  and  not  to  know  them,  when  she  meets  them  in  another 
life,  or  never  to  meet  them  at  all,  amounts,  though  not  alto 
gether,  yet  nearly  to  the  same  thing.  Remember  them  I 
think  she  needs  must.  To  hear  that  they  are  happy  will  in 
deed  be  no  small  addition  to  her  own  felicity ;  but  to  see  them 
so,  will  surely  be  a  greater.  Thus  at  least  it  appears  to  our 
present  human  apprehension ;  consequently,  therefore,  to 
think  that  when  we  leave  them,  we  lose  them  for  ever,  that 
we  must  remain  eternally  ignorant  whether  they,  that  were  flesh 
of  our  flesh,  and  bone  of  our  bone,  partake  with  us  of  celestial 
glory,  or  are  disinherited  of  their  heavenly  portion,  must  shed 
a  dismal  gloom  over  all  our  present  connexions.  For  my  own 
part,  this  life  is  such  a  momentary  thing,  and  all  its  interests 
have  so  shrunk  in  my  estimation,  since  by  the  grace  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  I  became  attentive  to  the  things  of  another, 
that,  like  a  worm  in  the  bud  of  all  my  friendships  and  affections, 
this  very  thought  would  eat  out  the  heart  of  them  ah1,  had  I  a 
thousand ;  and  were  their  date  to  terminate  with  this  life,  I 
think  I  should  have  no  inclination  to  cultivate  and  improve 
such  a  fugitive  business.  Yet  friendship  is  necessary  to  our 
happiness  here ;  and  built  upon  Christian  principles,  upon 
which  only  it  can  stand,  is  a  thing  even  of  religious  sanction  ; — 
for  what  is  that  love  which  the  Holy  Spirit,  speaking  by  St. 
John,  so  much  inculcates,  but  friendship  ?  the  only  love  which 
deserves  the  name  ;  a  love  which  can  toil,  and  watch,  and  deny 
itself,  and  go  to  death  for  its  brother.  Worldly  friendships 
are  a  poor  weed  compared  with  this  ;  and  even  this  union  of 
spirit  in  the  bond  of  peace  would  suffer,  in  my  mind  at  least, 
could  I  think  it  were  only  coeval  with  our  earthly  mansions. 
It  may  possibly  argue  great  weakness  in  me,  in  this  instance, 
to  stand  so  much  in  need  of  future  hopes  to  support  me  in  the 
discharge  of  present  duty.  But  so  it  is  : — I  am  far,  I  know, 
very  far  from  being  perfect  in  Christian  love,  or  any  other 
divine  attainment,  and  am  therefore  unwilling  to  forego  what 
ever  may  help  me  in  my  progress. 

Your  are  so  kind  as  to  inquire  after  my  health,  for  which 
reason  I  must  tell  you,  what  otherwise  would  not  be  worth 
mentioning,  that  I  have  lately  been  just  enough  indisposed  to 
convince  me  that  not  only  human  life  in  general,  but  mine  in 
particular,  hangs  by  a  slender  thread.  1  am  stout  enough 
in  appearance,  yet  a  little  illness  demolishes  me.  I  have  had 
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a  severe  shake,  and  the  huilding  is  not  so  firm  as  it  was.  But 
I  bless  God  for  it  with  all  my  heart.  If  the  inner  man  be  but 
strengthened  day  by  day,  as,  I  hope,  under  the  renewing  in 
fluences  of  the  Holy  Ghost  it  will  be,  no  matter  how  soon  the 
outward  is  dissolved.  He  who  has  in  a  manner  raised  me 
from  the  dead,  in  a  literal  sense,  has  given  me  the  grace,  I 
trust,  to  be  ready  at  the  shortest  notice  to  surrender  up  to 
him  that  life  which  I  have  twice  received  from  him.  Whether 
I  live  or  die,  I  desire  it  may  be  to  His  glory,  and  it  must  be 
to  my  happiness.  I  thank  God  that  I  have  those  amongst  my 
kindred  to  whom  I  can  write  without  reserve  my  sentiments 
upon  this  cubject,  as  I  do  to  you.  A  letter  upon  any  other 
subject  is  more  insipid  to  me  than  ever  my  task  was  when  a 
schoolboy ;  and  I  say  not  this  in  vain  glory,  God  forbid !  but 
to  show  you  what  the  Almighty,  whose  name  I  am  unworthy 
to  mention,  has  done  for  me,  the  chief  of  sinners.  Once  he 
was  a  terror  to  me,  and  his  service,  oh  what  a  weariness  it  was  ! 
Now  I  can  say  I  love  him,  and  his  holy  name,  and  I  am  never 
so  happy  as  when  I  speak  of  his  mercies  to  me. 

Your's,  dear  cousin,  W.  C. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR    JOE.  Oct.  9,  1766. 

IT  would  be  rather  an  unreasonable  proceeding  methinks,  to 
trouble  you  so  frequently  as  I  do  with  my  paltry  affairs,  and 
by  way  of  recompense  to  make  use  of  your  money  without 
remembering  to  restore  it.  That  I  may  act  therefore  more  in 
character  as  a  reasonable  being,  I  desire  you  will  be  so  kind  as 
to  send  me  a  letter  of  attorney  to  empower  you  to  sell  as  much 
of  the  hundred  pounds  as  my  arrears  with  you  amount  to. 
Mr.  Unwin's  forty  guineas  will  be  due  on  the  eleventh  of 
November.  If  my  treasury  has  been  sufficiently  replenished 
to  answer  that  demand,  or  is  likely  to  be  so  before  the  time 
mentioned,  well  and  good.  If  not,  I  must  beg  you  to  dis 
patch  the  whole  hundred  pounds,  that  the  money  may  be 
forthcoming.  My  draper's  bill,  amounting  to  about  fourteen 
pounds,  I  shall  endeavour  to  discharge  out  of  my  right  breeches 
pocket,  which  I  hope  will  be  rich  enough  for  the  purpose. 

My  brother  is  returned  from  Yorkshire,  and  will  send  you 
a  copy  of  our  account  with  Eamonson.  He  thought  he  had 
given  you  one  when  he  saw  you  in  town,  having  written  it  out 
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for  that  purpose  ;  but  certainly  forgot  it,  as  he  did  his  great 
coat,  which  he  has  left  at  an  inn  upon  the  north  road,  besides 
having  with  the  same  noble  contempt  of  wealth  and  self-inte 
rest,  accepted  half  a  moidore  from  an  innkeeper,  made  of  tin, 
and  not  worth  a  penny.  I  laugh  at  his  carelessness,  and  so 
does  he.  Whether  laughing  at  it  be  the  way  to  cure  it,  time 
will  show. 

I  direct  this  to  your  office  lest  it  should  not  find  you  at 
Taplow.  My  love  to  your  family,  and  believe  me  ever  yours, 

WM.  COWPER, 

TO   MBS.  COWPEE,  AT  THE  PAEK   HOUSE,  HAETFOBD. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  Oct.  20,  1766. 

I  AM  very  sorry  for  poor  Charles's  illness,  and  hope  you  will 
soon  have  cause  to  thank  God  for  his  complete  recovery.  We 
have  an  epidemical -fever  in  this  country  likewise,  which  leaves 
behind  it  a  continual  sighing,  almost  to  suffocation  ;  not  that 
I  have  seen  any  instance  of  it,  for,  blessed  be  God !  our  family 
have  hitherto  escaped  it,  but  such  was  the  account  I  heard  of 
it  this  morning. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  interest  you  take  in  my  welfare, 
and  for  your  inquiring  so  particularly  after  the  manner  in 
which  my  time  passes  here.  As  to  amusements,  I  mean 
what  the  world  calls  such,  we  have  none  ;  the  place  indeed 
swarms  with  them,  and  cards  and  dancing  are  the  professed 
business  of  almost  all  the  gentle  inhabitants  of  Huntingdon. 
We  refuse  to  take  part  in  them,  or  to  be  accessaries  to  this 
way  of  murdering  our  time,  and  by  so  doing  have  acquired 
the  name  of  Methodists.  Having  told  you  how  we  do  not  spend 
our  time,  I  will  next  say  how  we  do.  We  breakfast  commonly 
between  eight  and  nine ;  till  eleven,  we  read  either  the  Scripture, 
or  the  sermons  of  some  faithful  preacher  of  those  holy  mys 
teries  ;  at  eleven  we  attend  divine  service,  which  is  performed 
here  twice  every  day  ;  and  from  twelve  to  three  we  separate 
and  amuse  ourselves  as  we  please.  During  that  interval  I 
either  read  in  my  own  apartment,  or  walk,  or  ride,  or  work  in 
the  garden.  We  seldom  sit  an  hour  after  dinner,  but  if  the 
weather  permits  adjourn  to  the  garden,  where  with  Mrs.  Unwin 
and  her  son  I  have  generally  the  pleasure  of  religious  con 
versation  till  tea-time.  If  it  rains,  or  is  too  windy  for  walking, 
we  either  converse  within  doors,  or  sing  some  hymns  of  Mar- 
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tin's  collection,  and  by  the  help  of  Mrs.  Unwin' s  harpsichord 
make  up  a  tolerable  concert,  in  which  our  hearts,  I  hope,  are  the 
best  and  most  musical  performers.  After  tea  we  sally  forth  to 
walk  in  good  earnest.  Mrs.  Unwin  is  a  good  walker,  and  we 
have  generally  travelled  about  four  miles  before  we  see  home 
again.  When  the  days  are  short,  we  make  this  excursion  in 
the  former  part  of  the  day,  between  church-time  and  dinner. 
At  night  we  read  and  converse,  as  before,  till  supper,  and 
commonly  finish  the  evening  either  with  hymns  or  a  sermon  ; 
and  last  of  all  the  family  are  called  to  prayers.  I  need  not 
tell  you,  that  such  a  life  as  this  is  consistent  with  the  utmost 
cheerfulness  ;  accordingly  we  are  all  happy,  and  dwell  together 
in  unity  as  brethren.  Mrs.  Unwin  has  almost  a  maternal  affec 
tion  for  me,  and  I  have  something  very  like  a  filial  one  for 
her,  and  her  son  and  I  are  brothers.  Blessed  be  the  God  of 
our  salvation  for  such  companions,  and  for  such  a  life  ;  above 
all,  for  a  heart  to  like  it. 

I  have  had  many  anxious  thoughts  about  taking  orders, 
and  I  believe  every  new  convert  is  apt  to  think  himself  called 
upon  for  that  purpose ;  but  it  has  pleased  God,  by  means 
which  there  is  no  need  to  particularize,  to  give  me  full  satis 
faction  as  to  the  propriety  of  declining  it ;  indeed,  they  who 
have  the  least  idea  of  what  I  have  suffered  from  the  dread  of 
public  exhibitions,  will  readily  excuse  my  never  attempting 
them  hereafter.  In  the  meantime,  if  it  please  the  Almighty, 
I  may  be  an  instrument  of  turning  many  to  the  truth  in  a  pri 
vate  way,  and  I  hope  that  my  endeavours  in  this  way  have  not 
been  entirely  unsuccessful.  Had  I  the  zeal  of  Moses,  I  should 
want  an  Aaron  to  be  my  spokesman. 

Yours  ever,  my  dear  cousin,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

DEAR  SEPHUS,  Oct.  27,  1766. 

IF  every  dealer  and  chapman  was  connected  with  creditors 
Eke  you,  the  poor  commissioners  of  bankrupts  would  be  ruined. 
I  can  only  wonder  at  you,  considering  my  knack  at  running 
in  debt,  and  my  slender  ability  to  pay.  After  all,  I  am  afraid 
that  the  poor  stock  must  suffer.  When  I  wrote  my  last,  the 
payment  of  my  boy's  board  was  farther  distant,  therefore  I 
suppose  it  was  that  I  did  not  mention  it.  Mr.  Peacock's  bill 
too  being  a  growing  evil,  though  at  that  time  I  thought  of 
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paying  it  out  of  my  pocket,  must  I  find  receive  its  satisfaction 
from  another  quarter.  The  former  of  these  demands  amounts 
to  about  six  pounds,  and  the  latter  to  about  sixteen,  and  has 
waited  so  long  for  payment  that  in  a  little  time  my  credit  and 
interest  in  that  gentleman  will  begin  to  totter.  My  finances 
will  never  be  able  to  satisfy  these  craving  necessities,  without 
leaving  my  debt  to  you  entirely  unsatisfied.  And  though  I 
know  you  are  sincere  in  what  you  say,  and  as  willing  to  wait 
for  your  money  as  heart  can  wish,  yet  qucere,  whether  the  next 
half  year,  which  will  bring  its  expenses  with  it,  will  be  more 
propitious  to  you  than  the  present  ?  The  succeeding  half  year.s 
may  bear  a  close  resemblance  to  their  insolvent  predecessors 
continually ;  and  unless  we  break  bank  some  time  or  other, 
your  proposal  of  payment  may  be  always  what  it  is  at  present. 
What  matters  it,  therefore,  to  reprieve  the  stock,  which  must 
come  to  execution  at  last  ? 

I  am  heartily  glad  my  uncle1  has  recovered  his  spirits ;  and 
desire  you  will  remember  me  to  all  your  associates  at  Taplow. 
I  sympathise  with  you  upon  the  fugitive  nature  of  the  longest 
vacation,  and  wish,  for  your  sake,  that  the  chancellor  would 
pack  up  his  great  seal,  and  hold  his  court  in  your  neighbour 
hood.  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  SKPHUS,  Nov.  12,  1766. 

I  DREW  yesterday  for  Mr.  Unwin's  money,  and  when  I  have 
drawn  about  six  pounds  more  for  the  young  gentleman's  main 
tenance  whose  birth  and  parentage  you  enquire  after,  I  shall 
have  drawn  my  last  for  the  present. 

He  is  the  son  of  a  drunken  cobbler  at  St.  Alban's  who  would 
probably  have  starved  him  to  death  by  this  time,  or  have 
poisoned  him  with  gin,  if  Providence  had  not  thrown  him  in 
my  way  to  rescue  him.  I  was  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  show 
some  mercy  in  a  place  where  I  had  received  so  much ;  and 
hope  God  will  give  a  blessing  to  mv  endeavours  to  preserve 
him.  He  is  a  fine  boy,  of  a  good  temper  and  understanding  ; 
and  if  the  notice  that  is  taken  of  him  by  the  neighbourhood 
do  not  spoil  him,  will  probably  turn  out  well :  for  further 
particulars  enquire  of  Dr.  Cotton. 

At  present  I  have  thoughts  of  dealing  with  him  much  after 
the  same  manner,  when  he  is  a  year  or  two  older,  as  with  my 
1  Ashley  Cowper,  Esq. 
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present  servant.  He  will  be  about  nine  years  of  age  when  my 
man  leaves  me  ;  at  which  time  I  think  of  taking  him  into  my 
service,  for  he  will  be  old  enough  to  do  all  the  business  for 
which  I  shall  want  him,  and  of  a  right  age  to  be  taught  the 
trade  and  mystery  of  a  breeches-maker.  This,  though  not  so 
cheap  a  way  as  keeping  no  servant,  will  yet  be  a  considerable 
saving  to  me,  for  I  shall  have  but  one  to  maintain  instead  of 
two,  and  in  the  mean  time  an  advantage  will  result  from  it, 
not  to  be  overlooked,  the  securing  him,  I  mean,  from  ill  ex 
amples  and  bad  company,  which,  if  I  turn  him  quite  loose 
into  another  family,  cannot  be  so  easily  done.  But  after  all, 
my  measures  in  this  instance,  and  in  all  others,  are  precarious 
things,  because  my  income  is  so.  But  God  will  order  all  for 
the  best. 

I  am  sorry  my  uncle's  disorder  still  hangs  about  him.  The 
grief  of  a  wounded  spirit  is  of  all  the  most  dreadful.  Give 
my  sincere  love  to  your  family  and  all  my  friends,  and  believe 
me,  dear  Joe, 

Your's  very  affectionately,      WM.  COWPER. 

TO   MES.    COWPER. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  March  11,  1767. 

To  find  those  whom  I  love,  clearly  and  strongly  persuaded 
of  evangelical  truth,  gives  me  a  pleasure  superior  to  any  that 
this  world  can  afford  me.  Judge  then,  whether  your  letter, 
in  which  the  body  and  substance  of  a  saving  faith  is  so 
evidently  set  forth,  could  meet  with  a  lukewarm  reception  at  my 
hands,  or  be  entertained  with  indifference !  Would  you  know 
the  true  reason  of  my  long  silence  ?  Conscious  that  my  reli 
gious  principles  are  generally  excepted  against,  and  that  the 
conduct  they  produce,  wherever  they  are  heartily  maintained, 
is  still  more  the  object  of  disapprobation  than  those  princi 
ples  themselves  ;  and  remembering  that  I  had  made  both  the 
one  and  the  other  known  to  you,  without  having  any  clear 
assurance  that  our  faith  in  Jesus  was  of  the  same  stamp  and 
character,  I  could  not  help  thinking  it  possible  that  you  might 
disapprove  both  my  sentiments  and  practice  ;  that  you  might 
think  the  one  unsupported  by  Scripture,  and  the  other  whim 
sical  and  unnecessarily  strict  and  rigorous,  and  consequently 
would  be  rather  pleased  with  the  suspension  of  a  correspon 
dence,  which  a  different  way  of  thinking  upon  so  momentous 
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a  subject  as  that  we  wrote  upon,  was  likely  to  render  tedious 
and  irksome  to  you. 

I  have  told  you  the  truth  from  my  heart ;  forgive  me  these 
injurious  suspicions,  and  never  imagine  that  I  shall  hear  from 
you  upon  this  delightful  theme  without  a  real  joy,  or  without 
prayer  to  God  to  prosper  you  in  the  way  of  his  truth, — his 
sanctifying  and  saving  truth.  The  book  you  mention  lies  now 
upon  my  table.  Marshall  is  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine  :  1 
have  both  read  him  and  heard  him  read  with  pleasure  and  edifi 
cation.  The  doctrines  he  maintains  are,  under  the  influence  of 
the  spirit  of  Christ,  the  very  life  of  my  soul,  and  the  soul  of  all 
my  happiness  :  that  Jesus  is  a  present  Saviour  from  the  guilt 
of  sin  by  his  most  precious  blood,  and  from  the  power  of  it 
by  his  Spirit ;  that  corrupt  and  wretched  in  ourselves,  in  him, 
and  in  him  only,  we  are  complete ;  that  being  united  to  Jesus 
by  a  lively  faith,  we  have  a  solid  and  eternal  interest  in  his  obe 
dience  and  sufferings,  to  justify  us  before  the  face  of  our  heavenly 
Father ;  and  that  all  this  inestimable  treasure,  the  earnest  of 
which  is  in  grace,  and  its  consummation  in  glory,  is  given,  freely 
given  to  us  of  God ;  in  short,  that  he  hath  opened  the  king 
dom  of  heaven  to  all  believers.  These  are  the  truths  which, 
by  the  grace  of  God,  shall  ever  be  dearer  to  me  than  life  itself ; 
shall  ever  be  placed  next  my  heart,  as  the  throne  whereon  the 
Saviour  himself  shall  sit,  to  sway  all  its  motions,  and  reduce 
that  world  of  iniquity  and  rebellion  to  a  state  of  filial  and  af 
fectionate  obedience  to  the  will  of  the  most  Holy. 

These,  my  dear  cousin,  are  the  truths,  to  which  by  nature  we 
are  enemies.  They  debase  the  sinner,  and  exalt  the  Saviour, 
to  a  degree  which  the  pride  of  our  hearts,  (till  Almighty  grace 
subdues  them,)  is  determined  never  to  allow.  May  the  Al 
mighty  reveal  his  Son  in  our  hearts  continually  more  and  more, 
and  teach  us  to  increase  in  love  towards  him  continually,  for 
having  given  us  the  unspeakable  riches  of  Christ ! 

Yours  faithfully,  W.  C. 

TO   MBS.    COWPEB. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  March  14,  1767. 

I  JUST  add  a  line  by  way  of  postscript  to  my  last,  to  apprize 
you  of  the  arrival  of  a  very  dear  friend  of  mine  at  the  Park  on 
Friday  next,  the  son  of  Mr.  Unwin,  whom  I  have  desired  to 
call  on  you,  in  his  way  from  London  to  Huntingdon.  If  you 
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knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  you  would  love  him  as  much.  But 
I  leave  the  young  man  to  speak  for  himself,  which  he  is  very 
able  to  do.  He  is  ready  possessed  of  an  answer  to  every  ques 
tion  you  can  possibly  ask  concerning  me,  and  knows  my  whole 
story  from  first  to  last.  I  give  you  this  previous  notice,  because 
I  know  you  are  not  fond  of  strange  faces,  and  because  I 
thought  it  would  in  some  degree  save  him  the  pain  of  an 
nouncing  himself. 

I  am  become  a  great  florist,  and  shrub-doctor.  If  the  Major 
can  make  up  a  small  packet  of  seeds,  that  will  make  a  figure 
in  a  garden,  where  we  have  little  else  besides  jessamine  and 
honey-suckle;  such  a  packet  I  mean  as  may  be  put  in  one's  fob, 
I  will  promise  to  take  great  care  of  them,  as  I  ought  to  value 
natives  of  the  Park.  They  must  not  be  such  however  as 
require  great  skill  in  the  management,  for  at  present  I  have  no 
skill  to  spare. 

I  think  Marshall  one  of  the  best  writers,  and  the  most 
spiritual  expositor  of  Scripture,  I  ever  read.  I  admire  the 
strength  of  his  argument,  and  the  clearness  of  his  reason 
ings,  upon  those  parts  of  our  most  holy  religion  which  are 
generally  least  understood,  (even  by  real  Christians,)  as  mas 
terpieces  of  the  kind.  His  section  upon  the  union  of  the  soul 
with  Christ  is  an  instance  of  what  I  mean,  in  which  he  has 
spoken  of  a  most  mysterious  truth  with  admirable  perspicuity, 
and  with  great  good  sense,  making  it  all  the  while  subser 
vient  to  his  main  purport  of  proving  holiness  to  be  the  fruit 
and  effect  of  faith. 

I  subjoin  thus  much  upon  that  author,  because,  though 
you  desired  my  opinion  of  him,  I  remember  that  in  my  last 
I  rather  left  you  to  find  it  out  by  inference,  than  expressed  it  as 
I  ought  to  have  done.  I  never  met  with  a  man  who  under 
stood  the  plan  of  salvation  better,  or  was  more  happy  in  ex 
plaining  it.  W.  C. 

TO  MES.  COWPEE,  AT  THE  PABK  HOUSE,  HABTFOED. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  April  3,  1767. 

You  sent  my  friend  Unwin  home  to  us  charmed  with  your  kind 
reception  of  him,  and  with  every  thing  he  saw  at  the  Park. 
Shall  I  once  more  give  you  a  peep  into  my  vile  and  deceitful 
heart  ?  What  motive  do  you  think  lay  at  the  bottom  of  my 
conduct  when  I  desired  him  to  call  upon  you  ?  I  did  not  sus 
pect  at  first  that  pride  and  vain  glory  had  any  share  in  it ;  but 
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quickly  after  I  had  recommended  the  visit  to  him,  I  discovered 
in  that  fruitful  soil  the  very  root  of  the  matter.  You  know  I 
am  a  stranger  here ;  all  such  are  suspected  characters,  unless 
they  bring  their  credentials  with  them.  To  this  moment,  I 
believe,  it  is  matter  of  speculation  in  the  place,  whence  I  came, 
and  to  whom  I  belong. 

Though  my  friend,  you  may  suppose,  before  I  was  admitted 
an  inmate  here,  was  satisfied  that  I  was  not  a  mere  vagabond, 
and  has  since  that  time  received  more  convincing  proofs  of 
my  sponsibility,  yet  I  could  not  resist  the  opportunity  of  fur 
nishing  him  with  ocular  demonstration  of  it,  by  introducing 
him  to  one  of  my  most  splendid  connexions ;  that  when  he 
hears  me  called  "  That  fellow  Cowper"  which  has  happened 
heretofore,  he  may  be  able,  upon  unquestionable  evidence,  to 
assert  my  gentlemanhood,  and  relieve  me  from  the  weight  of 
that  opprobrious  appellation.  Oh  pride  !  pride  !  it  deceives 
with  the  subtlety  of  a  serpent,  and  seems  to  walk  erect,  though 
it  crawls  upon  the  earth.  How  will  it  twist  and  twine  itself 
about,  to  get  from  under  the  Cross,  which  it  is  the  glory  of  our 
Christian  calling  to  be  able  to  bear  with  patience  and  good  will. 
They  who  can  guess  at  the  heart  of  a  stranger,  and  you 
especially,  who  are  of  a  compassionate  temper,  will  be  more 
ready,  perhaps,  to  excuse  me  in  this  instance,  than  I  can  be 
to  excuse  myself.  But  in  good  truth  it  was  abominable  pride 
of  heart,  indignation,  and  vanity,  and  deserves  no  better  name. 
How  should  such  a  creature  be  admitted  into  those  pure  and 
sinless  mansions,  where  nothing  shall  enter  that  defileth,  did 
not  the  blood  of  Christ,  applied  by  the  hand  of  faith,  take  away 
the  guilt  of  sin,  and  leave  no  spot  or  stain  behind  it  ?  Oh  what 
continual  need  have  I  of  an  Almighty,  All-sufficient  Saviour  ! 
I  am  glad  you  are  acquainted  so  particularly  with  all  the  cir 
cumstances  of  my  story,  for  I  know  that  your  secrecy  and  discre 
tion  may  be  trusted  with  any  thing.  A  thread  of  mercy  ran 
through  all  the  intricate  maze  of  those  afflictive  providences, 
so  mysterious  to  myself  at  the  time,  and  which  must  ever  re 
main  so  to  all,  who  will  not  see  what  was  the  great  design  of 
them  ;  at  the  judgement-seat  of  Christ  the  whole  shall  be  laid 
open.  How  is  the  rod  of  iron  changed  into  a  sceptre  of  love! 
I  thank  you  for  the  seeds  ;  I  have  committed  some  of  each 
sort  to  the  ground,  whence  they  will  soon  spring  up  like  so 
many  mementos  to  remind  me  of  my  friends  at  the  Park. 

W.  C. 
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TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  May  14,  1767. 

I  ONLY  know  that  I  was  once  the  happy  owner  of  a  red-leather 
trunk,  and  that  my  brother,  when  I  first  saw  him  at  Cam 
bridge,  upon  my  enquiring  after  my  papers,  &c.,  told  me  that 
in  a  red-leather  trunk  they  were  all  safely  deposited.  The 
whole  contents  of  it  are  little  worth,  and  if  I  never  see  them 
more,  I  shall  be  but  very  moderately  afflicted  by  the  loss, 
though  I  fancy  the  trunk  upon  the  road  will  prove  to  be  the 
very  trunk  in  question. 

Together  with  your  letter  came  a  bill  from  my  quondam 
hosier,  in  Fleet  Street,  Mr.  Reynolds,  for  the  sum  of  two 
pounds  ten  shillings,  desiring  present  payment,  cash  being 
scarce.  I  sent  him  an  order  for  the  money  by  this  day's  post. 
My  future  expenses  in  the  hosiery  way  will  be  small,  for  Mrs. 
Unwin  knits  all  my  stockings,  and  would  knit  my  hats  too,  if 
that  were  possible. 

I  imagine  my  brother  will  be  in  town  about  midsummer, 
when  he  will  be  able  to  confer  with  you  upon  the  subject  of 

the  inexorable  Mr.  E ,  more  to  the  purpose  than  I  can  by 

letter. 

Having  commenced  gardener,  I  study  the  arts  of  pruning, 
sowing,  and  planting  ;  and  enterprise  every  thing  in  that  way, 
from  melons  down  to  cabbages.  I  have  a  large  garden  to  dis 
play  my  abilities  in,  and,  were  we  twenty  miles  nearer  London,. 
I  might  turn  higgler,  and  serve  your  honour  with  cauliflowers, 
and  brocoli,  at  the  best  hand.  I  shall  possibly  now  and  then 
desire  you  to  call  at  the  seed-shop,  in  your  way  to  Westmin 
ster,  though  sparingly.  Should  I  do  it  often,  you  would  begin 
to  think  you  had  a  mother-in-law  at  Berkhampstead. 

Yours,  dear  Joe,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  June  16,  1767. 

THIS  part  of  the  world  is  not  productive  of  much  news,  un 
less  the  coldness  of  the  weather  be  so,  which  is  excessive  for 
the  season.  We  expect,  or  rather  experience  a  warm  contest 
between  the  candidates  for  the  county  :  the  preliminary  move 
ments  of  bribery,  threatening,  and  drunkenness,  being  already 
taken.  The  Sandwich  interest  seems  to  shake,  though  both 
parties  are  very  sanguine.  Lord  Carysfort  is  supposed  to  be 
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m  sreat  jeopardy,  though  as  yet,  I  imagine,  a  clear  judgement 
cannot  be  formed ;  for  a  man  may  have  all  the  noise  on  his 
side,  and  yet  lose  his  election.  You  know  me  to  be  an  unin 
terested  person,  and  I  am  sure  I  am  a  very  ignorant  one  in 
things  of  this  kind.  I  only  wish  it  was  over,  for  it  occasions 
tne  most  detestable  scene  of  profligacy  and  riot  that  can  be 
imagined.  Yours  ever,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO  MES.  COWPEB,  AT  THE  PABK  HOUSE,  HAETFOBD. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Huntingdon,  July  13,  1767. 

THE  newspaper  has  told  you  the  truth.  Poor  Mr.  Unwin  being 
flung  from  his  horse,  as  he  was  going  to  the  church  on  Sunday 
morning,  received  a  dreadful  fracture  on  the  back  part  of  the 
skull,  under  which  he  languished  till  Thursday  evening,  and  then 
died.  Thifi  awful  dispensation  has  left  an  impression  upon 
our  spirits,  which  will  not  presently  be  worn  off.  He  died  in  a 
poor  cottage,  to  which  he  was  carried  immediately  after  his  fall 
about  a  mile  from  home  ;  and  his  body  could  not  be  brought 
to  his  house  till  the  spirit  was  gone  to  Him  who  gave  it.  May 
it  be  a  lesson  to  us  to  watch,  since  we  know  not  the  day  nor 
the  hour  when  our  Lord  cometh ! 

The  effect  of  it  upon  my  circumstances  will  only  be  a  change 
of  the  place  of  my  abode.  For  I  shall  still,  by  God's  leave, 
continue  with  Mrs.  Unwin,  whose  behaviour  to  me  has  always 
been  that  of  a  mother  to  a  son .  We  know  not  yet  where  we 
shall  settle,  but  we  trust  that  the  Lord,  whom  we  seek,  will  go 
before  us,  and  prepare  a  rest  for  us.  We  have  employed  our 
friend  Haweis,  Dr.  Conyers  of  Helmsley  in  Yorkshire,  and  Mr. 
Newton  of  Olney,  to  look  out  a  place  for  us,  but  at  present  are 
entirely  ignorant  under  which  of  the  three  we  shall  settle,  or 
whether  under  either.  I  have  written  to  my  Aunt  Madan,  to 
desire  Martin  to  assist  us  with  his  enquiries.  It  is  probable 
we  shall  stay  here  till  Michaelmas.  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  Huntingdon,  July  16,  1767. 

YOUE  wishes  that  the  newspapers  may  have  misinformed  you 
are  vain.  Mr.  Unwin  is  dead,  and  died  in  the  manner  there 
mentioned.  At  nine  o'clock  on  Sunday  morning  he  was  in 
perfect  health,  and  as  likely  to  live  twenty  years  as  either  of 
us ;  and  before  ten  was  stretched  speechless  and  senseless  upon 
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a  flock  bed,  in  a  poor  cottage,  where  (it  being  impossible  to 
remo  ve  him)  he  died  on  Thursday  evening.  I  heard  his  dying 
groans,  the  effect  of  great  agony,  for  he  was  a  strong  man,  and 
much  convulsed  in  his  last  moments.  The  few  short  intervals 
of  sense  that  were  indulged  him  he  spent  in  earnest  prayer, 
and  in  expressions  of  a  firm  trust  and  confidence  in  the  only 
Saviour.  To  that  strong  hold  we  must  all  resort  at  last,  if  we 
would  have  hope  in  our  death  ;  when  every  other  refuge  fails,  we 
are  glad  to  fly  to  the  only  shelter,  to  which  we  can  repair  to  any 
purpose  ;  and  happy  is  it  for  us  when,  the  false  ground  we 
have  chosen  for  ourselves  being  broken  under  us,  we  find  our 
selves  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  rock  which  can  never 
be  shaken.  When  this  is  our  lot,  we  receive  great  and  un 
deserved  mercy. 

Our  society  will  not  break  up,  but  we  shall  settle  in  some 
other  place  ;  where,  is  at  present  uncertain. 

Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  Sept.  21,  1767. 

I  RETUKN  you  thanks  for  your  information  in  the  law  matter, 
and  shall  be  obliged  to  you  for  further  assurances  when  you 
can  consult  your  authorities. 

Many  more  thanks  are  due  to  you  for  the  tender  and  friendly 
manner  in  which  you  bring  me  acquainted  with  the  distress 
that  attends  my  circumstances.  I  beg,  my  friend,  that  you 
will  no  longer  make  any  objection  to  the  sale  of  the  hundred 
pounds.  I  cannot  be  easy  till  that  is  done  ;  my  peace  of 
mind  is  concerned  in  it.  Not  because  I  suspect  you  of  the 
least  anxiety  about  payment,  but  because  I  abhor  the  thought 
of  trespassing  upon  the  goodness  of  a  faithful  friend.  My 
brother  has  a  letter  of  attorney  already  to  empower  him  to 
receive  the  interest ;  but  I  believe  it  extends  no  further.  Send 
me  one  therefore  to  empower  you  to  sell  the  principal,  and  I 
shall  be  easy  :  as  to  any  future  exigencies  I  am  entirely  so. 
My  expenses  hereafter  will  be  so  much  reduced  in  some  capital 
articles,  that  I  have  not  the  least  remaining  doubt  but  that  the 
income  of  my  future  years  will  be  much  more  than  sufficient 
for  the  demands  of  them.  I  might  say  something  of  this  sort 
before,  perhaps  unadvisedly,  and  the  event  proves  it  to  have 
been  so  ;  but  now  I  say  it  upon  good  warrant,  and  cannot  be 
mistaken. 
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I  could  wish,  if  it  can  be  so  managed,  that  the  sale  of  the 
stock  might  be  kept  secret  from  my  family,  because  it  would 
probably  alarm  their  fears  upon  my  account,  and  possibly  once 
more  awaken  their  resentment.  But  the  Lord's  will  be  done, 
whatever  it  be.  If  they  must  know  it,  you  will  do  me  the 
kindness  to  assure  them  from  me,  that  I  have  taken  such  order 
about  my  circumstances  as  that  there  can  be  no  danger  of  ex 
ceeding  them  hereafter.  Only  I  beg  to  be  excused  descending 
to  particulars.  Once  more  I  entreat  it  as  a  favour,  and  shall 
consider  it  as  a  new  proof  of  your  attention  to  my  happiness, 
that  you  will  consent  to  the  sale  of  the  stock,  and  take  mea 
sures  for  that  purpose  immediately.  It  cannot  possibly  be  an 
inconvenience  to  me,  nor  can  I  possibly  in  any  emergency 
whatever,  make  a  better  use  of  it. 

My  love  to  your  mother  and  sisters. 

Yours  ever,  W*.  COWPER1. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  Oct.  10,  1767. 

I  AM  obliged  to  you  for  complying  with  my  request,  and  shall 
be  glad  to  have  the  matter  expedited  as  fast  as  may  be. 

One  more  law  question ;  and  I  believe  the  last, — A  man 
holds  lands  in  right  of  his  wife,  the  rents  payable  half-yearly, 
viz.  at  Lady-day,  and  Michaelmas  ;  dies  in  July.  Are  not  the 
rising  rents  the  property  of  the  widow  ?  I  mean,  the  rent  of 
the  whole  last  half-year.  You  are  a  better  counsellor  than  I 
was,  but  I  think  you  have  much  such  a  client  in  me,  as  I  had 
in  Dick  Harcourt.  Much  good  may  do  you  with  me  ! 

Neither  have  I  any  map  to  consult,  at  present,  but  by  what 
remembrance  I  have  of  the  situation  of  this  place  in  the  last 
I  saw,  it  lies  at  the  northernmost  point  of  the  county.  We 
are  just  five  miles  beyond  Newport  Pagnell.  I  am  willing  to 
suspect  that  you  make  this  enquiry  with  a  view  to  an  interview, 
when  time  shall  serve.  We  may  possibly  be  settled  in  our 
own  house  in  about  a  month,  where  so  good  a  friend  of  mine 
will  be  extremely  welcome  to  Mrs.  Unwin.  We  shall  have  a 

1  On  the  back  of  this  letter  Lady  Hesketh  writes  : — "  This  letter  actu 
ally  makes  my  heart  bleed  !  Oh  what  must  have  been  the  sensations  of 
such  a  heart  as  his  while  writing  it !  I  don't  know  whether  I  could  be 
cruel  enough  to  wish  Lord  T.  to  see  this  and  some  others  of  this  parcel. 
But  surely  he  could  not  see  such  letters  from  such  a  friend  without  a 
degree  of  remorse  that  I  could  not  wish  to  my  greatest  enemy." 
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bed,  and  a  warm  fire-side,  at  your  service,  if  you  can  come 
before  next  summer ;  and  if  not,  a  parlour  that  looks  the 
north  "wind  full  in  the  face,  where  you  may  be  as  cool  as  in 
the  groves  of  Valombrosa. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sephus, 

affectionately  ever,         WM.  COWPEE. 
P.S.  The  stock  is  in  the  three  per  cent,  consols.     You  may 
send  the  letter  of  attorney  by  the  waggon  from  the  George  in 
Smithfield.    It  sets  out  on  Tuesday  morning  early.    But  upon 
recollection,  it  had  better  come  by  the  post. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  Nov.  10,  1767. 

INCLOSED  you  have  the  letter  of  attorney.  I  shall  be  glad 
if  you  will  find  an  opportunity  of  sending  me  six  guineas,  in 
a  parcel  by  the  Olney  waggon,  which  sets  out  from  the  George 
in  Smithfield  early  on  Tuesday  morning,  therefore  it  must  be 
sent  to  the  inn  on  Monday  night. 

It  seems  to  me,  though  it  did  not  occur  to  me  at  first,  that 
you  may  be  drawn  into  circumstances  disagreeable  to  your  de 
licacy  by  being  laid  under  the  restraint  of  secrecy  with  respect 
to  the  sale  of  this  money.  I  desire  therefore  that  if  any 
questions  are  asked  about  the  manner  in  which  my  arrears  to 

you  have  been  discharged,  you  will  declare  it  at  once. 

****** 

Yours  sincerely,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  SEPHUS,  Jan.  21,  1768. 

THE  notes  arrived  safe  last  night.  We  rejoice  that  the  venison 
proved  good.  Pray  send  me  word  in  your  next  whether 
Grainger  the  tailor  is  dead  or  alive.  So  much  for  the  needful. 
You  are  always  busy,  and  I  am  just  going  to  be  so,  which 
will  make  brevity  and  conciseness  convenient  to  us  both. 

Yours  faithfully  and  truly,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 
DF.AR  JOE,  May  3,  1768. 

I  SHALL  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  will  send  me  a  ten  pound 
note  by  the  first  opportunity,  and  at  the  same  time  I  shall  be 
glad  to  be  informed  of  the  state  of  my  finances.  The  last 
time  I  wrote  I  begged  you  would  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me 
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whether  Grainger  is  to  be  found  above  ground  or  no  ;  if  he  is, 
whether  he  lives  where  he  did,  or  has  changed  his  dwelling  ; 
and  if  not,  where  his  executors,  administrators  or  assigns,  are 
to  be  met  with.  You  will  oblige  me  too,  and  so  will  your 
little  tiney  mother,  if  you  will  favour  me  with  Mrs.  Rebecca 
Cowper's  receipt  to  pickle  cabbage.  My  respects  wait  on  her 
and  your  sisters,  viz.  your  mother,  not  mine.  You  will  ascribe 
my  dryness  and  conciseness  in  the  epistolary  way  to  almost 
a  total  disuse  of  my  pen.  My  youth  and  my  scribbling  vein 
are  gone  together,  and  unless  they  had  been  better  employed 
it  is  fit  they  should. 

Yours  affectionately,        WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,   ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  May  7,  1768. 

THANKS  for  the  receipt  and  for  the  note.  When  you  come 
this  way  next,  I  hope  your  business  will  not  be  so  impatient. 
We  can  show  you  a  beautiful  country,  though  not  much  cele 
brated  in  song,  and  a  fine  long  town,  pretty  clean  in  summer 
time  and  full  of  poor  folks.  My  love  to  Mrs.  Doe,  and  thanks 
for  the  exercise  of  her  transcribing  abilities,  not  forgetting 
the  rest  of  your  household. 

I  shall  want  to  draw  for  eighty  pounds  next  month,  and 
intend  to  leave  the  remainder  by  way  of  nest  egg. 

Yours  affectionately,         W*.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOB,  Olney,  June  16,  1768. 

I  THA.NK  you  for  so  full  an  answer  to  so  empty  an  epistle. 
If  Olney  furnished  any  thing  for  your  amusement,  you  should 
have  it  in  return  ;  but  occurrences  here  are  as  scarce  as  cu 
cumbers  at  Christmas. 

I  visited  St.  Alban's  about  a  fortnight  since  in  person,  and  I 
visit  it  every  day  in  thought.  The  recollection  of  what  passed 
there  and  the  consequences  that  followed  it,  fill  my  mind 
continually,  and  make  the  circumstances  of  a  poor  transient 
half-spent  life  so  insipid  and  unatteeting,  that  I  have  no  heart 
to  think  or  write  much  about  them.  Whether  the  nation  is 
worshiping  Mr.  Wilkes  or  any  other  idol,  is  of  little  moment 
to  one  who  hopes  and  believes  that  he  shall  shortly  stand  in  the 
presence  of  the  groat  and  blessed  God.  I  thank  him.  that  he 
has  given  me  such  a  deep  impressed  persuasion  of  this  awful 


TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ.  209 

truth,  as  a  thousand  worlds  would  not  purchase  from  me.    It 
gives  a  relish  to  every  blessing,  and  makes  every  trouble  light. 
Affectionately  yours,  W.  C. 

TO   MBS.    COWPEE. 

MY    DEAR    COUSIN, 

I  HAVE  not  been  behind  hand  in  reproaching  myself  with  neg 
lect,  but  desire  to  take  shame  to  myself  for  my  unprofitable 
ness  in  this,  as  well  as  in  all  other  respects.  I  take  the  next 
immediate  opportunity  however  of  thanking  you  for  yours,  and 
of  assuring  you  that,  instead  of  being  surprised  at  your  silence, 
I  rather  wonder  that  you,  or  any  of  my  friends,  have  any  room 
left  for  so  careless  and  negligent  a  correspondent  in  your  me 
mories.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  intelligence  you  send  me 
of  my  kindred,  and  rejoice  to  hear  of  their  welfare.  He  who 
settles  the  bounds  of  our  habitations  has  at  length  cast  our  lot 
at  a  great  distance  from  each  other  ;  but  I  do  not  therefore 
forget  their  former  kindness  to  me,  or  cease  to  be  interested 
in  their  well  being.  You  live  in  the  centre  of  a  world  I  know 
you  do  not  delight  in.  Happy  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  in  being 
able  to  discern  the  insufficiency  of  all  it  can  afford  to  fill  and 
satisfy  the  desires  of  an  immortal  soul.  That  God  who  created 
us  for  the  enjoyment  of  himself  has  determined  in  mercy  that 
it  shall  fail  us  here,  in  order  that  the  blessed  result  of  all  our 
enquiries  after  happiness  in  the  creature  may  be  a  warm 
pursuit  and  a  close  attachment  to  our  true  interests,  in  fellow 
ship  and  communion  with  Him,  through  the  name  and  media 
tion  of  a  dear  Redeemer.  I  bless  his  goodness  and  grace,  that  J. 
have  any  reason  to  hope  I  am  a  partaker  with  you  in  the  desire 
after  better  things  than  are  to  be  found  in  a  world  polluted 
with  sin,  and  therefore  devoted  to  destruction.  May  He 
enable  us  both  to  consider  our  present  life  in  its  only  true  light, 
as  an  opportunity  put  into  our  hands  to  glorify  him  amongst 
men,  by  a  conduct  suited  to  his  word  and  will.  I  am  misera 
bly  defective  in  this  holy  and  blessed  art ;  but  I  hope  there  is 
at  the  bottom  of  all  my  sinful  infirmities  a  sincere  desire  to  live 
just  so  long  as  I  may  be  enabled,  in  some  poor  measure,  to 
answer  the  end  of  my  existence  in  this  respect,  and  then  to 
obey  the  summons,  and  attend  him  in  a  world  where  they  who 
are  his  servants  here  shall  pay  him  an  unsinful  obedience  for 
ever.  Your  dear  mother  is  too  good  to  me,  and  puts  a  more 
s.  c  — 2.  p 
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charitable  construction  upon  my  silence  than  the  fact  will 
warrant.  I  am  not  better  employed  than  I  should  be  in  corres 
ponding  with  her.  I  have  that  within  which  hinders  me  wretch 
edly  in  every  thing  that  I  ought  to  do,  but  is  prone  to  trifle, 
and  let  time  and  every  good  thing  run  to  waste.  I  hope 
however  to  write  to  her  soon. 

My  love  and  best  wishes  attend  Mr.  Cowper,  and  all  that 
enquire  after  me.  May  God  be  with  you,  to  bless  you,  and  do 
you  good  by  all  his  dispensations  ;  don't  forget  me  when  you 
are  speaking  to  our  best  Friend  before  his  mercy-seat. 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

N.  B.  I  am  not  married. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Oct.  20,  1768. 

BY  this  time,  I  presume,  you  are  returned  to  the  precincts  of 
the  law.  The  latter  end  of  October,  I  know,  generally  puts 
an  end  to  your  relaxations  ;  such  as  reading  upon  sunshiny 
banks,  and  contemplating  the  clouds,  as  you  lie  upon  your 
back. 

Permit  it  to  be  one  of  the  aliena  negotia  centum,  which  are 
now  beginning  to  buzz  in  your  ears,  to  send  me  a  twenty  pound 
note  by  the  first  opportunity.  I  beg  my  affectionate  respects 
to  my  friends  in  Cook's  Court,  and  am,  dear  Sephus, 

Yours  sincerely,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  August  5,  1769. 

THE  note  came  safe. 

My  brother  left  us  last  Saturday,  and  is  now  I  suppose  re 
freshing  his  lungs  with  the  pure  air  which  blows  upon  the 
Welsh  mountains ;  if  indeed  his  lungs,  which  have  been  so 
long  used  to  the  fogs  of  Alma  Mater,  can  be  refreshed  by  the 
thin  atmosphere  of  Snowdon  or  Plinlimmon. 

I  find  that  the  vacancy  I  left  at  St.  Alban's  is  filled  up  by  a 
near  relation.  May  the  same  Hand  which  struck  off  my  fet 
ters,  deliver  her  also  out  of  the  House  of  Bondage  ;  and  may 
she  say  when  she  comes  forth,  what  I  hope  to  be  able  to  say 
from  my  heart,  while  I  have  breath  to  utter  it — It  is  good  for 
me  that  I  was  afflicted. 

Yours,  my  dear  Joe,  with  my  love  to  all  who 

enquire  after  me,         WM.  COWPER. 
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TO   MES.    COWPEE. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Olney,  August  31,  1769. 

A  LETTEE  from  your  brother  Frederick  brought  me  yesterday 
the  most  afflicting  intelligence  that  has  reached  me  these 
many  years.  I  pray  to  God  to  comfort  you,  and  to  enable  you 
to  sustain  this  heavy  stroke  with  that  resignation  to  his  will, 
which  none  but  Himself  can  give,  and  which  he  gives  to  none 
but  his  own  children.  How  blessed  and  happy  is  your  lot, 
my  dear  friend,  beyond  the  common  lot  of  the  greater  part  of 
mankind;  that  you  know  what  it  is  to  draw  near  to  God  in 
prayer,  and  are  acquainted  with  a  Throne  of  Grace  !  You  have 
resources  in  the  infinite  love  of  a  dear  Redeemer,  which  are 
withheld  from  millions :  and  the  promises  of  God,  which  are 
yea  and  amen  in  Jesus,  are  sufficient  to  answer  ah1  your  neces 
sities,  and  to  sweeten  the  bitterest  cup  which  your  heavenly 
Father  will  ever  put  into  your  hand.  May  He  now  give  you 
liberty  to  drink  at  these  wells  of  salvation,  till  you  are  filled 
with  consolation  and  peace  in  the  midst  of  trouble  !  He  has 
said,  When  thou  passest  through  the  fire  I  will  be  with  thee, 
and  when  through  the  floods,  they  shall  not  overflow  thee. 
You  have  need  of  such  a  word  as  this,  and  he  knows  your  need 
of  it,  and  the  time  of  necessity  is  the  time  when  he  will  be 
sure  to  appear  in  behalf  of  those  who  trust  in  him.  I  bear  you 
and  yours  upon  my  heart  before  him  night  and  day,  for  I 
never  expect  to  hear  of  distress  which  shall  call  upon  me  with 
a  louder  voice  to  pray  for  the  sufferer.  I  know  the  Lord  hears 
me  for  myself,  vile  and  sinful  as  I  am,  and  believe  and  am 
sure  that  he  will  hear  me  for  you  also.  He  is  the  friend  of 
the  widow,  and  the  father  of  the  fatherless,  even  God  in  his 
holy  habitation ;  in  all  our  afflictions  he  is  afflicted,  and  chastens 
us  in  mercy.  Surely  he  will  sanctify  this  dispensation  to  you, 
do  you  great  and  everlasting  good  by  it,  make  the  world  ap 
pear  like  dust  and  vanity  in  your  sight,  as  it  truly  is,  and  open 
to  your  view  the  glories  of  a  better  country,  where  there  shall 
be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow  nor  pain,  but  God  shall  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  your  eyes  for  ever.  0  that  comfortable 
word!  "I  have  chosen  thee  in  the  furnace  of  affliction:"  so  that 
our  very  sorrows  are  evidences  of  our  calling,  and  he  chastens 
us,  because  we  are  his  children. 

My  dear  cousin,  I  commit  you  to  the  word  of  his  Grace, 
and  to  the  comforts  of  his  Holy  Spirit.    Your  life  is  needful  for 
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your  family;  may  God  in  mercy  to  them  prolong  it,  and  may 
he  preserve  you  from  the  dangerous  effects,  which  a  stroke  like 
this  might  have  upon  a  frame  so  tender  as  yours.  I  grieve 
with  you,  I  pray  for  you ;  could  I  do  more  I  would,  but  God 
must  comfort  you. 

Yours,  in  our  dear  Lord  Jesus,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOSEPH,  Jan.  20,  1770. 

THE  newspapers  informed  me  last  week  that  the  Society  of 
the  Middle  Temple  were  come  to  a  resolution  that  no  more 
chambers  should  be  sold  with  a  power  of  assignment,  and 
that  this  resolution  would  speedily  become  a  law.  If  this  be 
the  case,  it  were  better  that  mine  were  sold  immediately,  for  it 
will  never  be  worth  my  while  to  keep  them  till  they  shall 
want  considerable  repairs,  which  they  must  before  many  years 
are  passed  ;  and  to  sell  them  after  this  alteration  takes  place 
upon  terms  so  much  less  valuable  than  those  upon  which  I 
bought  them,  will  be  to  lose  half  my  money,  unless  the  Inn 
is  disposed  to  make  up  the  difference. 

I  have  been  in  treaty  with  Col.  Cowper  about  the  sale  of  my 
Law  Books,  and  I  desired  him  to  pay  the  purchase  money 
into  your  hands.     If  it  is  done,  shall  be  glad  to  receive  it. 
Yours,  dear  Joe,  affectionately,          WM.  COWPER. 

TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  Feb.  10,  1770. 

I  WROTE  to  you  above  a  fortnight  since  about  my  chambers, 
and  desiring  you,  if  I  have  any  money  in  town  to  send  it. 
The  last  post  brought  me  word  from  Cambridge  that  my 
brother  is  very  ill,  and  it  may  be  absolutely  necessary  for  me 
to  go  over  to  him  next  week.  His  disorder  is  supposed  to  be 
owing  to  an  inward  decay,  the  consequence  of  a  violent  haemor 
rhage  he  had  in  the  autumn.  Nothing  is  so  likely  to  prevent 
my  journey  at  present,  as  the  want  of  money  to  defray  the  ex 
penses  of  it.  I  shall  be  glad  of  an  immediate  answer  whether 
I  have  any  money  in  your  hands  or  not,  that  if  I  have  none, 
I  may  furnish  myself  with  it  as  I  can. 

Yours,  dear  Joe,  with  much  affection,     \VM.  COWPER. 

TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

DEAR  JOSEPH,  Olney,  Feb.  15,  1770. 

I  THANK  you  for  the  notes  which  I  received  yesterday,  teii 
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pounds,  and  fifteen  pounds.  If  there  should  be  the  same 
deficiency  next  winter,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you,  if  without 
waiting  to  hear  further  from  me,  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
sell  my  chambers. 

I  had  a  letter  yesterday  from  a  friend  of  my  brother's  at 
Be' net.  I  do  not  find  that  there  is  any  immediate  occasion 
for  my  going  over  to  Cambridge,  especially  as  I  have  wrote  to 
desire  that  my  brother  will  come  to  Olney.  He  is  not  at  pre 
sent  in  a  condition  to  undertake  the  journey  ;  but  Dr.  Glynn 
approves  of  his  coming,  and  will  send  him  as  soon  as  it  shall 
be  expedient.  The  account  that  I  hear  of  him  is,  that  he  has 
a  great  shortness  of  breath,  attended  with  a  troublesome  cough, 
and  that  within  this  week,  his  legs  are  very  much  swelled,  but 
when  his  friend  wrote  he  had  had  a  good  night,  was  pretty 
cheerful,  and  upon  the  whole,  not  worse  than  when  he  wrote 
before. 

I  should  be  glad  if  my  Uncle  Ashley  would  be  so  good  as 
to  get  an  answer  from  Col.  Cowper  with  respect  to  the  books, 
that  if  he  does  not  choose  to  be  the  purchaser  they  may  be 
sold  to  another,  for  I  imagine  time  and  cobwebs  will  not  much 
increase  their  value. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,          WM.  COWPER. 

TO    MKS.    3IADAN,    STAJTOKD    EOTV,    WESTMIKSTER. 
DEAR  AUNT,  Olney,  March  24,  1770. 

You  may  possibly  by  this  time  have  heard  of  the  death  of 
my  dear  brother.  I  should  not  have  left  you  to  learn  it  from 
any  but  myself,  had  I  had  either  spirits  or  opportunity  to 
write  sooner.  He  died  on  Tuesday  last,  the  20th.  It  was 
not  judged  proper  that  I  should  attend  the  funeral,  I  there 
fore  took  leave  of  the  melancholy  scene  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
returned  to  Olney  on  Thursday.  He  has  left  me  to  sing  of 
mercy  and  judgment.  Greater  sufferings  than  he  underwent 
are  seldom  seen,  greater  mercy  than  he  received,  I  believe, 
never.  His  views  of  Gospel  grace  were  as  clear,  and  his  sense 
of  his  interest  in  Christ  as  strong,  as  if  he  had  been  exercised 
in  the  Christian  walk  and  warfare  many  years.  This  is  my 
consolation,  and  strong  consolation  I  find  it,  that  he  is  gone  to 
his  Father  and  my  Father,  to  his  God  and  my  God. 

He  is  to  be  buried  at  his  living,  about  seven  miles  from 
Cambridge,  by  his  own  desire,  this  day  ;  the  master  and  fellows 
attend  the  funeral. 
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I  shall  be  obliged  to  you,  my  dear  aunt,  if  the  next  time  you 
write  to  dear  Mrs.  Cowper,  at  York,  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
inform  her  of  this  event. 
I  am,  my  dear  aunt, 
Yours  affectionately  in  the  Lord,       WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  April  21,  1770. 

You  will  oblige  me  by  enquiring  at  the  Bank,  the  next  time 
your  business  calls  you  that  way,  what  stock  my  brother  left, 
and  by  what  means  it  is  to  be  transferred  to  me ;  when  the 
next  dividend  is  payable,  and  whether  it  will  be  convenient  for 
you  to  receive  it  for  me  by  letter  of  attorney.  You  may  be 
sure  it  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  find  myself  now  enabled 
to  purchase  such  an  annuity  as  may  enable  me  to  subsist  com 
fortably  without  being  any  longer  chargeable  to  my  friends. 
You  are  the  best  judge  of  these  matters,  and  I  shall  be  glad 
of  your  advice.  I  know  not  what  is  in  the  Bank,  but  should 
hope  there  may  be  as  much,  as  with  the  sale  of  my  brother's 
effects  at  Cambridge,  and  my  own  chambers,  may  enable  me 
to  compass  this  very  desirable  point.  I  mention  this  in  con 
fidence. 

Yours,  dear  Joe, 
with  my  affectionate  remembrances  to  Mrs.  Hill 

and  your  sister,          WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOE,  May  8,  1770. 

YOTJB,  letter  did  not  reach  me  till  the  last  post,  when  I  had  not 
time  to  answer  it.  I  left  Cambridge  immediately  after  my 
brother's  death. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  particular  account  you  have  sent 
me    **************** 

He  to  whom  I  have  surrendered  myself  and  all  my  concerns 
hath  otherwise  appointed,  and  let  his  will  be  done.  He  gives 
me  much  which  he  withholds  from  others ;  and  if  he  was 
pleased  to  withhold  all  that  makes  an  outward  difference 
between  me  and  the  poor  mendicant  in  the  street,  it  would 
still  become  me  to  say,  His  Will  be  done. 

It  pleased  God  to  cut  short  my  brother's  connexions  and  ex 
pectations  here,  yet  not  without  giving  him  lively  and  glorious 
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7iews  of  a  better  happiness  than  any  he  could  propose  to  him 
self  in  such  a  world  as  this.  Notwithstanding  his  great  learn 
ing,  (for  he  was  one  of  the  chief  men  in  the  university  in  that 
respect,)  he  was  candid  and  sincere  in  his  inquiries  after  truth. 
Though  he  could  not  come  into  my  sentiments  when^  I  first  ac 
quainted  him  with  them,  nor  in  the  many  conversations  which 
I  afterward  had  with  him  upon  the  subject,  could  he  be 
brought  to  acquiesce  in  them  as  scriptural  and  true,  yet  I 
had  no  sooner  left  St.  Alban's  than  he  began  to  study  with 
the  deepest  attention  those  points  in  which  we  differed,  and  to 
furnish  himself  with  the  best  writers  upon  them.  His  mind 
was  kept  open  to  conviction  for  five  years,  during  all  which 
time  he  laboured  in  this  pursuit  with  unwearied  diligence,  as 
leisure  and  opportunity  were  afforded.  Amongst  his  dying 
words  were  these,  "  Brother,  I  thought  you  wrong,  yet  wanted 
to  believe  as  you  did.  I  found  myself  not  able  to  believe,  yet 
always  thought  I  should  be  one  day  brought  to  do  so."  From 
the  study  of  books,  he  was  brought  upon  his  death-bed  to  the 
study  of  himself,  and  there  learnt  to  renounce  his  righteous 
ness,  and  his  own  most  amiable  character,  and  to  submit  him 
self  to  the  righteousness  which  is  of  God  by  faith.  With  these 
views  he  was  desirous  of  death.  Satisfied  of  his  interest  in 
the  blessing  purchased  by  the  blood  of  Christ,  he  prayed  for 
death  with  earnestness,  felt  the  approaches  of  it  with  joy, 
and  died  in  peace.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO   MBS.    COWPEE. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  Olney,  June  7,  1770. 

I  AM  obliged  to  you  for  sometimes  thinking  of  an  unseen  friend, 
and  bestowing  a  letter  upon  me.  It  gives  me  pleasure  to  hear 
from  you,  especially  to  find  that  our  gracious  Lord  enables 
you  to  weather  out  the  storms  you  meet  with,  and  to  cast 
anchor  within  the  veil. 

You  judge  rightly  of  the  manner  in  which  I  have  been  af 
fected  by  the  Lord's  late  dispensation  towards  my  brother.  I 
found  in  it  cause  of  sorrow,  that  I  had  lost  so  near  a  relation, 
and  one  so  deservedly  dear  to  me,  and  that  he  left  me  just  when 
our  sentiments  upon  the  most  interesting  subject  became  the 
same  ;  but  much  more  cause  of  joy,  that  it  pleased  God  to 
give  me  clear  and  evident  proof  that  he  had  changed  his 
heart,  and  adopted  him  into  the  number  of  his  children.  For 
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this  I  hold  myself  peculiarly  bound  to  thank  Him,  because 
he  might  have  done  all  that  he  was  pleased  to  do  for  him,  and 
yet  have  afforded  him  neither  strength  nor  opportunity  to 
declare  it.  I  doubt  not  that  he  enlightens  the  understandings, 
and  works  a  gracious  change  in  the  hearts  of  many  in  their 
last  moments,  whose  surrounding  friends  are  not  made  ac 
quainted  with  it. 

He  told  me  that  from  the  time  he  was  first  ordained  he  began 
to  be  dissatisfied  with  his  religious  opinions,  and  to  suspect 
that  there  were  greater  things  concealed  in  the  Bible,  than  were 
generally  believed  or  allowed  to  be  there.  From  the  time  when 
1  first  visited  him  after  my  release  from  St.  Alban's,  he  began 
to  read  upon  the  subject.  It  was  at  that  time  I  informed  him 
of  the  views  of  divine  truth  which  I  had  received  in  that  school 
of  affliction.  He  laid  what  I  said  to  heart,  and  began  to  furnish 
himself  with  the  best  writers  upon  the  controverted  points,  whose 
works  he  read  with  great  diligence  and  attention,  comparing 
them  all  the  while  with  the  Scripture.  None  ever  truly  and 
ingenuously  sought  the  truth  but  they  found  it.  A  spirit  of 
earnest  inquiry  is  the  gift  of  God,  who  never  says  to  any,  seek 
ye  my  face  in  vain.  Accordingly,  about  ten  days  before  his 
death  it  pleased  the  Lord  to  dispel  all  his  doubts,  and  to  reveal 
in  his  heart  the  knowledge  of  the  Saviour,  and  to  give  him  firm 
and  unshaken  peace  in  the  belief  of  his  ability  and  willing 
ness  to  save.  As  to  the  affair  of  the  fortune-teller,  he  never 
mentioned  it  to  me,  nor  was  there  any  such  paper  found  as 
you  mention.  I  looked  over  all  his  papers  before  I  left  the 
place,  and  had  there  been  such  a  one,  must  have  discovered  it.  I 
have  heard  the  report  from  other  quarters,  but  no  other  par 
ticulars  than  that  the  woman  foretold  him  when  he  should  die. 
I  suppose  there  may  be  some  truth  in  the  matter,  but  whatever 
he  might  think  of  it  before  his  knowledge  of  the  truth,  and  how 
ever  extraordinary  her  predictions  might  really  be,  I  am  satisfied 
that  he  had  then  received  far  other  views  of  the  wisdom  and 
majesty  of  God,  than  to  suppose  that  he  would  entrust  his 
secret  counsels  to  a  vagrant,  who  did  not  mean  I  suppose  to  be 
understood  to  have  received  her  intelligence  from  the  Fountain 
of  Light,  but  thought  herself  sufficiently  honoured  by  any 
who  would  give  her  credit  for  a  secret  intercourse  of  this  kind 
with  the  Prince  of  darkness. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind  inquiry 
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after  her.  She  is  well,  I  thank  God,  as  usual,  and  sends  her 
respects  to  you.  Her  son  is  in  the  ministry,  and  has  the 
living  of  Stock,  in  Essex.  We  were  last  week  alarmed  with  an 
account  of  his  being  dangerously  ill ;  Mrs.  Unwin  went  to  see 
him,  and  in  a  few  days  left  him  out  of  danger.  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOSEPH,  Jan.  1,  1771. 

You  will  receive  two  parcels  of  venison,  a  haunch  and  a 
shoulder.  The  first  was  intended  for  you,  the  other  comes  to 
you  by  mistake.  Some  hours  after  the  basket  was  sent  to  the 
waggon,  we  discovered  that  the  shoulder  had  been  packed  up 
instead  of  the  haunch.  All  imaginable  endeavours  were  made 
to  recover  it,  but  without  success,  the  waggon  could  not  be 
unloaded  again,  and  it  was  impossible  otherwise  to  get  at  it. 
You  may  therefore  thank  a  blundering  servant  for  a  venison 
pasty,  which  if  she  had  minded  her  business  better  would  have 
been  eaten  at  Olney. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Olney,  Jan.  30,  1772. 

AN  article  in  the  last  General  Evening,  compared  with  an  ad 
vertisement  in  the  same  paper,  has  affected  me  with  the  deepest 
concern  upon  my  Uncle  Ashley's  account.  In  the  present  un 
certainty  of  my  mind  I  am  left  to  imagine  the  worst.  It  would 
have  been  kind  in  some  of  my  many  relations,  if  they  had  not 
left  me  to  learn  such  melancholy  intelligence  from  the  public 
prints.  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  for  such  particulars  as  you 
can  favour  me  with.  They  will  at  least  serve  to  relieve  me 
from  the  variety  of  restless  conjectures  which  cannot  but  em 
ploy  my  mind  on  such  an  occasion, 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  4.  1772. 

I  AM  much  indebted  to  you  for  your  goodness  in  relieving  me 
by  the  first  opportunity  from  the  fears  I  had  upon  my  Uncle's 
account.  The  newspaper  led  me  into  the  mistake,  when  the 
person  was  described  as  the  Clerk  of  the  House  of  Lords, 
without  the  addition  of  his  proper  distinction.  But  I  feel  much 
for  Mrs.  Cowper,  and  the  poor  young  man,  and  love  him  better 
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than  fcs  is  aware  of,  though  I  have  not  seen  him  many  years, 
and  he  was  but  a  child  when  I  saw  him  last.  So  sudden  a 
stroke  must  fall  very  heavy  upon  her ;  but  I  know  her  prin 
ciples  to  be  such  as  will  afford  her  support  under  the  heaviest 
that  can  befall  her.  The  dress,  the  circumstance  of  his  having 
no  baggage,  and  the  time,  all  seem  to  concur  in  giving  us  a 
good  hope  that  he  was  the  person  seen  at  Dover.  You  will 
make  me  happy  by  sending  me  the  first  intelligence  you  hear 
of  him,  for  I  could  hardly  be  more  interested  in  any  case, 
not  immediately  my  own,  than  I  am  in  this.  I  am,  with  my 
best  respects  to  Mrs.  Hill,  and  thanks  for  her  kindness, 

Yours  ever,     WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  April  7,  1772. 

I  AM  very  much  obliged  to  you  that  in  the  hurry  of  so  much  bu 
siness,  you  could  yet  find  time  to  fulfil  your  promise,  and  send 
me  the  earliest  intelligence  of  my  poor  cousin.  But  as  Mrs. 
Cowper  is  so  kind  as  to  write  to  me  herself  upon  the  occasion, 
I  will  discharge  you  from  any  further  trouble  about  it.  We 
have  seen  the  dark  side  of  the  dispensation,  and  I  yet  hope  it 
has  a  bright  one.  This  I  know,  that  if  he  reap  the  same 
fruit  of  his  sorrows,  as  thousands  have  found  springing  up 
from  the  deepest  afflictions,  he  will  rejoice  in  the  remembrance 
of  them,  as  I  do,  and  shall  do,  while  I  live,  in  the  recollection 
of  mine. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend, 
with  my  respects  to  Mrs.  Hill  and  all  your  family, 

WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  NOV.  5,  1772. 

You  will  certainly  find  the  mistake  on  your  side.  When  on 
the  occasion  of  my  brother's  death,  you  was  so  good  as  to 
make  enquiry  for  me  at  the  Bank,  you  found  seven  hundred 
pounds  there.  Three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  were  sold  as 
you  say  to  pay  the  College  three  hundred  pounds,  consequently 
three  hundred  and  fifty  remain.  As  you  had  forgot  the  prin 
cipal  doubtless  you  have  not  received  the  interest  for  the  last 
two  years,  I  would  have  it  reserved,  if  you  please,  for  pay 
ment  of  my  tailor's  bill.  You  say  you  expect  farther  remit- 
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tances  on  my  account,  out  of  these  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
pay  yourself.  I  thank  you  for  the  money  you  sent  me  by  the 
post,  but  twenty  pounds  will  not  serve  my  present  expenses. 
This  is  the  season  of  the  year  when  my  wants  are  always 
most  importunate.  I  shall  be  glad  therefore  if  you  will  sell 
the  odd  fifty  pounds,  and  remit  me  the  money  by  the  first 
opportunity. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  friend,  truly  sensible  of  your  invitation, 
though  I  do  not  accept  it.  My  peace  of  mind  is  of  so  delicate 
a  constitution,  that  the  air  of  London  will  not  agree  with  it. 
You  have  my  prayers,  the  only  return  I  can  make  you,  for 
your  many  acts  of  still-continued  friendship. 

If  you  should  smile,  or  even  laugh  at  my  conclusion,  and  I 
werejiear  enough  to  see  it,  I  should  not  be  angry,  though  I 
should  be  grieved.  It  is  not  long  since  I  should  have  laughed 
at  such  a  recompense  myself.  But  glory  be  to  the  name  of 
Jesus,  those  days  are  past,  and  I  trust  never  to  return  ! 
I  am  yours,  and  Mrs.  Hill's, 

with  much  sincerity,         WM.  COWPEB. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  NOV.  14,  1772. 

I  BECEIYED  last  night  the  two  notes  for  thirty  pounds,  and  ten 
pounds.  I  will  not  trouble  you  at  present  with  my  tailor's 
bill.  I  shall  have  occasion  to  employ  him  in  the  spring,  by 
which  time  it  is  possible  there  may  be  enough  in  my  bank  to 
answer  his  demand,  and  you  may  expect  to  see  him  about 
March  or  April  with  a  draft  in  his  hand.  I  do  not  design  to 
break  into  the  stock,  unless  it  should  be  unavoidably  neces 
sary.  But  you  know  well  that  I  have  been  a  considerable 
loser  in  point  of  income  by  my  brother's  death,  and  that  the 
price  of  every  thing  is  continually  advancing,  so  that  it  is  be 
come  much  more  difficult  to  bring  the  year  about  now,  than 
when  I  first  left  St.  Alban's.  I  am  guilty  of  no  extravagance, 
or  inattention  to  what  is  called  the  main  chance,  nor  would 
be  on  any  account.  My  situation  in  life  is  comfortable  ;  my 
friends  would  wish  it  to  be  so ;  nor  is  there  a  place  in  the 
kingdom  where  I  should  enjoy  so  many  advantages  as  here. 
And  yet,  as  I  say,  there  may  possibly  arise  a  necessity  of 
having  recourse  to  the  funds,  though  nothing  less  than  neces 
sity  shall  compel  us  to  do  it.  In  that  case  I  should  hope  not 
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to  be  censured,  for  the  reasons  above  mentioned  :  and  in  the 
mean  time  shall  do  my  best  to  prevent  the  necessity  of  such  a 
measure. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  friend, 

affectionately  yours.  WM.  COWPER.1 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
DEAR  JOSEPH,  Olney,  May  18,  1778. 

YOTT  have  my  thanks  for  the  very  fine  mackerel  you  sent,  and 
for  your  kind  invitation  to  Wargrove,  I  am  a  little  mortified  to 
find  that  I  had  not  got  the  start  of  your  gardener  as  much  as 
I  hoped  to  have  done ;  but  let  him  be  upon  his  guard,  or  I 
shall  be  too  nimble  for  him  another  year. 

I  want  money,  not  to  lend,  nor  to  give,  but  for  my  own 
personal  and  particular  use  ;  and  want  it  so  much,  that  I  can't 
go  on  without  it.  You  will  oblige  me  if  you  will  give  yourself 
the  trouble,  to  sell  fifty  pounds  and  remit  me  the  produce  im 
mediately.  I  beg  you  will  do  this  without  making  any  sad  re 
flections  upon  it ;  for  assure  yourself,  neither  you  nor  I  shall 
ever  have  any  reason  to  repent  the  doing  it. 

Yours  affectionately,         W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  26,  1776. 

MORE  thanks  for  more  mackerel,  and  many  more  for  the  fifty 
pounds,  which  I  received  yesterday.  It  gave  me  the  greater 
pleasure,  as  it  afforded  a  convincing  proof  that  in  your  former 
refusal  you  was  guided  by  nothing  but  an  attention  to  my 
interest. 

The  winter  having  swallowed  up  the  spring  this  year  has 
thrown  me  so  backward  in  some  of  my  nicer  productions,  that 
I  shall  not  be  able  to  send  you  any  melons  till  late  in  the  sea 
son  ;  but  if  you  raise  none  yourself,  they  shall  wait  upon  you 
as  soon  as  they  are  ripe. 

Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  6.  1766. 

As  you  have  an  extensive  acquaintance,  you  may  possibly  be 

1  There  is  a  gap  in  the  correspondence  with  Mr.  Hill  from  the  ilate  of 
this  letter  to  May  18,  1776. 
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able  to  serve  me  in  a  design  I  have  lately  formed,  of  taking 
two,  three,  or  four  boys,  under  my  tuition,  to  instruct  them  in 
the  Greek  and  Latin  languages.  I  should  pursue,  with  some 
few  exceptions,  the  Westminster  method  of  instruction,  being 
that  which  I  am  best  acquainted  with  myself,  and  the  best 
upon  the  whole  that  I  have  had  an  opportunity  of  observing. 
They  would  lodge  and  board  under  our  roof,  and  be  in  all 
respects  accommodated  and  attended  in  a  manner  that  would 
well  warrant  the  demand  of  an  hundred  guineas  per  annum. 

You  have  often  wished  me  an  employment,  and  I  know 
none  but  this  for  which  I  am  qualified.  If  I  can  engage  in  it, 
it  will  probably  be  serviceable  to  me  in  more  respects  than 
one  :  but  as  it  will  afford  me  some  sort  of  an  establishment,  at 
least  for  a  time,  it  cannot  but  be  desirable  to  one  in  my  cir 
cumstances.  If  you  are  acquainted  therefore  with  any  person 
who  has  a  son  or  sons  between  eight  and  ten  years  of  age,  for 
whom  he  would  wish  to  find  a  tutor  who  will  not  make  a  pro 
perty  of  them,  nor  neglect  any  means  in  his  power  to  inform 
them  thoroughly  in  what  he  undertakes  to  teach,  you  will 
oblige  me  by  recommending  me.  Doubtless  there  are  many 
such  ;  and  it  is  not  an  easy  matter  to  find  a  family  where  the 
two  grand  points  of  education,  literature  and  sobriety,  would 
be  more  closely  attended  to  than  in  This. 

We  return  you  many  thanks  for  the  fine  turbot  you  was  so 
kind  as  to  send.  Believe  me  your's,  &c., 

WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Aug.  1,  1776. 

THE  coldness  of  the  past  season  would  be  forgotten  in  the 
heat  of  the  present,  if  the  effects  of  it  were  not  still  visible  in 
the  garden.  My  melons,  which  ought  to  have  been  eaten  or 
at  least  eatable  by  this  time,  are  not  yet  ripe  ;  and  as  you  are 
taking  your  repose  at  Wargrove,  you  will  agree  with  me,  I 
imagine,  that  it  would  hardly  be  worth  while  to  trundle  them 
so  far.  Else,  as  I  flatter  myself  they  will  be  better  flavoured 
than  such  as  are  raised  for  sale,  which  are  generally  flashy,  and 
indebted  to  the  watering  pot  for  their  size,  I  should  have  been 
glad  to  have  sent  you  half  my  crop. 

If  it  were  to  rain  pupils,  perhaps  I  might  catch  a  tub  full  5 
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but  till  it  does,  the  fruitlessness  of  my  enquiries  makes  me 
think  I  must  keep  my  Greek  and  Latin  to  myself. 

Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR    FRIEND,  NOV.  12,  1776. 

THE  very  agreeable  contents  of  your  last  came  safe  to  hand  in 
the  shape  of  two  notes  for  thirty  pounds.  I  am  to  thank  you 
likewise  for  a  barrel  of  very  good  oysters,  received  about  a 
fortnight  ago.  One  to  whom  fish  is  so  welcome  as  it  is  to  me, 
can  have  no  great  occasion  to  distinguish  the  sorts.  In  gene 
ral,  therefore,  whatever  fish  are  likely  to  think  a  jaunt  into  the 
country  agreeable,  will  be  sure  to  find  me  ready  to  receive 
them  ;  butts,  plaice,  flounder,  or  any  other.  If  herrings  are 
yet  to  be  had,  as  they  cannot  be  bought  at  Olney  till  they  are 
good  for  nothing,  they  will  be  welcome  too.  We  have  seen 
none  this  year,  except  a  parcel  that  Mrs.  Unwin  sent  for,  and 
the  fishmonger  sent  stale  ones,  a  trick  they  are  apt  to  play 
upon  their  customers  at  a  distance. 

Having  suffered  so  much  from  nervous  fevers  myself,  I 
know  how  to  congratulate  Ashley  upon  his  recovery.  Other 
distempers  only  batter  the  walls  ;  but  they  creep  silently  into 
the  citadel,  and  put  the  garrison  to  the  sword. 

You  perceive  I  have  not  made  a  squeamish  use  of  your 
obliging  offer.  The  remembrance  of  past  years,  and  of  the 
sentiments  formerly  exchanged  in  our  evening  walks,  convinces 
me  still  that  an  unreserved  acceptance  of  what  is  graciously 
offered  is  the  handsomest  way  of  dealing  with  one  of  your  cha 
racter.  Believe  me  yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

The  Wellingborough  Diligence  passes  our  door  every  Tues 
day,  Thursday,  and  Saturday,  and  inns  at  the  Cross  Keys, 
St.  John's  Street,  Smithfield. 

As  to  the  frequency,  which  you  leave  to  my  choice  too,  you 
have  no  need  to  exceed  the  number  of  your  former  remittances. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,   ESQ. 
DEAR  JOE,  Dec.  10,  1776. 

RECEIVED  two  notes  for  twenty-five  pounds. 

This  day  fortnight  came  two  dozen  herrings,  remarkably 
fine.  If  you  ordered  any  other  fish  to  follow  them  they  swam 
anotlfer  way. 
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Dr.  Madan's  preferment  was  in  the  paper,  but  I  overlooked 
it,  so  1  know  neither  the  name,  nor  the  value  of  it.  But  being 
a  sinecure,  and  as  we  say,  a  very  valuable  one,  it  has  every 
requisite  to  raise  the  spirits. 

Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

DEAR  JOSEPH,  Jan.  5,  1777. 

I  AM  much  obliged  to  you  for  a  tub  of  very  fine  spiced  salmon 
which  arrived  yesterday  :  it  cost  us  some  debate,  and  a  wager 
into  the  bargain,  one  asserting  it  to  be  sturgeon,  and  the  other 
what  it  proved  to  be.  But  the  lady  was  in  the  right,  as  she 
should  be  upon  all  such  occasions. 

My  respects  wait  upon  your  family.  The  cold  is  excessive  ; 
but  I  have  a  little  greenhouse,  which  by  the  help  of  a  little 
fire,  is  as  blooming  and  as  green  as  May. 

Yours  aifectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  30,  1777. 

THOUGH  you  are  by  this  time  in  Berkshire  at  least,  if  not  in 
Warwickshire,  I  thought  it  would  be  best  to  acknowledge  the 
receipt  of  the  draft  upon  Child  for  twenty  pounds,  by  the 
return  of  the  post. 

I  sent  you  two  brace  of  cucumbers  by  the  Diligence  on 
Friday,  that  is  to  say,  critically  at  the  time  when  they  were 
sure  to  miss  you  :  if  yours  are  as  forward,  you  have  out 
stripped  all  our  nobility  and  squires  in  this  country.  Neither 
the  Duke  of  Bedford  nor  Lord  Sussex  have  cut  yet.  But  you 
must  not  be  angry  with  your  gardener,  for  we  have  more  sun 
shine  in  two  months  at  some  seasons,  than  we  have  had  this 
half-year.  Yours  ever,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  April — I  fancy  the  20th,  1777. 

THANKS  for  a  turbot,  a  lobster,  and  Captain  Brydone :  a 
gentleman  who  relates  his  travels  so  agreeably,  that  he  de 
serves  always  to  travel  with  an  agreeable  companion.  I  have 
been  reading  Gray's  Works,  and  think  him  the  only  poet  since 
Shakspeare  entitled  to  the  character  of  sublime.  Perhaps  you 
will  remember  that  I  once  had  a  different  opinion  of  him.  I 
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was  prejudiced.  He  did  not  belong  to  our  Thursday  society, 
and  was  an  Eton  man,  which  lowered  him  prodigiously  in  our 
esteem.  I  once  thought  Swift's  letters  the  best  that  could  be 
written  ;  but  I  like  Gray's  better.  His  humour,  or  his  wit,  or 
whatever  it  is  to  be  called,  is  never  ill-natured  or  offensive,  and 
vet,  I  think  equally  poignant  with  the  Dean's. 

I  am  yours  affectionately,  WM.  COPPER. 

TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  25,  1777. 

WE  differ  not  much  in  our  opinion  of  Mr.  Gray.  When  I 
wrote  last,  I  was  in  the  middle  of  the  book.  His  later  Epistles, 
I  think,  are  worth  little,  as  such,  but  might  be  turned  to  excel 
lent  account  by  a  young  student  of  taste  and  judgement.  As 
to  Mr.  West's  Letters,  I  think  I  could  easily  bring  your  opinion 
of  them  to  square  with  mine.  They  are  elegant  and  sensible, 
but  having  nothing  in  them  that  is  characteristic,  or  that  dis 
criminates  them  from  the  letters  of  any  other  young  man  of 
taste  and  learning.  As  to  the  book  you  mention,  I  am  in 
doubt  whether  to  read  it  or  not.  I  should  like  the  philoso 
phical  part  of  it,  but  the  political,  which,  I  suppose,  is  a  detail 
of  intrigues  carried  on  by  the  Company  and  their  servants,  a 
history  of  rising  and  falling  nabobs,  I  should  have  no  appetite 
to  at  all.  I  will  not,  therefore,  give  you  the  trouble  of  sending 
it  at  present.  Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  July  13,  1777. 

You  need  not  give  yourself  any  further  trouble  to  procure  me 
the  South  Sea  voyages.  Lord  Dartmouth,  who  was  here 
about  a  month  since,  and  was  so  kind  as  to  pay  me  two  visits, 
has  furnished  me  with  both  Cook's  and  Forster's.  'Tis  well 
for  the  poor  natives  of  those  distant  countries  that  our  na 
tional  expenses  cannot  be  supplied  by  cargoes  of  yams  and 
bananas.  Curiosity,  therefore,  being  once  satisfied,  they  may 
possibly  be  permitted  for  the  future  to  enjoy  their  riches  of 
that  kind  in  peace. 

If,  when  you  are  most  at  leisure,  you  can  find  out  Baker 
upon  the  Microscope,  or  Vincent  Boorne's  Latin  Poems,  the 
last  edition,  and  send  them,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you.  Either, 
or  both,  if  they  can  be  easily  found. 

I  am  yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 
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TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  23,  1777. 

IF  a  melon  in  the  spring  is  a  rarity,  a  melon  in  the  beginning 
of  winter  perhaps  may  be  so  too,  especially  after  so  sharp  a 
frost  as  we  have  lately  had,  and  still  more  if  it  should  happen 
to  be  a  frost  when  you  eat  it.  This  and  the  fellow  to  it  grew 
upon  one  joint.  The  vine  was  never  watered  since  it  was  a 
seed.  "We  ate  part  of  one  of  them  to-day,  and  thought  it 
good  ;  the  other  which  is  better  ripened,  we  supposed  might 
be  even  worthy  of  a  place  at  your  table,  and  have  sent  it  ac 
cordingly. 

I  am  obliged  to   you  for  three  parcels  of  herrings.     The 
melon  is  a  crimson  Cantalupe.     Believe  me, 

Affectionately  yours,         WM.  COWPER. 

The  basket  contains,  besides,  Bourne's  poems  and  Baker  on 
the  Microscope  with  thanks. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND,  Oct.  28,  1777. 

As  Lord  Dartmouth  was  so  kind  as  to  furnish  me  with  Captain 
Cook's  last  tour  round  the  globe,  and  with  Mr.  Forster's  ac 
count  of  the  same  voyage,  I  am  unwilling  to  be  farther  trou 
blesome  to  him  ;  and  as  I  can  venture  to  take  a  little  liberty 
with  you,  which  I  could  not  handsomely  take  with  his  lord 
ship,  I  will  beg  the  favour  of  you,  when  you  can  do  it  conve 
niently,  to  send  me  either  Commodore  Byron's  voyage  round 
the  world,  or  Captain  Cook's  first  voyage,  or  both,  if  they  are 
both  to  be  had,  which  as  the  public  curiosity  is  pretty  well 
satisfied  by  this  time,  may  possibly  be  the  case.  There  was 
an  account  published  by  some  of  the  people  of  the  long  boat, 
who  parted  from  Captain  Cook  upon  the  coast  of  Patagonia. 
Their  separation  is  all  that  is  mentioned  in  Mr.  Byron's  first 
publication.  If  this  can  be  procured  I  shall  be  glad  of  it. 
And  pray  do  not  scruple  to  tell  me  if  I  am  too  troublesome  in 
pestering  you  with  these  commissions,  for  I  had  rather  never 
see  the  books,  than  extort  from  you  one  single  Pish. 

Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,  ESQ. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Dec.  11,   1777. 

IF  I  begin  with  thank  you,  I  must  end  with  it  too,  unless  I 
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manage  it  thus.  I  am  obliged  to  you,  and  thank  you  for  the 
books,  for  the  fish,  for  the  thirty  pounds,  which  I  hope  I  shall 
be  able  to  negotiate  here  ;  and  Mrs.  Hill,  for  the  seeds  she  is  so 
kind  as  to  send  me,  is  entitled  to  the  same  return.  Besides 
which,  when  I  return  the  books,  I  will  enclose  with  them  some 
seed  of  the  plant  called  the  Broallia,  a  new  flower  in  this 
country.  A  few  seeds  were  given  me  last  year,  which  have 
produced  a  quantity.  Gordon  I  am  told  sells  it  two  guineas 
an  ounce.  We  account  it  the  most  elegant  flower  we  have 
seen,  and  when  Lord  Dartmouth  was  here,  he  did  it  the  hon 
our  to  think  with  us.  I  will  send  with  it  directions  for  the 
management  of  it. 

I  am,  with  compliments  to  Mrs.  Hill, 

Yours  affectionately,         W*.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND,  Jan.  1,  1778. 

YOUR  last  packet  was  doubly  welcome,  and  Mrs.  Hill's  kind 
ness  gives  me  peculiar  pleasure,  not  as  coming  from  a  stranger 
to  me,  for  I  do  not  account  her  so,  though  I  never  saw  her, 
but  as  coming  from  one  so  nearly  connected  with  yourself.  I 
shall  take  care  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  her  obliging 
letter,  when  I  return  the  books.  Assure  yourself,  in  the  mean 
time,  that  I  read  as  if  the  librarian  was  at  my  elbow,  continu 
ally  jogging  it,  and  growling  out,  Make  haste  But  as  I  read 
aloud,  I  shall  not  have  finished  before  the  end  of  the  week, 
and  will  return  them  by  the  diligence  next  Monday. 

I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  let  me  know  whether  I  am  to 
understand  by  the  sorrow  you  express,  that  any  part  of  my 
former  supplies  is  actually  cut  off,  or  whether  they  are  only 
more  tardy  in  coming  in  than  usual.  It  is  useful  even  to  the 
rich,  to  know,  as  nearly  as  may  be,  the  exact  amount  of  their 
income ;  but  how  much  more  so  to  a  man  of  my  small  di 
mensions.  If  the  former  should  be  the  case,  I  shall  have  less 
reason  to  be  surprised,  than  I  have  to  wonder  at  the  continu 
ance  of  them  so  long.  Favours  are  favours  indeed,  when  laid 
cut  upon  so  barren  a  soi),  where  the  expense  of  sowing  is 
never  accompanied  by  the  smallest  hope  of  return.  What 
pain  there  is  in  gratitude,  I  have  often  felt ;  but  the  pleasure 
of  requiting  an  obligation,  has  always  been  out  of  my  reach. 
Affectionately  yours,  WM.  COWPER. 
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TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND,  April      11,   1778. 

POOR  Sir  Thomas !  I  knew  that  I  had  a  place  in  his  affections, 
and  from  his  own  information,  many  years  ago,  a  place  in  his 
will ;  but  little  thought  that  after  the  lapse  of  so  many  years 
I  should  still  retain  it.  His  remembrance  of  me,  after  so  long 
a  season  of  separation,  has  done  me  much  honour,  and  leaves 
me  the  more  reason  to  regret  his  decease. 

I  am  reading  the  Abbe  with  great  satisfaction,  and  think 
him  the  most  intelligent  writer  upon  so  extensive  a  subject  I 
ever  met  with  ;  in  every  respect  superior  to  the  Abbe  in  Scot 
land.  Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

P.  S.  Many  thanks  for  the  intended  fish. 

Sunday  morning. 

Which  is  just  come,  and  should  have  been  here  last  night. 
I  shall  bumble  my  landlady  at  Newport. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  7,  1778. 

I  HATE  been  in  continual  fear  lest  every  post  should  bring  a 
summons  for  the  Abbe  Raynal ;  and  am  glad  that  I  have  fin 
ished  him  before  my  fears  were  realized.  I  have  kept  him 
long,  but  not  through  neglect  or  idleness.  I  read  the  five 
volumes  to  Mrs.  Unwin  ;  and  my  voice  will  seldom  serve  me 
with  more  than  an  hour's  reading  at  a  time.  I  am  indebted 
to  him  for  much  information  upon  subjects,  which,  however 
interesting,  are  so  remote  from  those  with  which  country  folks 
in  general  are  conversant,  that  had  not  his  works  reached  me 
at  Olney,  I  should  have  been  for  ever  ignorant  of  them. 

I  admire  him  as  a  philosopher,  as  a  writer,  as  a  man  of  ex 
traordinary  intelligence,  and  no  less  extraordinary  abilities  to 
digest  it.  He  is  a  true  patriot.  But  then  the  world  is  his 
country.  The  frauds  and  tricks  of  the  cabinet,  and  the 
counter,  seem  to  be  equally  objects  of  his  aversion.  And 
if  he  had  not  found  that  religion  too  had  undergone  a  mix 
ture  of  artifice,  in  its  turn,  perhaps  he  would  have  been  a 
Christian. 

Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  June  18,   1778. 

I  TRULY  rejoice  that  the  chancellor  has  made  you  such  a  pre- 
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sent,  that  he  has  given  such  an  additional  lustre  to  it  by  his 
manner  of  conferring  it,  and  that  all  this  happened  before  you 
went  to  Wargrove,  because  it  made  your  retirement  there  the 
more  agreeable.  This  is  just  according  to  the  character  ot 
the  man.  He  will  give  grudgingly,  in  answer  to  solicitation, 
but  delights  in  surprising  those  he  esteems,  with  his  bounty. 
May  you  live  to  receive  still  further  proofs  that  I  am  not  mis 
taken  in  rny  opinion  of  him. 

Yours  affectionately,         W*.  COWPER. 


TO  THE  BEV.  w. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  18,  1778. 

I  HTJBBY  you  into  the  midst  of  things  at  once,  which  if  it  be 
not  much  in  the  epistolary  style,  is  acknowledged  however  to 
be  very  sublime.  Mr.  Morley,  videlicet  the  grocer,  is  guilty 
of  much  neglect  and  carelessness,  and  has  lately  so  much  dis 
appointed  your  mother,  that  she  is  at  last  obliged  to  leave 
him,  and  begs  you  will  send  her  Mr.  Rawlinson's  address, 
that  she  may  transfer  her  custom  to  him.  She  adds  moreover, 
that  she  was  well  aware  of  the  unseasonableness  of  salmon 
at  this  time,  and  did  not  mean  that  you  should  order  any  to 
Olney  till  the  spring. 

We  are  indebted  to  you  for  your  political  intelligence,  but 
have  it  not  in  our  power  to  pay  you  in  kind.  Proceed,  how 
ever,  to  give  us  such  information  as  cannot  be  learned  from  the 
newspaper  ;  and  when  any  thing  arises  at  Olney,  that  is  not 
in  the  threadbare  style  of  daily  occurrences,  you  shall  hear 
of  it  in  return.  Nothing  of  this  sort  has  happened  lately,  ex 
cept  that  a  lion  was  imported  here  at  the  fair,  seventy  years  of 
age,  and  was  as  tame  as  a  goose.  Your  mother  and  I  saw  him 
embrace  his  keeper  with  his  paws,  and  lick  his  face.  Others 
saw  him  receive  his  head  in  his  mouth,  and  restore  it  to  him 
again  unhurt  ;  —  a  sight  we  chose  not  to  be  favoured  with, 
but  rather  advised  the  honest  man  to  discontinue  the  practice, 
—  a  practice  hardly  reconcileable  to  prudence,  unless  he  had  a 
head  to  spare.  The  beast,  however,  was  a  very  magnificent 
one,  and  much  more  royal  in  his  appearance  than  those  I  have 
seen  in  the  Tower. 

The  paper  tells  us  that  the  Chancellor  is  frequently  at  the 
Rfgister  Office,  having  conceived  a  design  to  shorten  the  pro 
ceedings  in  his  court.  If  he  has  indeed  such  a  purpose  in  view 
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he  is  so  industrious  and  so  resolute,  that  he  will  never  let  it 
drop  unaccomplished.  Perhaps  the  practitioners  will  have  no 
reason  to  regret  it,  as  they  may  gain  in  such  an  event,  more 
by  the  multiplicity  of  suits,  than  they  do  at  present  by  the 
length  of  them. 

Your  mother  joins  me  in  affectionate  respects  —  I  should 
have  said  in  love,  to  yourself,  Mrs.  Unwin,  Miss  Shuttle- 
worth,  and  little  John.  If  you  will  accept  this  for  a  letter, 
perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  furnish  you  with  more  such  upon  oc 
casion.  Yours,  with  thanks  for  your  last, 

WM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE    REV.  W.  TJNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  DeC.  3,  1778. 

I  "WAS  last  night  agreeably  surprised  by  the  arrival  of  Mr. 
Dodsley.  His  own  merit  is  his  sufficient  recommendation  ; 
but  his  appearance,  without  having  been  expected  or  even 
thought  of,  made  him  still  more  welcome.  You  have  done  a 
kind  thing  in  sending  him,  and  I  wish  we  could  recompense 
it  by  a  pine-apple  for  every  volume. 

I  made  Mr.  Wright's  gardener  a  present  of  fifty  sorts  of 
stove  plant  seeds  :  in  return,  he  has  presented  me  with  six 
fruiting  pines,  which  I  have  put  into  a  bark  bed,  where  they 
thrive  at  present  as  well  as  I  could  wish.  If  they  produce 
good  fruit,  you  will  stand  some  little  chance  to  partake  of 
them.  But  you  must  not  expect  giants,  for  being  trans 
planted  in  December  will  certainly  give  them  a  check,  and 
probably  diminish  their  size.  He  has  promised  to  supply  me 
with  still  better  plants  in  October,  which  is  the  proper  season  for 
moving  them,  and  with  a  reinforcement  every  succeeding  year. 
Mrs.  Hill  sent  me  the  seeds  ;  which  perhaps  could  not  have 
been  purchased  for  less  than  three  guineas.  'Tis  thus  we  great 
gardeners  establish  a  beneficial  intercourse  with  each  other,  and 
furnish  ourselves  with  valuable  things  that,  therefore,  cost  us 
nothing. 

How  did  you  escape  the  storm  ?  It  did  us  no  damage,  except 
keeping  us  awake,  and  giving  your  mother  the  headache  ;  and 
except  —  what  can  hardly  be  called  a  damage,  lifting  a  long  and 
heavy  palisade  from  the  top  of  our  garden  wall,  and  setting  it 
so  gently  down  upon  two  old  hot-beds,  that  it  was  not  at  all 
broken  or  impaired. 
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Your  mother  is  well  at  present,  and  sends  her  love,  joining 
with  me,  at  the  same  time,  in  affectionate  remembrances  to  all 
the  family.  Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  April  11,  1779. 

WHEN  you  favoured  me  with  the  last  remittance  of  twenty 
pounds,  you  was  so  kind  as  to  say  I  might  draw  for  more,  if 
I  had  occasion  for  it.  The  occasion  is  now  come,  and  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  you  for  a  further  advance.  I  know  I  am  in  your 
debt,  which  sits  the  easier  upon  me,  because  I  am  almost  al 
ways  so.  Long  habit  and  custom  are  able  to  familiarize  to  us 
things  much  more  disagreeable  than  this.  A  debt  of  this  kind, 
I  am,  at  present  at  least  able  to  discharge.  But  I  owe  you 
upon  other  accounts  what  I  can  never  pay,  except  by  continu 
ing  Affectionately  and  truly  yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   BEV.  WILLIAM  TOTWIN. 

MY  DEAD  FRIEND,  May  26,  1779. 

I  MUST  beg  your  assistance  in  a  design  I  have  formed  to  cheat 
the  glazier.  Government  has  laid  a  tax  upon  glass,  and  he  has 
trebled  it.  I  want  as  much  as  will  serve  for  a  large  frame, 
but  am  unwilling  to  pay  an  exorbitant  price  for  it.  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  you,  therefore,  if  you  will  enquire  at  a  glass- 
manufacturer's  how  he  sells  his  Newcastle  glass,  such  as  is 
used  for  frames  and  hothouses.  If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
send  me  this  information,  and  at  the  same  time  the  manu 
facturer's  address,  I  will  execute  the  rest  of  the  business 
myself,  without  giving  you  any  farther  trouble. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  Poets  ;  and  though  I  little 
thought  that  I  was  translating  so  much  money  out  of  your 
pocket  into  the  bookseller's,  when  I  turned  Prior's  poem  into 
Latin,  yet  I  must  needs  say  that,  if  you  think  it  worth  while 
to  purchase  the  English  Classics  at  all,  you  cannot  possess 
yourself  of  them  upon  better  terms.  I  have  looked  into 
some  of  the  volumes,  but  not  having  yet  finished  the  Register 
have  merely  looked  into  them.  A  few  things  I  have  met, 
with,  which  if  they  had  been  burned  the  moment  they  were 
written,  it  would  have  been  better  for  the  author  and  at  least  as 
well  for  his  readers.  There  is  not  much  of  this,  but  a  little  is 
too  much.  I  think  it  a  pity  the  editor  admitted  any  ;  the 
English  Muse  would  have  lost  no  credit  by  the  omission  of 
such  trash.  Some  of  them  again  seem  to  me  to  have  but  a 
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very  disputable  right  to  a  place  among  the  Classics  ;  and  I  am 
quite  at  a  loss,  when  I  see  them  in  such  company,  to  conjecture 
what  is  Dr.  Johnson's  idea  or  definition  of  classical  merit.  But 
if  he  inserts  the  poems  of  some  who  can  hardly  be  said  to  de 
serve  such  an  honour,  the  purchaser  may  comfort  himself  with 
the  hope  that  he  will  exclude  none  that  do. 

Your  mother  sends  her  love  and  affectionate  remembrance  to 
all  at  Stock,  from  the  tallest  to  the  shortest  there,  in  which  she 
is  accompained  by  yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.  WILLIAM   UNWHT. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  79. 

IF  you  please,  you  may  give  my  service  to  Mr.  James  Martin, 
glazier,  and  tell  him  that  I  have  furnished  myself  with  glass 
from  Bedford,  for  half  the  money. 

When  I  was  at  Margate,  it  was  an  excursion  of  pleasure 
to  go  to  see  Ramsgate.  The  pier,  I  remember,  was  accounted 
a  most  excellent  piece  of  stone-work,  and  such  I  found  it. 
By  this  time,  I  suppose,  it  is  finished ;  and  surely  it  is  no 
small  advantage,  that  you  have  an  opportunity  of  observing  how 
nicely  those  great  stones  are  put  together,  as  often  as  you 
please,  without  either  trouble  or  expense.  But  you  think 
Margate  more  lively.  So  is  a  Cheshire  cheese  full  of  mites 
more  lively  than  a  sound  one  :  but  that  very  liveliness  only 
proves  its  rottenness.  I  remember,  too,  that  Margate,  though 
full  of  company,  was  generally  filled  with  such  company,  as 
people  who  were  nice  in  the  choice  of  their  company,  were 
rather  fearful  of  keeping  company  with.  The  hoy  went  to 
London  every  week,  loaded  with  mackerel  and  herrings,  and 
returned  loaded  with  company.  The  cheapness  of  the  convey 
ance  made  it  equally  commodious  for  Dead  fish  and  Lively  com 
pany.  So,  perhaps,  your  solitude  at  Ramsgate  may  turn  out 
another  advantage  ;  at  least  I  should  think  it  one. 

There  was  not,  at  that  time,  much  to  be  seen  in  the  Isle 
of  Thanet,  besides  the  beauty  of  the  country,  and  the  fine  pros 
pects  of  the  sea,  which  are  no  where  surpassed  except  in  the 
Isle  of  Wight,  or  upon  some  parts  of  the  coast  of  Hampshire. 
One  sight,  however,  I  remember,  engaged  my  curiosity,  and  I 
went  to  see  it : — a  fine  piece  of  ruins,  built  by  the  late  Lord 
Holland,  at  a  great  expense,  which,  the  day  after  I  saw  it,  tum 
bled  down  for  nothing.  Perhaps,  therefore,  it  is  still  a  ruin  ; 
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and  if  it  is,  I  would  advise  you  by  all  means  to  visit  it,  as  it 
must  have  been  much  improved  by  this  fortunate  incident.  It 
is  hardly  possible  to  put  stones  together  with  that  air  of  wild 
and  magnificent  disorder  which  they  are  sure  to  acquire  by 
falling  of  their  own  accord. 

We  heartily  wish  that  Mrs.  Unwin  may  receive  the  utmost 
benefit  of  bathing.  At  the  same  time  we  caution  you  against 
the  use  of  it,  however  the  heat  of  the  weather  may  seem  to  re- 
•  commend  it.  It  is  not  safe  for  thin  habits,  hectically  inclined. 

I  remember, — (the  fourth  and  last  thing  I  mean  to  remember 
upon  this  occasion,)  that  Sam  Cox  the  counsel,  walking  by  the 
seaside  as  if  absorbed  in  deep  contemplation,  was  questioned 
about  what  he  was  musing  on.  He  replied,  "  I  was  wondering 
that  such  an  almost  infinite  and  unwieldy  element  should  pro 
duce  a  sprat." 

Our  love  attends  your  whole  party. 

Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

P.  S.  You  are  desired  to  purchase  three  pounds  of  sixpenny 
white  worsted,  at  a  shop  well  recommended  for  that  commo 
dity.  The  isle  of  Thanet  is  famous  for  it,  beyond  any  other 
place  in  the  kingdom. 

TO   THE   REV.   WILLIAM   UNWIN". 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  17,  1779. 

WE  envy  you  your  sea-breezes.  In  the  garden  we  feel  nothing 
but  the  reflection  of  the  heat  from  the  walls  ;  and  in  the  par 
lour,  from  the  opposite  houses.  I  fancy  Virgil  was  so  situated 
when  he  wrote  those  two  beautiful  lines  : 


Oh  quis  me  gelidis  in  valiibus  Hcemi 


Smrat,  et  ingenti  ramorum  protegat  umbra  ! 
The  worst  of  it  is,  that  though  the  sun-beams  strike  as  forci 
bly  upon  my  harp-strings  as  they  did  upon  his,  they  elicit 
no  such  sounds,  but  rather  produce  such  groans  as  they  are 
said  to  have  drawn  from  those  of  the  statue  of  Memnon. 

As  you  have  ventured  to  make  the  experiment,  your  own  ex 
perience  will  be  your  best  guide  in  the  article  of  bathing.  An 
inference  will  hardly  follow,  though  one  should  pull  at  it  with 
all  one's  might,  from  Smollett's  case  to  yours.  He  was  corpu 
lent,  muscular,  and  strong  ;  whereas,  if  you  were  either  stolen 
or  strayed,  such  a  description  of  you  in  an  advertisement 
would  hardly  direct  an  enquirer  with  sufficient  accuracy  and 
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exactness.  But  if  bathing  does  not  make  your  head  ache,  or 
prevent  your  sleeping  at  night,  I  should  imagine  it  could  not 
hurt  you. 

I  remember  taking  a  walk  upon  the  strand  at  Margate,  where 
the  cliff  is  high  and  perpendicular.  At  long  intervals  there 
are  cart-ways,  cut  through  the  rock  down  to  the  beach,  and 
there  is  no  other  way  of  access  to  it,  or  of  return  from  it.  I 
walked  near  a  mile  upon  the  water  edge,  without  observing 
that  the  tide  was  rising  fast  upon  me.  When  I  did  observe  it, 
it  was  almost  too  late.  I  ran  every  step  back  again,  and  had 
much  ado  to  save  my  distance.  I  mention  this  as  a  caution, 
lest  you  should  happen  at  any  time  to  be  surprised  as  I  was. 
It  would  be  very  unpleasant  to  be  forced  to  cling,  like  a  cat, 
to  the  side  of  a  precipice,  and  perhaps  hardly  possible  to  do 
it,  for  four  hours  without  any  respite. 

It  seems  a  trifle,  but  it  is  a  real  disadvantage  to  have  no 
better    name    to  pass  by  than  the  gentleman  you  mention. 
Whether  we  suppose  him  settled  and  promoted  in  the  army, 
the  church,  or  the  law,  how  uncouth  the  sound — Captain  Two 
penny  !    Bishop  Twopenny  !  Judge  Twopenny  !    The  abilities 
of  Lord  Mansfield  would  hardly  impart  a  dignity  to  such  a 
name.     Should  he  perform  deeds  worthy  of  poetical  panegyric, 
how  difficult  would  it  be  to  ennoble  the  sound  of  Twopenny ! 
Muse  !  place  him  high  upon  the  lists  of  Fame, 
The  wonderous  man,  and  Twopenny  his  name  ! 

But  to  be  serious,  if  the  French  should  land  in  the  Isle  of 
Thanet,  and  Mr.  Twopenny  should  fall  into  their  hands,  he 
will  have  a  fair  opportunity  to  frenchify  his  name,  and  may 
call  himself  Monsieur  Deux  Sous  ;  which,  when  he  comes  to 
be  exchanged  by  Cartel,  will  easily  resume  an  English  form, 
and  slide  naturally  into  Two  Shoes,  in  my  mind  a  considerable 
improvement.  Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

TO   THE    REV.   W.    TJNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEXD,  Aug.   17,  1779. 

You  will  not  expect  line  for  line,  or  that  I  should  measure  your 
two  last  letters  by  a  foot  rule,  and  send  you  so  many  feet  and 
so  many  inches  in  return.  I  like  very  well  to  write  ;  but  then 
I  am  fond  of  gardening  too,  and  can  find  but  little  leisure  for 
the  pen,  except  when  the  weather  forbids  me  to  employ  myself 
among  my  plants.  Such  is  the  case  this  morning ;  the  almost 
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tropical  heat  of  the  day  has  driven  me  into  the  house,  where, 
not  knowing  how  to  employ  myself  better,  I  am  doing  as  you 
see. 

You  thought  you  had  said  too  much  about  the  Doctor;  and  I 
feared  I  had  said  too  much,  or  with  too  much  freedom,  about  Mr. 
Twopenny  ;  though  I  stood  quite  clear  of  any  design  to  under 
value  the  man,  at  the  same  time  I  made  merry  with  his  name. 
I  used  it  as  a  plaything,  imagining  I  should  hardly  find  a 
cheaper. 

Respecting  the  Doctor,  you  judge  exactly  as  I  had  judged  be 
fore  I  received  your  last,  and  so  I  had  told  your  mother.  It 
would  be  wrong  to  court  him, — non  est  tanti :  you  held  him. 
by  the  hand  while  he  was  sinking,  and  if  upon  his  first  be 
ginning  to  emerge,  he  is  capable  of  putting  an  intended  slight 
upon  you,  your  best  course  is  to  suffer  it  patiently,  and  to  take 
care  that  it  be  the  last. 

As  to  your  Kentish  petitioners,  they  mean  well,  hut  the  case 
is  hopeless,  and,  consequently,  the  attempt  (may  I  venture  to 
say  it  ?)  idle.  When  Henry  the  Eighth  reformed  the  church, 
he  had  twice  as  much  power  as  George  the  Third ;  both 
Houses  of  Parliament  were  on  his  side,  and  the  clergy  them 
selves,  in  convocation,  being  both  ashamed  and  afraid  to  do 
otherwise,  concurred  heartily  in  the  work  ;  but  when  the  Par 
liament  itself  is  to  be  reformed,  itself  must  effect  the  refor 
mation.  And,  do  you  think  you  have  eloquence  enough,  in 
all  your  county,  to  persuade  them  to  relinquish  what  they 
have  so  earnestly  laboured  to  obtain  ?  Will  pensioners,  when 
they  have  read  your  harangue,  resign  their  emoluments ; 
placemen  quit  their  offices  ;  and  candidates  for  preferment 
abandon  all  their  blooming  hopes,  and  say,  "  these  gentlemen 
are  in  the  right ;  the  nation  will  be  ruined,  we  will  retire,  and 
be  content  ?"  I  am  afraid  not ;  luxury  makes  men  necessitous  ; 
necessity  exposes  them  to  corruption  ;  corruption  inclines  them 
still  more  to  profusion  ;  and  profusion,  continually  increasing, 
begets  new  necessities.  These  again  engender  corruption  and 
profligacy  of  principle,  and,  as  poor  Robin  says,  so  the  world 
goes  round.  The  king,  in  the  mean  time,  is  a  sorrowful  spec 
tator  of  the  scene,  but  a  helpless  one.  No  measure  of  govern 
ment  can  proceed  without  a  majority  on  its  side,  a  majority 
cannot  be  had  unless  it  be  bought ;  then  what  answer  can  his 
majesty  possibly  return  to  the  petition  ?  If  it  is  conceived  in 
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loyal  and  obedient  terms,  it  is  teasing  him  ;  if  otherwise,  in 
sulting.  So  you  see  I  differ  from  your  neighbours  upon  the 
subject. 

A  longer  arm  and  a  stronger  hand  is  requisite  to  this 
business.  Man  never  was  reformed  by  man  ;  nor  ever  can  be. 
Your  petition  therefore,  should  be  carried  elsewhere,  or  it 
will  be  in  vain.  Dixi. 

We  rejoice  that  you  are  all  safe  at  Stock  again.  Your 
mother  is  well,  and  sends  her  best  love.  You  will  be  pleased 
to  remember  me  affectionately  to  all  under  your  roof,  and  to 
believe  me  Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE    HEV.    WILLIAM   UITWIS". 

AMJCO  Mio,  Sept.  21,  1779. 

BE  pleased  to  buy  me  a  glazier's  diamond  pencil.  I  have 
glazed  the  two  frames  designed  to  receive  my  pine  plants ; 
but  I  cannot  mend  the  kitchen  windows,  till  by  the  help  of  that 
implement  I  can  reduce  the  glass  to  its  proper  dimensions. 
If  I  were  a  plumber  I  should  be  a  complete  glazier  ;  and  possi 
bly  the  happy  time  may  come,  when  I  shall  be  seen  trudging 
away  to  the  neighbouring  towns  with  a  shelf  of  glass  hanging 
at  my  back.  If  government  should  impose  another  tax  upon 
that  commodity,  I  hardly  know  a  business  in  which  a  gentle 
man  might  more  successfully  employ  himself.  A  Chinese,  of 
ten  times  my  fortune,  would  avail  himself  of  such  an  oppor 
tunity  without  scruple ;  and  why  should  not  I,  who  want 
money  as  much  as  any  mandarin  in  China  ?  Rousseau  would 
have  been  charmed  to  have  seen  me  so  occupied,  and  would 
have  exclaimed  with  rapture,  "  that  he  had  found  the  Emilius 
who  (he  supposed)  had  subsisted  only  in  his  own  idea."  I 
would  recommend  it  to  you  to  follow  my  example.  You  will 
presently  qualify  yourself  for  the  task,  and  may  not  only 
amuse  yourself  at  home,  but  may  even  exercise  your  skill 
in  mending  the  church  windows  ;  which,  as  it  would  save 
money  to  the  parish,  would  conduce,  together  with  your  other 
ministerial  accomplishments,  to  make  you  extremely  popular  in 
the  place. 

I  have  eight  pair  of  tame  pigeons.  When  I  first  enter  the 
garden  in  a  morning,  I  find  them  perched  upon  the  wall, 
waiting  for  their  breakfast ;  for  I  feed  them  always  upon  the 
gravel-walk.  If  your  wish  should  be  accomplished,  and  you 
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should  find  yourself  furnished  with  the  wings  of  a  dove,  I  shall 
undoubtedly  find  you  amongst  them.  Only  be  so  good,  if 
that  should  be  the  case,  to  announce  yourself  by  some  means 
or  other.  For  I  imagine  your  crop  will  require  something 
better  than  tares  to  fill  it. 

Your  mother  and  I  last  week  made  a  trip  in  a  postchaise  to 
Gayhurst,  the  seat  of  Mr.  Wright,  about  four  miles  off.  He  un 
derstood  that  I  did  not  much  affect  strange  faces,  and  sent 
over  his  servant  on  purpose  to  inform  me  that  he  was  going 
into  Leicestershire,  and  that  if  I  chose  to  see  the  gardens,  I 
might  gratify  myself  without  danger  of  seeing  the  proprietor. 
I  accepted  the  invitation,  and  was  delighted  with  all  I  found 
there.  The  situation  is  happy,  the  gardens  elegantly  dis 
posed,  the  hot-house  in  the  most  flourishing  state,  and  the 
orange  trees  the  most  captivating  creatures  of  the  kind  1  ever 
saw.  A  man,  in  short,  had  need  have  the  talents  of  Cox  or 
Langford,  the  auctioneers,  to  do  the  whole  scene  justice. 

Our  love  attends  you  all.  Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  2.  1779. 

You  begin  to  count  the  remaining  days  of  the  vacation,  not 
with  impatience,  but  through  unwillingness  to  see  the  end  of 
it.  For  the  mind  of  man,  at  least  of  most  men,  is  equally 
busy  in  anticipating  the  evil  and  the  good.  That  word  antici 
pation  puts  me  in  remembrance  of  the  pamphlet  of  that  name, 
which,  if  you  purchased,  I  should  be  glad  to  borrow.  I  have 
seen  only  an  extract  from  it  in  the  Eeview,  which  made  me 
laugh  heartily,  and  wish  to  peruse  the  whole. 

The  newspaper  informs  me  of  the  arrival  of  the  Jamaica 
fleet.  I  hope  it  imports  some  pine-apple  plants  for  me.  I 
have  a  good  frame  and  a  good  bed  prepared  to  receive  them. 
I  send  you  annexed  a  fable,  in  which  the  pine-apple  makes  a 
figure,  and  shall  be  glad  if  you  like  the  taste  of  it.  Two  pair 
of  soles,  with  shrimps,  which  arrived  last  night,  demand  my 
acknowledgements.  You  have  heard  that  when  Arion  per 
formed  upon  the  harp,  the  fish  followed  him.  I  really  have 
no  design  to  fiddle  you  out  of  more  fish,  but  if  you  should 
esteem  my  verses  worthy  of  such  a  price,  though  I  shall  never 
be  so  renowned  as  he  was,  I  shall  think  myself  equally  in 
debted  to  the  muse  that  helps  me. 
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My  affectionate  respects  attend  Mrs.  Hill.  She  has  put  Mr. 
Wright  to  the  expense  of  building  a  new  hot-house  :  the  plants 
produced  by  the  seeds  she  gave  me,  having  grown  so  large  as 
to  require  an  apartment  by  themselves. 

Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.    WILLIAM   TJNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  31,  1779. 

I  WEOTE  my  last  letter  merely  to  inform  you  that  I  had 
nothing  to  say;  in  answer  to  which  you  have  said  nothing.  I 
admire  the  propriety  of  your  conduct  though  I  am  a  loser  by 
it.  I  will  endeavour  to  say  something  now,  and  shall  hope 
for  something  in  return. 

I  have  been  well  entertained  with  Johnson's  biography,  for 
which  I  thank  you :  with  one  exception,  and  that  a  swingeing 
one,  I  think  he  has  acquitted  himself  with  his  Usual  good  sense 
and  sufficiency.  His  treatment  of  Milton  is  unmerciful  to  the 
last  degree.  A  pensioner  is  not  likely  to  spare  a  republican  ; 
and  the  Doctor,  in  order,  I  suppose,  to  convince  his  royal 
patron  of  the  sincerity  of  his  monarchical  principles,  has  be 
laboured  that  great  poet's  character  with  the  most  industrious 
cruelty.  As  a  man,  he  has  hardly  left  him  the  shadow  of  one 
good  quality.  Churlishness  in  his  private  life,  and  a  ran 
corous  hatred  of  every  thing  royal  in  his  public,  are  the  two 
colours  with  which  he  has  smeared  all  the  canvass.  If  he  had 
any  virtues,  they  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  Doctor's  picture 
of  him  ;  and  it  is  well  for  Milton,  that  some  sourness  in  his 
temper  is  the  only  vice  with  which  his  memory  has  been 
charged  ;  it  is  evident  enough  that  if  his  biographer  coult 
have  discovered  more,  he  would  not  have  spared  him.  As  a 
poet,  he  has  treated  him  with  severity  enough,  and  has  plucked 
one  or  two  of  the  most  beautiful  feathers  out  of  his  Muse's 
wing,  and  trampled  them  under  his  great  foot.  He  has  passed 
sentence  of  condemnation  upon  Lycidas,  and  has  taken  occasion, 
from  that  charming  poem,  to  expose  to  ridicule,  (what  is  indeed 
ridiculous  enough,)  the  childish  prattlement  of  pastoral  com 
positions,  as  if  Lycidas  was  the  prototype  and  pattern  of  them 
all.  The  liveliness  of  the  description,  the  sweetness  of  the 
numbers,  the  classical  spirit  of  antiquity  that  prevails  in  it,  go 
for  nothing.  I  am  convinced  by  the  way,  that  he  has  no  ear 
for  poetical  numbers,  or  that  it  was  stopped  by  prejudice 
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against  the  harmony  of  Milton's.  "Was  there  ever  any  thing  so 
delightful  as  the  music  of  the  Paradise  Lost.  It  is  like  that 
of  a  fine  organ  ;  has  the  fullest  and  the  deepest  tones  of  ma 
jesty,  with  all  the  softness  and  elegance  of  the  Dorian  flute. 
Variety  without  end  and  never  equalled,  unless  perhaps  by 
Virgil.  Yet  the  Doctor  has  little  or  nothing  to  say  upon  this 
copious  theme,  but  talks  something  about  the  unfitness  of  the 
English  language  for  blank  verse,  and  how  apt  it  is,  in  the 
mouth  of  some  readers,  to  degenerate  into  declamation.  Oh  !  I 
could  thresh  his  old  jacket,  till  I  made  his  pension  jingle  in  his 
pocket. 

I  could  talk  a  good  while  longer,  but  I  have  no  room  ;  our 
love  attends  you.  Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Nov.  14,  1779. 

YOUE  approbation  of  my  last  Heliconian  present  encourages 
me  to  send  you  another.  I  wrote  it,  indeed,  on  purpose  for 
you  ;  for  my  subjects  are  not  always  such  as  I  could  hope 
would  prove  agreeable  to  you.  My  mind  has  always  a  melan 
choly  cast,  and  is  like  some  pools  I  have  seen,  which,  though 
filled  with  a  black  and  putrid  water,  will  nevertheless,  in  a 
bright  day,  reflect  the  sun-beams  from  their  surface. 

"  On  the  Promotion  of  Edward  Thurlow,"  &c. 

Yours  affectionately,         WM.  COWPER. 


TO   THE   EET.    WILLIAM 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Dec.  2,   1779. 

How  quick  is  the  succession  of  human  events  !  The  cares  of 
to-day  are  seldom  the  cares  of  to-morrow  ;  and  when  we  lie 
down  at  night,  we  may  safely  say  to  most  of  our  troubles 
—  "Ye  have  done  your  worst,  and  we  shall  meet  no  more." 

This  observation  was  suggested  to  me  by  reading  your  last 
letter  ;  which  though  I  have  written  since  I  received  it,  I  have 
never  answered.  When  that  epistle  passed  under  your  pen,  you 
were  miserable  about  your  tithes,  and  your  imagination  was  hung 
round  with  pictures,  that  terrified  you  to  such  a  degree,  as  made 
even  the  receipt  of  money  burdensome.  But  it  is  all  over  now. 
You  sent  away  your  farmers  in  good  humour,  (for  you  can 
make  people  merry  whenever  you  please,)  and  now  you  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  chink  your  purse,  and  laugh  at  what  is 
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past.  Your  delicacy  makes  you  groan  under  that  which  other 
men  never  feel,  or  feel  but  slightly.  A  fly,  that  settles  upon 
the  tip  of  the  nose,  is  troublesome  ;  and  this  is  a  comparison 
adequate  to  the  most  that  mankind  in  general  are  sensible  of, 
upon  such  tiny  occasions.  But  the  flies,  that  pester  you,  always 
get  between  your  eyelids,  where  the  annoyance  is  almost  insup 
portable. 

I  would  follow  your  advice,  and  endeavour  to  furnish  Lord 
North  with  a  scheme  of  supplies  for  the  ensuing  year,  if  the 
difficulty  I  find  in  answering  the  call  of  my  own  emergencies 
did  not  make  me  despair  of  satisfying  those  of  the  nation.  I 
can  say  but  this  ;  if  I  had  ten  acres  of  land  in  the  world, 
whereas  I  have  not  one,  and  in  those  ten  acres  should  discover 
a  gold  mine,  richer  than  all  Mexico  and  Peru,  when  I  had 
reserved  a  few  ounces  for  my  own  annual  supply,  I  would 
willingly  give  the  rest  to  government.  My  ambition  would 
be  more  gratified  by  annihilating  the  national  incumbrances, 
than  by  going  daily  down  to  the  bottom  of  a  mine,  to  wallow 
in  my  own  emolument.  This  is  patriotism,  you  will  allow  ; 
but,  alas,  this  virtue  is  for  the  most  part  in  the  hands  of  those 
who  can  do  no  good  with  it  !  He  that  has  but  a  single  handful 
of  it,  catches  so  greedily  at  the  first  opportunity  of  growing 
rich,  that  his  patriotism  drops  to  the  ground,  and  he  grasps  the 
gold  instead  of  it.  He  that  never  meets  with  such  an  opportu 
nity,  holds  it  fast  in  his  clenched  fists,  and  says,  —  "  Oh,  how 
much  good  I  would  do,  if  I  could  !" 

Your  mother  says  —  "  Pray  send  my  dear  love."  There  is 
hardly  room  to  add  mine,  but  you  will  suppose  it. 

Yours,  W.  C. 


TO    THE    REV.    W. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  13,  1780. 

THE  last  of  your  mother's  two  reasons  for  not  writing  sooner, 
must  serve  as  an  apology  for  me.  Uncertain  when  you  would 
go  to  town,  I  chose  to  stay  till  that  affair  was  decided.  I  am  to 
thank  you  for  your  portraits  taken  from  the  life  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  not  forgetting  the  Chancellor,  the  Duke  of  Rich 
mond,  and  the  Bishops'  wigs.  Mr.  Burke'  s  mispronunciation 
of  the  word  vectigal,  brings  to  my  remembrance  a  jocular  alter 
cation  that  passed  when  I  was  once  in  the  gallery,  between  Mr. 
Rigby  and  the  late  Alderman  Beckford.  The  latter  was  a  very 
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incorrect  speaker,  and  the  former,  I  imagine,  not  a  very  ac 
curate  scholar.  He  ventured,  however,  upon  a  quotation  from 
Terence,  and  delivered  it  thus,  Sine  Scelere  e.t  Baccho  friget 
Venus.  The  Alderman  interrupted  him,  was  very  severe  upon 
his  mistake,  and  restored  Ceres  to  her  place  in  the  sentence. 
Mr.  Rigby  replied  that  he  was  obliged  to  his  worthy  friend 
for  teaching  him  Latin,  and  would  take  the  first  opportunity 
to  return  the  favour  by  teaching  him  English. 

You  are  not  alone,  I  believe,  in  thinking  that  you  see  a 
striking  resemblance  between  the  reign  of  his  present  majesty 
and  that  of  Charles  the  First.  The  undue  extension  of  the 
influence  of  the  crown ;  the  discountenancing  and  displacing  of 
men  obnoxious  to  the  court,  though  otherwise  men  of  unexcep 
tionable  conduct  and  character  ;  the  waste  of  the  public  money, 
and  especially  the  suspicion  that  obtains  of  a  fixed  design  in 
government  to  favour  the  cause  of  Popery,  are  features  com 
mon  to  both  faces.  Again  these  causes  have  begun  to  pro 
duce  the  same  effects  now  as  they  did  in  the  reign  of  that 
unhappy  monarch.  It  is  long  since  I  saw  Lord  Clarendon's 
account  of  it,  but  unless  my  memory  fails  me  much,  I  think 
you  will  find,  (and,  indeed,  it  could  hardly  be  otherwise,)  that 
the  leaders  of  the  discontented  party,  and  the  several  counties 
in  their  interest,  had  a  good  understanding  with  each  other, 
and  devised  means  for  the  communication  of  intelligence  much 
like  our  modern  committees  of  correspondence.  You  ask  my 
opinion  of  the  tendency  of  such  associations.  No,  I  mistake  ; 
you  do  not  ask  mine,  but  you  give  your  own,  which  is  exactly 
according  to  my  own  sentiments.  Indeed  they  are  explicit 
enough,  and  if  one  was  inclined  to  suppose  their  intentions 
peaceable,  they  have  taken  care  that  the  supposition  shall  be 
groundless.  A  year  ago  they  expressed  their  wishes  that  the 
people  would  rise,  and  their  astonishment  that  they  did  not. 
Now,  they  tell  government  plainly  that  the  spirit  of  resistance 
is  gone  forth,  that  the  nation  is  at  last  roused,  that  they  will 
fly  to  arms  upon  the  next  provocation,  and  bid  them  slight  the 
Yorkshire  petition  at  their  peril.  Sir  George  Saville's  speech 
reminded  me  of  that  line  in  which  is  described  the  opening 
of  the  Temple  of  Janus,  a  ceremony  that  obtained  as  the 
established  prelude  to  a  war  ; 

Discordia  tetra 
Belli  ferratos  pastes,  portiisque  refregit. 
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It  seems  clear,  then,  that  hostilities  are  intended  as  the  last 
resource.  As  to  the  time  they  choose  for  the  purpose,  it  is,  in 
my  mind,  the  worst  they  could  have  chosen.  So  many  gentle 
men  of  the  first  rank  and  property  in  the  kingdom,  resolutely 
bent  upon  their  purpose,  their  design  professedly  so  laudable, 
and  their  means  of  compassing  it  so  formidable,  would  com 
mand  attention  at  any  time.  A  quarrel  of  this  kind,  even  if  it 
proceeded  to  the  last  extremity,  might  possibly  be  settled 
without  the  ruin  of  the  country,  while  there  was  peace  with  the 
neighbouring  kingdoms  ;  but  while  there  is  war  abroad,  such 
an  extensive  war  as  the  present,  I  fear  it  cannot. 

I  add  to  what  your  mother  says  about  Indian  ink, — a  few 
brushes,  and  a  pencil  or  two,  with  any  thing  else  that  may  be 
considered  convenient  for  the  use  of  a  beginner,  as  far  as  five 
shillings.  I  do  not  think  my  talent  in  the  art  worth  more. 
She  desires  me  to  remind  you  of  your  promised  vote  and  in 
terest  for  a  place  in  Christ's  Hospital,  of  which,  she  under 
stands,  you  are  now  a  governor ; — and  the  parcel  may  come 
by  the  waggon,  which  it  will  do  if  it  is  sent  on  a  Wednes 
day  to  the  Windmill  in  St.  John  Street. 

TO    THE    EEV.  WILLIAM    UNWIND 
MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Feb.  27,  1780. 

As  you  are  pleased  to  desire  my  letters,  I  am  the  more 
pleased  with  writing  them  ;  though  at  the  same  time  I  must 
needs  testify  my  surprise  that  you  should  think  them  worth 
receiving,  as  I  seldom  send  one  that  I  think  favourably  of  my 
self.  This  is  not  to  be  understood  as  an  imputation  upon  your 
taste  or  judgement,  but  as  an  encomium  upon  my  own  modesty 
and  humility,  which  I  desire  you  to  remark  well.  It  is  a  just 
observation  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  that  though  men  of  ordi 
nary  talents  may  be  highly  satisfied  with  their  own  produc 
tions,  men  of  true  genius  never  are.  Whatever  be  their  sub 
ject,  they  always  seem  to  themselves  to  fall  short  of  it,  even 
when  they  seem  to  others  most  to  excel.  And  for  this  reason, 
— because  they  have  a  certain  sublime  sense  of  perfection, 
which  other  men  are  strangers  to,  and  which  they  themselves 
in  their  performances  are  not  able  to  exemplify.  Your  servant, 
Sir  Joshua  !  I  little  thought  of  seeing  you  when  I  began  ;  but 
as  you  have  popped  in  you  are  welcome. 

When   I  wrote  last,  I  was  a  little  inclined  to  send  you  a 
s   c. — 2.  E 
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copy  of  verses  entitled  the  Modern  Patriot,  but  was  not  quite 
pleased  with  a  line  or  two,  which  I  found  it  difficult  to 
mend,  therefore  did  not.  At  night  I  read  Mr.  Burke' s  speech 
in  the  newspaper,  and  was  so  well  pleased  with  his  proposals 
for  a  reformation,  and  with  the  temper  in  which  he  made 
them,  that  I  began  to  think  better  of  his  cause,  and  burnt 
my  verses.  Such  is  the  lot  of  the  man  who  writes  upon  the 
subject  of  the  day ;  the  aspect  of  affairs  changes  in  an  hour 
or  two,  and  his  opinion  with  it ;  what  was  just  and  well-de 
served  satire  in  the  morning,  in  the  evening  becomes  a  libel ; 
the  author  commences  his  own  judge,  and  while  he  condemns 
with  unrelenting  severity  what  he  so  lately  approved,  is  sorry 
to  find  that  he  has  laid  his  leaf-gold  upon  touchwood,  which 
crumbled  away  under  his  fingers.  Alas  !  what  can  I  do  with 
my  wit?  I  have  not  enough  to  do  great  things  with,  and 
these  little  things  are  so  fugitive,  that  while  a  man  catches  at 
the  subject,  he  is  only  filling  his  hand  with  smoke.  Imust  do 
with  it  as  I  do  with  my  linnet ;  I  keep  him  for  the  most  part  in 
a  cage,  but  now  and  then  set  open  the  door,  that  he  may  whisk 
about  the  room  a  little,  and  then  shut  him  up  again.  My 
whisking  wit  has  produced  the  following,  the  subject  of  which 
is  more  important  than  the  manner  in  which  I  have  treated  it 
seems  to  imply,  but  a  fable  may  speak  truth,  and  all  truth 
is  sterling ;  I  only  premise,  that  in  a  philosophical  tract  in 
the  Register,  I  found  it  asserted  that  the  glow-worm  is  the 
nightingale's  food.1 

Have  you  heard  ?  who  has  not  ?  for  a  recommendatory  ad 
vertisement  of  it  is  already  published  ; — that  a  certain  kinsman 
of  your  humble  servant's  has  written  a  tract,  now  in  the  press, 
to  prove  polygamy  a  divine  institution  !  A  plurality  of  wives 
is  intended,  but  not  of  husbands.  The  end  proposed  by  the 
author  is  to  remedy  the  prevailing  practice  of  seduction3, 
by  making  the  female  delinquent  ipso  facto  the  lawful  wife 
of  the  male.  An  officer  of  a  regiment,  part  of  which  is 
quartered  here,  gave  one  of  the  soldiers  leave  to  be  drunk 
six  weeks,  in  hopes  of  curing  him  by  satiety  :  he  was  drunk 
six  weeks,  and  is  so  still,  as  often  as  he  can  find  an  oppor 
tunity.  One  vice  may  swallow  up  another,  but  no  coroner  in 

1  This  Letter  contained  the  fable  of  the  Nightingale  and  Glowworm. 

2  In  the  original  letter  it  is  adultery, — but  I  have  thought  it  right  to 
correct  an  obvious  mistake  in  writing. 
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the  state  of  Ethics  ever  brought  in  his  verdict,  when  a  vice 
died,  that  it  was — -felo  de  se. 

They  who  value  the  man  are  sorry  for  his  book  :  the  rest  say, 
Solvuntur  risu  tabulte,  tu  missus  abidis 

Thanks  for  all  you  have  done,  and  all  you  intend  ;  the  bio 
graphy  will  be  particularly  welcome.  Yours,  W.  C. 

TO    MES.    NEWTON. 

DEAR  MADAM,  March  4,  1780. 

To  communicate  surprise  is  almost,  perhaps  quite,  as  agreeable 
as  to  receive  it.  This  is  my  present  motive  for  writing  to  you 
rather  than  to  Mr.  Newton.  He  would  be  pleased  with  hear 
ing  from  me,  but  he  would  not  be  surprised  at  it ;  you  see, 
therefore,  I  am  selfish  upon  the  present  occasion,  and  princi 
pally  consult  my  own  gratification.  Indeed,  if  I  consult  yours, 
I  should  be  silent,  for  I  have  no  such  budget  as  the  minister's 
furnished  and  stuffed  with  ways  and  means  for  every  emerg 
ency,  and  shall  find  it  difficult,  perhaps,  to  raise  supplies  even 
for  a  short  epistle. 

You  have  observed  in  common  conversation,  that  the  man 
who  coughs  and  blows  his  nose  the  often  est,  (I  mean  if  he  has 
not  a  cold,)  does  it  because  he  has  nothing  to  say.  Even  so  it 
is  in  letter-writing  :  a  long  preface,  such  as  mine,  is  an  ugly 
symptom,  and  always  forebodes  great  sterility  in  the  following 


The  vicarage-house  became  a  melancholy  object,  as  soon  as 
Mr.  Newton  had  left  it ;  when  you  left  it,  it  became  more  me 
lancholy  :  now  it  is  actually  occupied  by  another  family,  even 
I  cannot  look  at  it  without  being  shocked.  As  I  walked  in 
the  garden  this  evening,  I  saw  the  smoke  issue  from  the  study 
chimney,  and  said  to  myself,  that  used  to  be  a  sign  that  Mr. 
Newton  was  there  ;  but  it  is  so  no  longer.  The  walls  of  the 
house  know  nothing  of  the  change  that  has  taken  place  ;  the 
bolt  of  the  chamber-door  sounds  just  as  it  used  to  do ;  and 
when  Mr.  Page  goes  upstairs,  for  aught  I  know,  or  ever  shall 
know,  the  fall  of  his  foot  could  hardly,  perhaps,  be  distin 
guished  from  that  of  Mr.  Newton.  But  Mr.  Newton's  foot 
will  never  be  heard  upon  that  staircase  again.  These  reflect 
ions,  and  such  as  these,  occurred  to  me  upon  the  occasion,  and 
though  in  many  respects  I  have  no  more  sensibility  left  than 
there  is  in  brick  and  mortar,  yet  I  am  not  permitted  to  be 
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quite  unfeeling  upon  this  subject.  If  I  were  in  a  condition 
to  leave  Olney  too,  I  certainly  would  not  stay  in  it.  It  is  no 
attachment  to  the  place  that  binds  me  here,  but  an  unfitness 
for  every  other.  I  lived  in  it  once,  but  now  I  am  buried  in  it, 
and  have  no  business  with  the  Avorld  on  the  outside  of  my  se 
pulchre  ;  my  appearance  would  startle  them,  and  theirs  would 
be  shocking  to  me. 

Such  are  my  thoughts  about  the  matter.  Others  are  more 
deeply  affected,  and  by  more  weighty  considerations,  having 
been  many  years  the  objects  of  a  ministry  which  they  had 
reason  to  account  themselves  happy  in  the  possession  of;  they 
fear  they  shall  find  themselves  great  sufferers  by  the  alteration 
that  has  taken  place  ;  they  would  have  had  reason  to  fear  it  in 
any  case.  But  Mr.  Newton's  successor  does  not  bring  with 
him  the  happiest  presages,  so  that  in  the  present  state  of  things 
they  have  double  reason  for  their  fears.  Though  I  can  never 
be  the  better  for  Mr.  Page.  Mr.  Page  shall  never  be  the  worse 
for  me.  If  his  conduct  shall  even  justify  the  worst  apprehen 
sions  that  have  been  formed  of  his  character,  it  is  no  personal 
concern  of  mine.  But  this  I  can  venture  to  say,  that  if  he 
is  not  spotless,  his  spots  will  be  seen,  and  the  plainer,  because 
he  comes  after  Mr.  Newton. 

We  were  concerned  at  your  account  of  Robert,  and  have 
little  doubt  but  he  will  shuffle  himself  out  of  his  place.  Where 
he  will  find  another,  is  a  question  not  to  be  resolved  by  those 
who  recommend  him  to  this.  I  wrote  him  a  long  letter,  a  day 
or  two  after  the  receipt  of  yours,  but  I  am  afraid  it  was  only 
clapping  a  blister  upon  the  crown  of  a  wig-block. 

My  respects  attend  Mr.  Newton  and  yourself,  accompanied 
with  much  affection  for  you  both. 

Yours,  dear  Madam,         W.  C. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 
MY  DEAH  FRIEND,  March  16,  1780. 

IF  I  had  had  the  horns  of  a  snail,  I  should  have  drawn  them 
in  the  moment  I  saw  the  reason  of  your  epistolary  brevity, 
because  I  felt  it  too.  May  your  seven  reams  be  multiplied  into 
fourteen,  till  your  letters  become  truly  Lacedsemonian,  and  are 
reduced  to  a  single  syllable.  Though  I  shall  be  a  sufferer  by 
the  effect,  I  shall  rejoice  in  the  cause.  You  are  naturally 
formed  for  business,  and  such  a  head  as  yours  can  never  have 


TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ.  245 

too  much  of  it.  Though  my  predictions  have  been  fulfilled  in 
two  instances,  I  do  not  plume  myself  much  upon  my  sagacity ; 
because  it  required  but  little  to  foresee  that  Thurlow  would  be 
chancellor,  and  that  you  would  have  a  crowded  office.  As  to 
the  rest  of  my  connexions,  there,  too,  I  have  given  proof  of 
equal  foresight,  with  not  a  jot  more  reason  for  vanity.  Any 
body  might  see  that  they  were  too  much  like  myself  to  be 
good  for  any  thing  ;  disqualified  by  temper,  and  unfurnished 
with  abilities  to  be  useful  either  to  themselves  or  others. 

To  use  the  phrase  of  all  who  ever  wrote  upon  the  state  of 
Europe,  the  political  horizon  is  dark  indeed.  The  cloud  has 
been  thickening,  and  the  thunder  advancing  many  years.  The 
storm  now  seems  to  be  vertical,  and  threatens  to  burst  upon 
the  land,  as  if,  with  the  next  clap,  it  would  shake  all  to 
pieces.  1  did  not  know,  (for  I  know  nothing  but  what  I  learn 
from  the  General  Evening,)  that  there  was  a  deliberate  purpose 
on  the  part  of  government,  to  set  up  the  throne  of  despotism. 
If  that  is  the  case,  no  doubt  but  the  standard  of  opposition 
will  flame  against  it,  till  it  has  consumed  to  ashes  the  devisers 
of  a  project  that  in  this  country  is  sure  to  terminate  in  the  ruin 
of  those  that  form  it.  Alas,  of  what  use  is  history,  and  why 
should  kings  be  taught  to  read,  if  they  read  to  so  little  pur 
pose  ?  As  for  me,  I  am  no  Quaker,  except  where  military 
matters  are  in  question,  and  there  I  am  much  of  the  same  mind 
with  an  honest  man,  who,  when  he  was  forced  into  the  service, 
declared  he  would  not  fight,  and  gave  this  reason — because  he 
saw  nothing  worth  fighting  for.  You  will  say,  perhaps,  Is 
not  liberty  worth  a  struggle  ?  True  :  but  will  success  insure 
it  to  me  ?  Might  I  not,  like  the  Americans,  emancipate  my 
self  from  one  master,  only  to  serve  a  score,  and,  with  laurels 
upon  my  brow,  sigh  for  my  former  chains  again  ? 

Many  thanks  for  your  kind  invitation.  Ditto  to  Mrs.  Hill, 
for  the  seeds — unexpected,  and  therefore  the  more  welcome. 
I  have  not  a  leg  that  is  not  tied  to  Olney;  and  if  they  were  all 
at  liberty,  not  one  of  them  all  would  hop  to  London.  The 
thought  of  it  distresses  me  ;  the  sight  of  it  would  craze  me. 

You  gave  me  great  pleasure,  by  what  you  say  of  my  uncle. 
His  motto  shall  be 

Hie  ver  perpetuum  atque  alienis  mensibus  cestas. 
I  remember  the  time  when  I  have  been  kept  waking,  by  the 
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fear  that  lie  would  die  before  me ;  but  now,  I  think,  I  shall 
grow  old  first. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  affectionately,         W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEY.  JOHN   NEWTON. 

March  18,  1780. 

I  AM  obliged  to  you  for  the  communication  of  your  corres 
pondence  with .  It  was  impossible  for  any  man,  of  any 

temper  whatever,  and  however  wedded  to  his  own  purpose,  to 
resent  so  gentle  and  friendly  an  exhortation  as  you  sent  him. 
Men  of  lively  imaginations  are  not  often  remarkable  for  soli 
dity  of  judgement.  They  have  generally  strong  passions  to 
bias  it,  and  are  led  far  away  from  their  proper  road,  in  pur 
suit  of  pretty  phantoms  of  their  own  creating.  No  law  ever 
did  or  can  effect  what  he  has  ascribed  to  that  of  Moses  ;  it  is 
reserved  for  Mercy  to  subdue  the  corrupt  inclinations  of  man 
kind,  which  threatenings  and  penalties,  through  the  depravity 
of  the  heart,  have  always  had  a  tendency  rather  to  inflame. 

The  love  of  power  seems  as  natural  to  kings,  as  the  desire 
of  liberty  is  to  their  subjects  ;  the  excess  of  either  is  vicious, 
and  tends  to  the  ruin  of  both.  There  are  many,  I  believe,  who 
wish  the  present  corrupt  state  of  things  dissolved,  in  hope  that 
the  pure  primitive  constitution  will  spring  up  from  the  ruins. 
But  it  is  not  for  man  by  himself  man,  to  bring  order  out  of 
confusion  ;  the  progress  from  one  to  the  other  is  not  natural, 
much  less  necessary,  and  without  the  intervention  of  divine 
aid,  impossible  ;  and  they  who  are  for  making  the  hazardous 
experiment,  would  certainly  find  themselves  disappointed. 

Affectionately  yours,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   REV.   WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  28,  1780. 

I  HATE  heard  nothing  more  from  Mr.  Newton  upon  the  subject 
you  mention  ;  but  I  dare  say  that,  having  been  given  to  expect 
the  benefit  of  your  nomination  in  behalf  of  his  nephew,  he  still 
depends  upon  it.  His  obligations  to  Mr.  Thornton  have  been 
so  numerous,  and  so  weighty,  that  though  he  has,  in  a  few  in 
stances,  prevailed  upon  himself  to  recommend  an  object  now 
and  then  to  his  patronage,  he  has  very  sparingly,  if  at  all,  ex 
erted  his  interest  with  him  in  behalf  of  his  own  relations.  The 
beat  way  to  reconcile  yourself  to  this  application  of  your 
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bounty,  will  be  to  consider  that  your  principal  and  main  in 
tention  in  it  is  to  oblige  your  mother.     As  to  the  boy — 

"  To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot," 
is  a  very  unimportant  part  of  the  subject. 

With  respect  to  the  advice  you  are  required  to  give  to  a 
young  lady,  that  she  may  be  properly  instructed  in  the 
manner  of  keeping  the  sabbath,  you  are  so  well  qualified  for  the 
task  yourself,  that  it  is  impossible  you  should  need  any  assist 
ance  ;  at  least  it  is  hardly  possible  that  I  should  afford  you 
any,  who  consider  myself  as  no  longer  interested  in  the  ques 
tion.  As  you  desire  it,  however,  and  I  am  not  willing  to  re 
fuse  you  the  little  that  is  in  my  power,  I  just  subjoin  a  few 
hints  that  have  occurred  to  me  upon  the  occasion  ;  not  because 
I  think  you  want  them,  but  because  it  would  seem  unkind  to 
withhold  them.  The  sabbath  then,  I  think  may  be  considered, 
first,  as  a  commandment,  no  less  binding  upon  modern  Chris 
tians  than  upon  ancient  Jews ;  because  the  spiritual  people 
amongst  them  did  not  think  it  enough  to  abstain  from  manual 
occupations  upon  that  day,  but,  entering  more  deeply  into 
the  meaning  of  the  precept,  allotted  those  hours  they  took  from 
the  world  to  the  cultivation  of  holiness  in  their  own  souls, — 
which  ever  was,  and  ever  will  be,  a  duty  incumbent  upon  all 
who  ever  heard  of  a  sabbath,  and  is  of  perpetual  obligation 
both  upon  Jews  and  Christians  ;  (the  commandment,  there 
fore,  enjoins  it;  the  prophets  have  also  enforced  it;  and  in 
many  instances,  both  scriptural  and  modern,  the  breach  of  it 
has  been  punished  with  a  providential  and  judicial  severity  that 
may  make  by-standers  tremble)  :  secondly,  as  a  privilege,  which 
you  well  know  how  to  dilate  upon,  better  than  I  can  tell  you  : 
thirdly,  as  a  sign  of  that  covenant  by  which  believers  are  en 
titled  to  a  rest  that  yet  remaineth  :  fourthly,  as  the  sine  qud 
non  of  the  Christian  character  ;  and  upon  this  head  I  should 
guard  against  being  misunderstood  to  mean  no  more  than  two 
attendances  upon  public  worship,  which  is  a  form  complied 
with  by  thousands  who  never  kept  a  sabbath  in  their  lives.  Con 
sistency  is  necessary,  to  give  substance  and  solidity  to  the  whole. 
To  sanctify  the  day  at  church,  and  to  trifle  it  away  out  of 
church,  is  profanation,  and  vitiates  all.  After  all,  I  could  ask 
my  catechumen  one  short  question — "Do  you  love  the  day, 
or  do  you  not  ?  If  you  love  it,  you  will  never  inquire  how  far 
you  may  safely  deprive  yourself  of  the  enjoyment  of  it.  If 
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you  do  not  love  it,  and  you  find  yourself  obliged  in  conscience 
to  acknowledge  it,  that  is  an  alarming  symptom,  and  ought 
to  make  you  tremble.  If  you  do  not  love  it,  then  it  is  a 
weariness  to  you,  and  you  wish  it  was  over.  The  ideas  of 
labour  and  rest  are  not  more  opposite  to  each  other  than  the 
idea  of  a  sabbath,  and  that  dislike  and  disgust  with  which  it 
fills  the  souls  of  thousands  to  be  obliged  to  keep  it.  It  is 
worse  than  bodily  labour,  more  fatiguing  than  the  drudgery 
of  an  ass."  W.  C. 

TO    THE    EEV.    WILLIAM    UNWIND 
MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  April  6,  1780. 

I  NEVER  was,  any  more  than  yourself,  a  friend  to  pluralities  ; 
they  are  generally  found  in  the  hands  of  the  avaricious,  whose 
insatiable  hunger  after  preferment  proves  them  unworthy  of 
any  at  all.  They  attend  much  to  the  regular  payment  of  their 
dues,  but  not  at  all  to  the  spiritual  interests  of  their  parishioners. 
Having  forgot  their  duty,  or  never  known  it,  they  differ  in 
nothing  from  the  laity,  except  their  outward  garb,  and  their 
exclusive  right  to  the  desk  and  pulpit.  But  when  pluralities 
seek  the  man,  instead  of  being  sought  by  him ;  and  when 
the  man  is  honest,  conscientious,  and  pious  ;  careful  to  em 
ploy  a  substitute  in  those  respects  like  himself;  and,  not 
contented  with  this,  will  see  with  his  own  eyes  that  the  concerns 
of  his  parishes  are  decently  and  diligently  administered ;  in 
that  case,  considering  the  present  dearth  of  such  characters 
in  the  ministry,  I  think  it  an  event  advantageous  to  the  people, 
and  much  to  be  desired  by  all  who  regret  the  great  and  apparent 
want  of  sobriety  and  earnestness  among  the  clergy.  A  man 
who  does  not  seek  a  living  merely  as  a  pecuniary  emolument, 
has  no  need,  in  my  judgement,  to  refuse  one  because  it  is  so. 
He  means  to  do  his  duty,  and  by  doing  it  he  earns  his  wages. 
The  two  Ramsdens  being  contiguous  to  each  other,  and  falling 
easily  under  the  care  of  one  pastor,  and  both  so  near  to 
Stock  that  you  can  visit  them  without  difficulty,  as  often  as  you 
please,  I  see  no  reasonable  objection,  nor  does  your  mother. 
As  to  the  wry-mouthed  sneers  and  illiberal  misconstructions 
of  the  censorious,  I  know  no  better  shield  to  guard  you 
against  them,  than  what  you  are  already  furnished  with, — a 
clear  and  unoffended  conscience. 

The  salmon  came  safe  and  punctual  to  its  assignation ;    it 
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served  us  for  two  dinners  and  six  suppers,  was  remarkably 
fresh  and  fine.  Item,  the  lobster. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  what  you  said  upon  the  subject 
of  book-buying,  and  am  very  fond  of  availing  myself  of  another 
man's  pocket,  when  I  can  do  it  creditably  to  myself,  and 
without  injury  to  him.  Amusements  are  necessary,  in  a  re 
tirement  like  mine,  especially  in  such  a  state  of  mind  as  I 
labour  under.  The  necessity  of  amusement  makes  me  some 
times  write  verses  ;  it  made  me  a  carpenter,  a  birdcage  maker, 
a  gardener  ;  and  has  lately  taught  me  to  draw,  and  to  draw  too 
with  such  surprising  proficiency  in  the  art,  considering  my  total 
ignorance  of  it  two  months  ago,  that  when  I  show  your  mother 
my  productions,  she  is  all  admiration  and  applause. 

You  need  never  fear  the  communication  of  what  you  en 
trust  to  us  in  confidence.  You  know  your  mother's  delicacy 
in  this  point  sufficiently  ;  and  as  for  me,  I  once  wrote  a  Con 
noisseur  upon  the  subject  of  secret  keeping,  and  from  that  day 
to  this  I  believe  I  have  never  divulged  one. 

We  were  much  pleased  with  Mr.  Newton's  application  to 
you  for  a  charity  sermon,  and  with  what  he  said  upon  that 
subject  in  his  last  letter,  "  that  he  was  glad  of  an  opportunity 
to  give  you  that  proof  of  his  regard." 

Believe  me  yours,  with  the  customary,  but  not  therefore 
unmeaning  addition  of  love  to  all  under  your  roof.  Your 
mother  sends  hers,  which  being  maternal,  is  put  up  in  a  sepa 
rate  parcel.  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

Olney,  April  16,  1780. 
SINCE  I  wrote   my  last  we   have    had  a  visit  from 


I  did  not  feel  myself  vehemently  disposed  to  receive  him  with 
that  complaisance,  from  which  a  stranger  generally  infers  that 
he  is  welcome.  By  his  manner,  which  was  rather  bold  than 
easy,  I  judged  that  there  was  no  occasion  for  it,  and  that  it 
was  a  trifle  which,  if  he  did  not  meet  with,  neither  would  he 
feel  the  want  of.  He  has  the  air  of  a  travelled  man,  but  not 
of  a  travelled  gentleman ;  is  quite  delivered  from  that  reserve 
which  is  so  common  an  ingredient  in  the  English  character, 
yet  does  not  open  himself  gently  and  gradually,  as  men  of 
polite  behaviour  do,  but  bursts  upon  you  all  at  once.  He  talks 
very  loud,  and  when  our  poor  little  robins  hear  a  great  noise, 
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they  are  immediately  seized  "with  an  ambition  to  surpass  it ; 
the  increase  of  their  vociferation  occasioned  an  increase  of  his, 
and  his  in  return  acted  as  a  stimulus  upon  theirs  ;  neither  side 
entertained  a  thought  of  giving  up  the  contest,  which  became 
continually  more  interesting  to  our  ears,  during  the  whole 
visit.  The  birds,  however,  survived  it,  and  so  did  we.  They 
perhaps  flatter  themselves  they  gained  a  complete  victory, 

but  I  believe  Mr. could  have    killed   them   both   in 

another  hour.  "W.  C. 

TO    THE    EET.    JOHK   XEWTCXN". 

DEAR  SIR,  May  3,  1780. 

You  indulge  me  in  such  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  allow  me 
such  a  latitude  of  excursion  in  this  scribbling  employment,  that 
I  have  no  excuse  for  silence.  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for 
swallowing  such  boluses  as  I  send  you,  for  the  sake  of  my 
gilding,  and  verily  believe  that  I  am  the  only  man  alive,  from 
whom  they  would  be  welcome  to  a  palate  like  yours.  I  wish 
I  could  make  them  more  splendid  than  they  are,  more  allur 
ing  to  the  eye,  at  least,  if  not  more  pleasing  to  the  taste ; 
but  my  leaf  gold  is  tarnished,  and  has  received  such  a  tinge 
from  the  vapours  that  are  ever  brooding  over  my  mind,  that  I 
think  it  no  small  proof  of  your  partiality  to  me,  that  you  will 
read  my  letters.  I  am  not  fond  of  longwinded  metaphors; 
I  have  always  observed,  that  they  halt  at  the  latter  end  of 
their  progress,  and  so  do  mine.  I  deal  much  in  ink  indeed, 
but  not  such  ink  as  is  employed  by  poets,  and  writers  of  essays. 
Mine  is  a  harmless  fluid,  and  guilty  of  no  deceptions  but  such 
as  may  prevail  without  the  least  injury  to  the  person  imposed 
on.  I  draw  mountains,  valleys,  woods,  and  streams,  and  ducks, 
and  dab-chicks.  I  admire  them  myself,  and  Mrs.  Unwin  ad 
mires  them  ;  arid  her  praise,  and  my  praise  put  together,  are 
fame  enough  for  me.  Oh!  I  could  spend  whole  days  and 
moonlight  nights  in  feeding  upon  a  lovely  prospect !  My  eyes 
drink  the  rivers  as  they  flow.  If  every  human  being  upon 
earth  could  think  for  one  quarter  of  an  hour  as  I  have  done 
for  many  years,  there  might  perhaps  be  many  miserable  men 
among  them,  but  not  an  unawakened  one  could  be  found 
from  the  arctic  to  the  antarctic  circle.  At  present,  the  differ 
ence  between  them  and  me  is  greatly  to  their  advantage.  I  de 
light  in  baubles,  and  know  them  to  be  so  ;  for  rested  in,  and 
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viewed  without  a  reference  to  their  Author,  what  is  the  earth, — 
what  are  the  planets, — -what  is  the  sun  itself  but  a  bauble?  Better 
for  a  man  never  to  have  seen  them,  or  to  see  them  with  the 
eyes  of  a  brute,  stupid  and  unconscious  of  what  he  beholds, 
than  not  to  be  able  to  say,  "  The  Maker  of  all  these  wonders 
is  my  friend !"  Their  eyes  have  never  been  opened,  to  see 
that  they  are  trifles ;  mine  have  been,  and  will  be  till  they  are 
closed  for  ever.  They  think  a  fine  estate,  a  large  conservatory, 
a  hothouse  rich  as  a  West  Indian  garden,  things  of  conse 
quence  ;  visit  them  with  pleasure,  and  muse  upon  them  with 
ten  times  more.  I  am  pleased  with  a  frame  of  four  lights, 
doubtful  whether  the  few  pines  it  contains  will  ever  be  worth 
a  farthing  ;  amuse  myself  with  a  greenhouse  which  Lord  Bute's 
gardener  could  take  upon  his  back,  and  walk  away  with  ;  and 
when  I  have  paid  it  the  accustomed  visit,  and  watered  it,  and 
given  it  air,  I  say  to  myself — "  This  is  not  mine,  it  is  a  play 
thing  lent  me  for  the  present ;  I  must  leave  it  soon."  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,   ESQ. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Olney,  May  6,  1780. 

I  AM  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  speedy  answer  to  my  queries. 
I  know,  less  of  the  law  than  a  country  attorney,  yet  sometimes 
I  think  I  have  almost  as  much  business.  My  former  connexion 
with  the  profession  has  got  wind  ;  and  though  I  earnestly 
profess,  and  protest,  and  proclaim  it  abroad  that  I  know 
nothing  of  the  matter,  they  cannot  be  persuaded  to  believe, 
that  a  head  once  endued  with  a  legal  periwig  can  ever  be  defi 
cient  in  those  natural  endowments  it  is  supposed  to  cover.  I 
have  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  once  or  twice  in  the  right, 
which,  added  to  the  cheapness  of  a  gratuitous  counsel,  has 
advanced  my  credit  to  a  degree  I  never  expected  to  attain  in 
the  capacity  of  a  lawyer.  Indeed,  if  two  of  the  wisest  in  the 
science  of  jurisprudence  may  give  opposite  opinions  on  the  same 
point,  which  does  not  unfrequently  happen,  it  seems  to  be  a 
matter  of  indifference  whether  a  man  answers  by  rule  or  at  a 
venture.  He  that  stumbles  upon  the  right  side  of  the  question 
is  just  as  useful  to  his  client  as  he  that  arrives  at  the  same 
end  by  regular  approaches,  and  is  conducted  to  the  mark  he 

aims  at  by  the  greatest  authorities. 

*  *****  * 

These  violent  attacks  of  a  distemper  so  often  fatal,  are  very 


252  COWPER'S  LETTERS. 

alarming  to  all  who  esteem  and  respect  the  Chancellor  as  he 
deserves.  A  life  of  confinement,  and  of  anxious  attention  to 
important  objects,  where  the  habit  is  bilious  to  such  a  terrible 
degree,  threatens  to  be  but  a  short  one ;  and  I  wish  he  may 
not  be  made  a  text  for  men  of  reflection  to  moralize  upon, 
affording  a  conspicuous  instance  of  the  transient  and  fading 
nature  of  all  human  accomplishments  and  attainments. 

Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

TO    THE    REV.    WILLIAM    TTNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  8,  1780. 

MY  scribbling  humour  has  of  late  been  entirely  absorbed  in 
the  passion  for  landscape  drawing.  It  is  a  most  amusing  art, 
and  like  every  other  art,  requires  much  practice  and  attention. 

Nil  sine  multo 
Vita  labore  dedit  mortalibus. 

Excellence  is  providentially  placed  beyond  the  reach  of  indo 
lence,  that  success  may  be  the  reward  of  industry,  and  that  idle 
ness  may  be  punished  with  obscurity  and  disgrace.  So  long  as 
I  am  pleased  with  an  employment,  I  am  capable  of  unwearied 
application,  because  my  feelings  are  all  of  the  intense  kind. 
I  never  received  a  little  pleasure  from  any  thing  in  my  life  ;  if 
I  am  delighted,  it  is  in  the  extreme.  The  unhappy  conse 
quence  of  this  temperature  is,  that  my  attachment  to  any  oc 
cupation  seldom  outlives  the  novelty  of  it.  That  nerve  of 
my  imagination  that  feels  the  touch  of  any  particular  amuse 
ment,  twangs  under  the  energy  of  the  pressure  with  so  much 
vehemence,  that  it  soon  becomes  sensible  of  weariness  and  fa 
tigue.  Hence  I  draw  an  unfavourable  prognostic,  and  expect 
that  I  shall  shortly  be  constrained  to  look  out  for  something 
else.  Then  perhaps  I  may  string  the  lyre  again,  and  be  able 
to  comply  with  your  demand. 

Now  for  the  visit  you  propose  to  pay  us,  and  propose  not  to 
pay  us;  the  hope  of  which  plays  about  upon  your  paper,  like  a 
jack-o-lantern  upon  the  ceiling.  This  is  no  mean  simile,  for 
Virgil  (you  remember)  uses  it.  It  is  here,  it  is  there,  it 
vanishes,  it  returns,  it  dazzles  you,  a  cloud  interposes  and  it 
is  gone.  However  just  the  comparison,  I  hope  you  will  con 
trive  to  spoil  it,  and  that  your  final  determination  will  be  to 
come.  As  to  the  masons  you  expect,  bring  them  with  you; — 
bring  brick,  bring  mortar,  bring  every  thing  that  would  op- 
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pose  itself  to  your  journey; — all  shall  be  welcome.  I  have  a 
greenhouse  that  is  too  small,  come  and  enlarge  it ;  build  me 
a  pinery ;  repair  the  garden  wall,  that  has  great  need  of  your 
assistance  ;  do  any  thing;  you  cannot  do  too  much;  so  far  from 
thinking  you  and  your  train  troublesome,  we  shall  rejoice  to 
see  you,  upon  these  or  upon  any  other  terms  you  can  propose. 
But  to  be  serious, — you  will  do  well  to  consider  that  a  long 
summer  is  before  you  ;  that  the  party  will  not  have  such 
another  opportunity  to  meet  this  great  while  ;  that  you  may 
finish  your  masonry  long  enough  before  winter,  though  you 
should  not  begin  this  month,  but  that  you  cannot  always  find 
your  brother  and  sister  Powley  at  Olney.  These,  and  some 
other  considerations,  such  as  the  desire  we  have  to  see  you, 
and  the  pleasure  we  expect  from  seeing  you  all  together, 
may,  and,  I  think,  ought  to  overcome  your  scruples. 

From  a  general  recollection  of  Lord  Clarendon's  History 
of  the  Rebellion,  I  thought  (and  I  remember  I  told  you  so)  that 
there  was  a  striking  resemblance  between  that  period  and  the 
present.  But  I  am  now  reading,  and  have  read  three  volumes 
of  Hume's  History,  one  of  which  is  engrossed  entirely  by  that 
subject.  There  I  see  reason  to  alter  my  opinion,  and  the 
seeming  resemblance  has  disappeared  upon  a  more  particular 
information.  Charles  succeeded  to  a  long  train  of  arbitrary 
princes,  whose  subjects  had  tamely  acquiesced  in  the  despotism 
of  their  masters,  till  their  privileges  were  all  forgot.  He  did 
but  tread  in  their  steps,  and  exemplify  the  principles  in  which 
he  had  been  brought  up,  when  he  oppressed  his  people.  But 
just  at  that  time,  unhappily  for  the  monarch,  the  subject 
began  to  see,  and  to  see  that  he  had  a  right  to  property  and 
freedom.  This  marks  a  sufficient  difference  between  the  disputes 
of  that  day  and  the  present.  But  there  was  another  main  cause 
of  that  rebellion,  which  at  this  time  does  not  operate  at  all. 
The  king  was  devoted  to  the  hierarchy  ;  his  subjects  were  puri 
tans  and  would  not  bear  it.  Every  circumstance  of  ecclesi 
astical  order  and  discipline  was  an  abomination  to  them,  and 
in  his  esteem  an  indispensable  duty.  And  though  at  last 
he  was  obliged  to  give  up  many  things,  he  would  not  abolish 
episcopacy :  and  till  that  were  done  his  concessions  could  have 
no  conciliating  effect.  These  two  concurring  causes  were 
indeed  sufficient  to  set  three  kingdoms  in  a  flame.  But  they 
subsist  not  now,  nor  any  other,  I  hope,  notwithstanding  the 
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bustle  made  by  the  patriots,  equal  to  the  production  of  such 
terrible  events.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO    MBS.  COWPER. 
MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  May  10,  1780. 

I  DO  not  write  to  comfort  you  ;  that  office  is  not  likely  to  be 
well  performed  by  one  who  has  no  comfort  for  himself;  nor  to 
comply  with  an  impertinent  ceremony,  which  in  general  might 
well  be  spared  upon  such  occasions  :  but  because  I  would  not 
seem  indifferent  to  the  concerns  of  those  I  have  so  much 
reason  to  esteem  and  love.  If  I  did  not  sorrow  for  your  brother's 
death,  I  should  expect  that  nobody  would  for  mine  ;  when  I 
knew  him,  he  was  much  beloved,  and  I  doubt  not  continued  to 
be  so.  To  live  and  die  together  is  the  lot  of  a  few  happy 
families,  who  hardly  know  what  a  separation  means,  and  one 
sepulchre  serves  them  all ;  but  the  ashes  of  our  kindred  are 
dispersed  indeed.  Whether  the  American  gulf  has  swallowed 
up  any  other  of  my  relations,  I  know  not ;  it  has  made  many 
mourners. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  cousin,  though  after  a  long  silence, 
which  perhaps  nothing  less  than  the  present  concern  could 
have  prevailed  with  me  to  interrupt,  as  much  as  ever, 

Your  affectionate  kinsman,  \V.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.  JOHN"  NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  May  10,  1780. 

Ir  authors  could  have  lived  to  adjust  and  authenticate  their 
own  text,  a  commentator  would  have  been  an  useless  creature. 
For  instance — if  Dr.  Bentley  had  found,  or  opined  that  he 
had  found,  the  word  tube  where  it  seemed  to  present  itself 
to  you,  and  had  judged  the  subject  worthy  of  his  critical 
acumen,  he  would  either  have  justified  the  corrupt  reading, 
or  have  substituted  some  invention  of  his  own,  in  defence  of 
which  he  would  have  exerted  all  his  polemical  abilities,  and 
have  quarrelled  with  half  the  literati  in  Europe.  Then  sup 
pose  the  writer  himself,  as  in  the  present  case,  to  interpose 
with  a  gentle  whisper  thus — "  If  you  look  again,  Doctor,  you 
will  perceive  that  what  appears  to  you  to  be  tube,  is  neither 
more  nor  less  than  the  simple  monosyllable  ink,  but  I  wrote 
it  in  great  haste,  and  the  want  of  sufficient  precisit  n  in  the 
character  has  occasioned  your  mistake  :  you  will  be  especially 
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satisfied  when  you  see  the  sense1  elucidated  by  the  explana 
tion." — But  I  question  whether  the  doctor  would  quit  his 
ground,  or  allow  any  author  to  be  a  competent  judge  in  his  own 
case.  The  world,  however,  would  acquiesce  immediately,  and 
vote  the  critic  useless. 

James  Andrews,  who  is  my  Michael  Angelo,  pays  me  many 
compliments  on  my  success  in  the  art  of  drawing,  but  I  have 
not  yet  the  vanity  to  think  myself  qualified  to  furnish  your 
apartment.  If  I  should  ever  attain  to  the  degree  of  self-opinion 
requisite  to  such  an  undertaking,  I  shall  labour  at  it  with 
pleasure.  I  can  only  say,  though  I  hope  not  with  the  affected 
modesty  of  the  above-mentioned  Dr.  Bentley,  who  said  the 
same  thing, 

Me  quoque  dicunt 
Vatem  pastores.     Sed  non  Ego  credulus  illis. 

A  crow,  rook,  or  raven,  has  built  a  nest  in  one  of  the  young 
elm  trees,  at  the  side  of  Mrs.  Aspray's  orchard.  In  the 
violent,  storm  that  blew  yesterday  morning,  I  saw  it  agitated 
to  a  degree  that  seemed  to  threaten  its  immediate  destruction, 
and  versified  the  following  thoughts  upon  the  occasion2. 

W.  C. 

TO   MBS.    NEWTON. 

DEAR  MADAM,  June,  1  780. 

WHEN  I  write  to  Mr.  Newton,  he  answers  me  by  letter ;  when 
I  write  to  you,  you  answer  me  in  fish.  I  return  you  many 
thanks  for  the  mackerel  and  lobster.  They  assured  me  in 
terms  as  intelligible  as  pen  and  ink  could  have  spoken,  that 
you  still  remember  Orchard-side;  and  though  they  never 
spoke  in  their  lives,  and  it  was  still  less  to  be  expected  from 
them  that  they  should  speak,  being  dead,  they  gave  us  an  as 
surance  of  your  affection  that  corresponds  exactly  with  that 
which  Mr.  Newton  expresses  towards  us  in  all  his  letters. — 
For  my  own  part,  I  never  in  my  life  began  a  letter  more  at  a 
venture  than  the  present.  It  is  possible  that  I  may  finish  it, 
but  perhaps  more  than  probable  that  I  shall  not.  I  have  had 
several  indifferent  nights,  and  the  wind  is  easterly ;  two  cir 
cumstances  so  unfavourable  to  me  in  all  my  occupations,  but 
especially  that  of  writing,  that  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty 
I  could  even  bring  myself  to  attempt  it. 

You  have  never  yet  perhaps  been  made  acquainted  with  the 

1  The  passage  alluded  to  seems  to  be  in  his  letter  of  May  3,  p.  250. 

2  Cowper's  Fable  of  the  Raven  concluded  this  letter. 
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unfortunate  Tom  Freeman's  misadventure.  He  and  his  wife 
returning  from  Hanslip  fair,  were  coming  down  Weston  Lane; 
to  wit,  themselves,  their  horse,  and  their  great  wooden  panniers, 
at  ten  o'clock  at  night.  The  horse  having  a  lively  imagination, 
and  very  weak  nerves,  fancied  he  either  saw  or  heard  some 
thing,  but  has  never  been  able  to  say  what.  A  sudden  fright 
will  impart  activity,  and  a  momentary  vigour,  even  to  lameness 
itself.  Accordingly,  he  started,  and  sprung  from  the  middle 
of  the  road  to  the  side  of  it,  with  such  surprising  alacrity, 
that  he  dismounted  the  gingerbread  baker  and  his  gingerbread 
wife  in  a  moment.  Not  contented  with  this  effort,  nor  think 
ing  himself  yet  out  of  danger,  he  proceeded  as  fast  as  he  could 
to  a  full  gallop,  rushed  against  the  gate  at  the  bottom  of  the 
lane,  and  opened  it  for  himself,  without  perceiving  that  there 
was  any  gate  there.  Still  he  galloped,  and  with  a  velocity  and 
momentum  continually  increasing,  till  he  arrived  in  Olney.  I 
had  been  in  bed  about  ten  minutes,  when  I  heard  the  most 
uncommon  and  unaccountable  noise  that  can  be  imagined.  It 
was,  in  fact,  occasioned  by  the  clattering  of  tin  pattypans 
and  a  Dutch-oven  against  the  sides  of  the  panniers.  Much 
gingerbread  was  picked  up  in  the  street,  and  Mr.  Lucy's 
windows  were  broken  all  to  pieces.  Had  this  been  all,  it 
would  have  been  a  comedy,  but  we  learned  the  next  morning, 
that  the  poor  woman's  collar-bone  was  broken,  and  she  has 
hardly  been  able  to  resume  her  occupation  since. 

What  is  added  on  the  other  side,  if  I  could  have  persuaded 
myself  to  write  sooner,  would  have  reached  you  sooner ;  'tis 
about  ten  days  old. 

"  The  Doves  1." 

The  male  Dove  was  smoking  a  pipe,  and  the  female  Dove 
was  sewing,  while  she  delivered  herself  as  above.  This  little 
circumstance  may  lead  you  perhaps  to  guess  what  pair  I  had 
in  my  eve. 

Yours,  dear  Madam,         AVM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE    EEV.   WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  June  8,  1780. 

IT  is  possible  I  might  have  indulged  myself  in  the  pleasure 
of  writing  to  you,  without  waiting  for  a  letter  from  you,  but  for 
a  reason  which  you  will  not  easily  guess.     Your  mother  com- 
>  Vol.  v.  n.  239. 
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municated  to  me  the  satisfaction  you  expressed  in  my  corres 
pondence,  that  you  thought  me  entertaining  and  clever,  and  so 
forth  : — now  you  must  know,  I  love  praise  dearly,  especially 
from  the  judicious,  and  those  who  have  so  much  delicacy  them 
selves  as  not  to  offend  mine  in  giving  it.  But  then,  I  found 
this  consequence  attending,  or  likely  to  attend  the  eulogium  you 
bestowed ; — if  my  friend  thought  me  witty  before,  he  shall 
think  me  ten  times  more  witty  hereafter ; — where  I  joked  once, 
I  will  joke  five  times,  and  for  one  sensible  remark  I  will  send 
him  a  dozen.  Now  this  foolish  vanity  would  have  spoiled 
me  quite,  and  would  have  made  me  as  disgusting  a  letter-writer 
as  Pope,  who  seems  to  have  thought  that  unless  a  sentence  was 
well  turned,  and  every  period  pointed  with  some  conceit,  it 
was  not  worth  the  carriage.  Accordingly  he  is  to  me,  except 
in  very  few  instances,  the  most  disagreeable  maker  of  epistles 
that  ever  I  met  with.  I  was  willing,  therefore,  to  wait  till 
the  impression  your  commendation  had  made  upon  the  foolish 
part  of  me  was  worn  off,  that  I  might  scribble  away  as  usual, 
and  write  my  uppermost  thoughts,  and  those  only. 

You  are  better  skilled  in  ecclesiastical  law  than  I  am. 
Mrs.  Powley  desires  me  to  inform  her,  whether  a  parson  can  be 
obliged  to  take  an  apprentice.  For  some  of  her  husband's 
opposers  at  Dewsbury  threaten  to  clap  one  upon  him.  Now  I 
think  it  would  be  rather  hard,  if  clergymen,  who  are  not  al 
lowed  to  exercise  any  handicraft  whatever,  should  be  subject  to 
such  an  imposition.  If  Mr.  Powley  was  a  cordwainer,  or  a 
breeches-maker,  all  the  week,  and  a  preacher  only  on  Sundays, 
it  would  seem  reasonable  enough,  in  that  case,  that  he  should 
take  an  apprentice,  if  he  chose  it.  But  even  then,  in  my  poor 
judgement,  he  ought  to  be  left  to  his  option.  If  they  mean  by 
an  apprentice,  a  pupil,  whom  they  will  oblige  him  to  hew 
into  a  parson,  and  after  chipping  away  the  block  that  hides  the 
minister  within,  to  qualify  him  to  stand  erect  in  a  pulpit, — that 
indeed  is  another  consideration. — But  still,  we  live  in  a  free 
country,  and  I  cannot  bring  myself  even  to  suspect  that  an 
English  divine  can  possibly  be  liable  to  such  compulsion.  Ask 
your  uncle,  however  ;  for  he  is  wiser  in  these  things  than  either 
of  us. 

I  thank  you  for  your  two  inscriptions,  and  like  the  last  the 
best ;  the  thought  is  just  and  fine,  but  the  two  last  lines  are 
sadly  damaged  by  the  monkish  jingle  etpepcrii  and  reperit.  I 

s.  c, — 2.  8 
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have  not  yet  translated  them,  nor  do  I  promise  to  do  it,  though 
at  some  idle  hour  perhaps  I  may.  In  return,  I  send  you  a 
translation  of  a  simile  in  the  Paradise  Lost.  Not  having  that 
poem  at  hand,  I  cannot  refer  you  to  the  book  and  page,  but 
you  may  hunt  for  it,  if  you  think  it  worth  your  while.  It 
begins — 

"  So  when,  from  mountain  tops,  the  dusky  clouds 
Ascending,"  &c. 

Quales  aerii  mentis  de  vertice  nuhes 

Cum  surgunt,  et  jam  Boreae  tumida  ora  quierunt, 

Caelum  hilares  abdit,  spissa  caligine,  vultus  : 

Turn  si  jucundo  tandem  sol  prodeat  ore, 

Et  croceo  montes  et  pascua  lumine  tingat. 

Gaudent  omnia,  aves  mulcent  concentibus  agros, 

Balatuque  ovium  colles,  vallesque  resultant. 

If  you  spy  any  fault  in  my  Latin,  tell  me,  for  I  am  some 
times  in  doubt ;  but,  as  I  told  you  when  you  was  here,  I  have 
not  a  Latin  book  in  the  world  to  consult,  or  correct  a  mistake 
by ;  and  some  years  have  passed  since  I  was  a  schoolboy. 

An  English   Versification  of  a   Thought  that  popped  into  my  Head 
about  two  Months  since. 

Sweet  stream  !  that  winds  through  yonder  glade — 

Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid ! — 

Silent,  and  chaste,  she  steals  along, 

Far  from  the  world's  gay,  busy  throng  ; 

With  gentle,  yet  prevailing  force, 

Intent  upon  her  destin'd  course : 

Graceful,  and  useful,  all  she  does, 

Blessing,  and  bless'd,  where'er  she  goes  : 

Pure-bosom'd,  as  that  watery  glass 

And  Heaven  reflected  in  her  face  ! 

Now  this  is  not  so  exclusively  applicable  to  a  maiden,  as  to  be 
the  sole  property  of  your  sister  Shuttleworth.  If  you  look  at 
Mrs.  Unwin,  you  will  see  that  she  has  not  lost  her  right  to  this 
just  praise  by  marrying  you. 

Your  mother  sends  her  love  to  all,  and  mine  comes  jogging 
along  by  the  side  of  it.  Yours;  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
DEAR  SIR,  June  12,  1780. 

WE  accept  it  as  an  effort  of  your  friendship,  that  you  could 
prevail  with  yourself,  in  a  time  of  such  terror  and  distress,  to 
send  us  repeated  accounts  of  yours  and  Mrs.  Newton's  welfare  ; 
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you  supposed,  with  reason  enough,  that  we  should  be  appre 
hensive  for  your  safety,  situated  as  you  were,  apparently,  within 
the  reach  of  so  much  danger.  We  rejoice  that  you  have  es 
caped  it  all,  and  that,  except  the  anxiety  which  you  must  have 
felt,  both  for  yourselves  and  others,  you  have  suffered  nothing 
upon  this  dreadful  occasion.  A  metropolis  in  flames,  and  a 
nation  in  ruins,  are  subjects  of  contemplation  for  such  a  mind 
as  yours  that  will  leave  a  lasting  impression  behind  them.  It 
is  well  that  the  design  died  in  the  execution,  and  will  be 
buried,  I  hope  never  to  rise  again,  in  the  ashes  of  its  own  com 
bustion.  There  is  a  melancholy  pleasure  in  looking  back  upon 
such  a  scene,  arising  from  a  comparison  of  possibilities  with 
facts ;  the  enormous  bulk  of  the  intended  mischief  with  the 
abortive  and  partial  accomplishment  of  it.  Much  was  done, 
more  indeed  than  could  have  been  supposed  practicable  in  a 
well-regulated  city,  not  unfurnished  with  a  military  force  for 
its  protection.  But  surprise  and  astonishment  seem  at  first  to 
have  struck  every  nerve  of  the  police  with  a  palsy,  and  to  have 
disarmed  government  of  all  its  powers. 

I  congratulate  you  upon  the  wisdom  that  withheld  you 
from  entering  yourself  a  member  of  the  Protestant  association. 
Your  friends  who  did  so  have  reason  enough  to  regret  their 
doing  it,  even  though  they  should  never  be  called  upon.  In 
nocent  as  they  are,  and  they  who  know  them  cannot  doubt  of 
their  being  perfectly  so,  it  is  likely  to  bring  an  odium  on  the 
profession  they  make,  that  will  not  soon  be  forgotten.  Neither 
is  it  possible  for  a  quiet,  inoffensive  man,  to  discover,  on  a 
sudden,  that  his  zeal  has  carried  him  into  such  company, 
without  being  to  the  last  degree  shocked  at  his  imprudence. 
Their  religion  was  an  honourable  mantle,  like  that  of  Elijah  ; 
but  the  majority  wore  cloaks  of  Guy  Fawkes's  time,  and  meant 
nothing  so  little  as  what  they  pretended.  W.  C. 

TO    THE    REV.    WILLIAM    TJNWIN. 
REVEREND  AND  DEAR  WILLIAM,  June   18,   1780. 

THE  affairs  of  kingdoms,  and  the  concerns  of  individuals,  are 
variegated  alike  with  the  chequer -work  of  joy  and  sorrow. 
The  news  of  a  great  acquisition  in  America  has  succeeded  to 
terrible  tumults  in  London;  and  the  beams  of  prosperity  are 
now  playing  upon  the  smoke  of  that  conflagration  which  so 
lately  terrified  the  whole  land.  These  sudden  changes,  which 
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are  matter  of  every  man's  observation,  and  may  therefore  always 
be  reasonably  expected,  serve  to  hold  up  the  chin  of  despon 
dency  above  water,  and  preserve  mankind  in  general  from  the 
sin  and  misery  of  accounting  existence  a  burden  not  to  be 
endured ; — an  evil  we  should  be  sure  to  encounter,  if  we  were 
not  warranted  to  look  for  a  bright  reverse  of  our  most 
afflictive  experiences. 

We  are  obliged  to  you  for  your  early  communication  of  the 
surrender  of  Charles  Town,  and  rejoice  with  you  in  an  event, 
which,  if  my  political  spectacles  do  not  deceive  me,  is  likely 
to  bring  the  rebellion  to  a  speedy  end.  The  Spaniards  were 
sick  of  the  war  at  the  very  commencement  of  it ;  and  I  hope 
that,  by  this  time,  the  French  themselves  begin  to  find  them 
selves  a  little  indisposed,  if  not  desirous  of  peace,  which  that 
restless  and  meddling  temper  of  theirs  is  incapable  of  desir 
ing  for  its  own  sake.  But  is  it  true,  that  this  detestable  plot 
was  an  egg  laid  in  France  and  hatched  in  London,  under  the  in 
fluence  of  French  corruption  ? — Nam  te  scire,  deos  quoniam 
propius  contingis,  oportet.  The  offspring  has  the  features  of 
such  a  parent;  and  yet,  without  the  clearest  proof  of  the  fact, 
I  would  not  willingly  charge  upon  a  civilized  nation  what  per 
haps  the  most  barbarous  would  abhor  the  thought  of.  I  no 
sooner  saw  the  surmise  however  in  the  paper,  than  I  imme 
diately  began  to  write  Latin  verses  upon  the  occasion.  "  An 
odd  effect,"  you  will  say,  "of  such  a  circumstance:" — but  an 
effect,  nevertheless,  that  whatever  has,  at  any  time,  moved  my 
passions  whether  pleasantly  or  otherwise,  has  always  had  upon 
me;  were  I  to  express  what  I  feel  upon  such  occasions  in  prose, 
it  would  be  verbose,  inflated,  and  disgusting.  I  therefore  have 
recourse  to  verse,  as  a  suitable  vehicle  for  the  most  vehement 
expressions  my  thoughts  suggest  to  me.  What  I  have  written, 
I  did  not  write  so  much  for  the  comfort  of  the  English,  as  for 
the  mortification  of  the  French.  You  will  immediately  per 
ceive,  therefore,  that  I  have  been  labouring  in  vain,  and  that 
this  bouncing  explosion  is  likely  to  spend  itself  in  the  air.  For 
I  have  no  means  of  circulating  what  follows  through  all  the 
French  territories;  and  unless  that,  or  something  like  it,  can  be 
done,  my  indignation  will  be  entirely  fruitless.  Tell  me  how  I 
can  convey  it  into  Sartine's  pocket,  or  who  will  lay  it  upon  his 
desk  for  me.  But  read  it  first,  and  unless  you  think  it  pointed 
enougli  to  sting  the  Gaul  to  the  quick,  burn  it. 
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In  sedilionem  horrcndam,  corruptclis  Gallicis,  utfertur,  Londini  mtpcr 

exortam. 
Perfida,  crudelis,  victa  et  lymphata  furore, 

Non  armis,  laurum  Gallia  fraude  petit. 
Venalem  pretio  plebem  conducit,  et  urit 

Undique  privatas  patriciasque  domos. 
Nequicquam  conata  sua,  fcedissima  sperat 

Posse  tamen  nostra  nos  superare  manu. 
Gallia,  vana  struis  !  Precibus  nunc  utere  !  Vinces, 

Nam  mites  timidis,  supplicibusque  sumus. 

I  have  lately  exercised  my  ingenuity  in  contriving  an  ex 
ercise  for  yours,  and  have  composed  a  riddle,  which,  if  it  does 
not  make  you  laugh  before  you  have  solved  it,  will  probably 
do  it  afterwards.  I  would  transcribe  it  now,  but  am  really  so 
fatigued  with  writing,  that  unless  I  knew  you  had  a  quinsy, 
and  that  a  fit  of  laughter  might  possibly  save  your  life,  I  could 
not  prevail  with  myself  to  do  it. 

What  could  you  possibly  mean,  slender  as  you  are,  by  sally 
ing  out  upon  your  two-walking-sticks  at  two  in  the  morning, 
into  the  midst  of  such  a  tumult?  We  admire  your  prowess,  but 
cannot  commend  your  prudence. 

Our  love  attends  you  all,  collectively  and  individually. 

Yours,  W.  C. 

TO    THE   EEV.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND.  June  22,   1780. 

A  WORD  or  two  in  answer  to  two  or  three  questions  of  yours, 
which  I  have  hitherto  taken  no  notice  of.  1  am  not  in  a  scrib 
bling  mood,  and  shall  therefore  make  no  excursions  to  amuse 
either  myself  or  you.  The  needful  will  be  as  much  as  I  can 
manage  at  present ;  the  playful  must  wait  for  another  oppor 
tunity. 

I  thank  you  for  your  offer  of  Robertson;  but  I  have  more 
reading  upon  my  hands  at  this  present  writing  than  I  shall  get 
rid  of  in  a  twelvemonth  : — and  this  moment  recollect  that  I 
have  seen  it  already.  He  is  an  author  that  I  admire  much, 
with  one  exception,  that  I  think  his  style  is  too  laboured. 
Hume,  as  an  historian,  pleases  me  more. 

I  have  just  read  enough  of  the  Bioyraphia  Britannica,  to 
say,  that  I  have  tasted  it,  and  have  no  doubt  but  I  shall  like  it. 
I  am  pretty  much  in  the  garden  at  this  season  of  the  year,  so  read 
but  little.  In  summer-time  I  am  as  giddy-headed  as  a  boy,  and 
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can  settle  to  nothing.  Winter  condenses  me,  and  makes  me 
lumpish,  and  sober  ;  and  then  I  can  read  all  day  long. 

For  the  same  reasons,  I  have  no  need  of  the  landscapes  at 
present;  when  I  want  them  I  will  renew  my  application,  and 
repeat  the  description,  but  it  will  hardly  be  before  October. 

I  congratulate  you  upon  a  duplicate  of  Ramsden's.  As  your 
charge  is  become  twofold,  may  your  satisfaction  be  so  too. 
Mine  is  sure  to  be  doubled,  because  you  have  promised  me  a 
present  of  salmon. 

Before  I  arose  this  morning,  I  composed  the  three  following 
stanzas :  I  send  them  because  I  like  them  pretty  well  my 
self  ;  and  if  you  should  not,  you  must  accept  this  handsome 
compliment  as  an  amends  for  their  deficiencies.  You  may 
print  the  lines,  if  you  judge  them  worth  it1. 

I  have  only  time  to  add  love,  &c.,  and  my  two  initials. 

W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.   JOHN   NEWTON. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  June  23,  1780. 

YOUR  reflections  upon  the  state  of  London,  the  sins  and  enor 
mities  of  that  great  city,  while  you  had  a  distant  view  of  it 
from  Greenwich,  seem  to  have  been  prophetic  of  the  heavy 
stroke  that  fell  upon  it  just  after.  Man  often  prophesies 
without  knowing  it ;  a  spirit  speaks  by  him  which  is  not  his 
own,  though  he  does  not  at  that  time  suspect  that  he  is  under 
the  influence  of  any  other.  Did  he  foresee  what  is  always 
foreseen  by  Him  who  dictates  what  he  supposes  to  be  his  own, 
he  would  suffer  by  anticipation,  as  well  as  by  consequence  ;  and 
wish  perhaps  as  ardently  for  the  happy  ignorance,  to  which 
he  is  at  present  so  much  indebted,  as  some  have  foolishly 
and  inconsiderately  done  for  a  knowledge  that  would  be  but 
another  name  for  misery. 

And  why  have  I  said  all  this  ?  especially  to  you,  who  have 
hitherto  said  it  to  me  : — not  becaase  I  had  the  least  desire  of 
informing  a  wiser  man  than  myself,  but  because  the  observation 
was  naturally  suggested  by  the  recollection  of  your  letter, 
and  that  letter,  though  not  the  last,  happened  to  be  uppermost 
in  my  mind.  I  can  compare  this  mind  of  mine  to  nothing 
that  resembles  it  more,  than  to  a  board  that  is  under  the  car 
penter's  plane,  (I  mean  while  I  am  writing  to  you,)  the  shav- 

1  Verses  on  the  burning  of  Lord  Mansfield's  library,  &c. 
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ings  are  my  uppermost  thoughts ;  after  a  few  strokes  of  the 
tool,  it  acquires  a  new  surface  ;  this  again,  upon  a  repetition 
of  his  task,  he  takes  off,  and  a  new  surface  still  succeeds  : 
whether  the  shavings  of  the  present  day  will  be  worth  your  ac 
ceptance,  I  know  not ;  I  am  unfortunately  made  neither  of 
cedar  nor  of  mahogany,  but  Truncus  ficulnus,  inutile  lignum  ; 
consequently,  though  I  should  be  planed  till  I  am  as  thin  as  a 
wafer,  it  will  be  but  rubbish  to  the  last. 

It  is  not  strange  that  you  sliould  be  the  subject  of  a  false 
report ;  for  the  sword  of  slander,  like  that  of  war,  devours 
one  as  well  as  another;  and  a  blameless  character  is  particularly 
delicious  to  its  unsparing  appetite.  But  that  you  should  be 
the  object  of  such  a  report,  you  who  meddle  less  with  the  designs 
of  government  than  almost  any  man  that  lives  under  it,  this  is 
strange  indeed.  It  is  well,  however,  when  they  who  account 
it  good  sport  to  traduce  the  reputation  of  another,  invent  a 
story  that  refutes  itself.  I  wonder  they  do  not  always  endea 
vour  to  accommodate  their  fiction  to  the  real  character  of  the 
person  ;  their  tale  would  then  at  least  have  an  air  of  probabi 
lity,  and  it  might  cost  a  peaceable  good  man  much  more 
trouble  to  disprove  it.  But  perhaps  it  would  not  be  easy  to 
discern  what  part  of  your  conduct  lies  more  open  to  such  an 
attempt  than  another ;  or  what  it  is  that  you  either  say  or  do, 
at  any  time,  that  presents  a  fair  opportunity  to  the  most  in 
genious  slanderer,  to  slip  in  a  falsehood  between  your  words,  or 
actions,  that  shall  seem  to  be  of  a  piece  with  either.  You  hate 
compliment,  I  know  ;  but  by  your  leave  this  is  not  one — it  is 
a  truth  : — worse  and  worse  !  now  I  have  praised  you  indeed — 
well,  you  must  thank  yourself  for  it ;  it  was  absolutely  done 
without  the  least  intention  on  my  part,  and  proceeded  from  a 
pen  that,  as  far  as  I  can  remember,  was  never  guilty  of  flattery 
since  I  knew  how  to  hold  it.  He  that  slanders  me,  paints  me 
blacker  than  I  am,  and  he  that  flatters  me,  whiter — they  both 
daub  me  ;  and  when  I  look  in  the  glass  of  conscience,  I  see 
myself  disguised  by  both  :  I  had  as  lief  my  tailor  should  sew 
gingerbread  nuts  on  my  coat  instead  of  buttons,  as  that  any 
man  should  call  my  Bristol  stone  a  diamond.  The  tailor's  trick 
would  not  at  all  embellish  my  suit,  nor  the  flatterers  make 
me  at  all  the  richer.  I  never  make  a  present  to  my  friend, 
of  what  I  dislike  myself.  Ergo,  (I  have  reached  the  con 
clusion  at  last,)  I  did  not  mean  to  flatter  you. 
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We  have  sent  a  petition  to  Lord  Dartmouth,  by  this  post 
praying  him  to  interfere  in  parliament  in  behalf  of  the  poor 
lace-makers.  I  say  we,  because  I  have  signed  it  ;  Mr.  G.  drew 
it  up,  Mr.  —  -  did  not  think  it  grammatical,  therefore  he 
would  not  sign  it.  Yet  I  think  Priscian  himself  would  have 
pardoned  the  manner  for  the  sake  of  the  matter.  I  dare  say 
if  his  lordship  does  not  comply  with  the  prayer  of  it,  it  will 
not  be  because  he  thinks  it  of  more  consequence  to  write  gram 
matically,  than  that  the  poor  should  eat,  but  for  some  better 
reason. 

My  love  to  all  under  your  roof.         Yours,       W.  C. 


TO    THE    EEV.    WILLIAM 

July  2,  1780. 

CARISSIME,  I  am  glad  of  your  confidence,  and  have  reason 
to  hope  I  shall  never  abuse  it.  If  you  trust  me  with  a  secret,  I 
am  hermetically  sealed  ;  and  if  you  call  for  the  exercise  of 
my  judgement,  such  as  it  is,  I  am  never  freakish  or  wanton,  in 
the  use  of  it,  much  less  mischievous  and  malignant.  Critics, 
I  believe,  do  not  often  stand  so  clear  of  these  vices  as  I  do.  I 
like  your  epitaph,  except  that  I  doubt  the  propriety  of  the  word 
immaturus  ;  which,  I  think,  is  rather  applicable  to  fruits  than 
flowers  ;  and  except  the  last  pentameter,  the  assertion  it  con 
tains  being  rather  too  obvious  a  thought  to  finish  with  :  not 
that  I  think  an  epitaph  should  be  pointed  like  an  epigram. 
But  still  there  is  a  closeness  of  thought  and  expression  neces 
sary  in  the  conclusion  of  all  these  little  things,  that  they  may 
leave  an  agreeable  flavour  upon  the  palate.  Whatever  is  short, 
should  be  nervous,  masculine,  and  compact.  Little  men  are 
so  ;  and  little  poems  should  be  so  ;  because,  where  the  work  is 
short,  the  author  has  no  right  to  the  plea  of  weariness  ;  and 
laziness  is  never  admitted  as  an  available  excuse  in  any  thing. 
Now  you  know  my  opinion,  you  will  very  likely  improve  upon 
my  improvement,  and  alter  my  alterations  for  the  better.  To 
touch  and  retouch  is,  though  some  writers  boast  of  negligence, 
and  others  would  be  ashamed  to  show  their  foul  copies,  the 
secret  of  almost  all  good  writing,  especially  in  verse.  I  am 
never  weary  of  it  myself  ;  and  if  you  would  take  as  much 
pains  as  I  do,  you  would  have  no  need  to  ask  for  my  correc 
tions. 
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Hie  sejiultus  est 

Inter  Kiwrum  lacrymas 

(iULIELMUS  NORTHCOT, 

GULIELMI  et  MA.VLIX  JlliltS 

Untcus,  unice  dilectus, 
Qui  Jloris  rilu  svccisus  cst  semihiantis, 
Aprilis  die  septimo, 

1780,  JEt.  10. 
C'are,  vale .'  Sed  non  esternum,  care,  valeto  ! 

Namque  iterum  tccum,  sim  modo  dlgmts  era  : 
Turn  ni'hil  amplexus  poterit  divellere  nostros, 
Nee  tu  marcesces,  nee  lacrymabor  ego. 

Having  an  English  translation  of  it  by  me,  I  send  it,  though 
it  may  be  of  no  use. 

Farewell !  "  but  not  for  ever,"  Hope  replies, 
"  Trace  but  his  steps,  and  meet  him  in  the  skies  !" 
There  nothing  shall  renew  our  parting  pain, 
Thou  shalt  not  wither,  nor  I  weep  again ! 

The  stanzas  that  I  sent  you  are  maiden  ones,  having  never 
been  seen  by  any  eye  but  your  mother's  and  your  own. 

If  you  send  me  franks,  I  shall  write  longer  letters — Valete, 
sicut  et  nos  valemus  !  Amate,  sicut  et  nos  amamus. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
MON  AMI,  July  8,  1780. 

IF  you  ever  take  the  tip  of  the  Chancellor's  ear  between  your 
finger  and  thumb,  you  can  hardly  improve  the  opportunity  to 
better  purpose,  than  if  you  should  whisper  into  it  the  voice  of 
compassion  and  lenity  to  the  lace-makers.  I  am  an  eye-witness 
of  their  poverty,  and  do  know  that  hundreds  in  this  little  town 
are  upon  the  point  of  starving,  and  that  the  most  unremitting 
industry  is  but  barely  sufficient  to  keep  them  from  it.  I  know 
that  the  bill  by  which  they  would  have  been  so  fatally  affected 
is  thrown  out :  but  Lord  Stormont  threatens  them  with  another  ; 
and  if  another  like  it  should  pass,  they  are  undone.  We  lately 
sent  a  petition  from  hence  to  Lord  Dartmouth  ;  I  signed  it, 
and  am  sure  the  contents  are  true.  The  purport  of  it  was  to 
inform  him  that  there  are  very  near  one  thousand  two  hun 
dred  lace-makers  in  this  beggarly  town,  the  most  of  whom  had 
reason  enough,  while  the  bill  was  in  agitation,  to  look  upon 
every  loaf  they  bought  as  the  last  they  should  ever  be  able  to 
earn.  I  can  never  think  it  good  policy  to  incur  the  certain  in 
convenience  of  ruining  thirty  thousand,  in  order  to  prevent  a 
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remote  and  possible  damage  though  to  a  much  greater  number. 
The  measure  is  like  a  scythe,  and  the  poor  lace-makers  are  the 
sickly  crop  that  trembles  before  the  edge  of  it.  The  prospect 
of  peace  with  America  is  like  the  streak  of  dawn  in  their  hori 
zon  ;  but  this  bill  is  like  a  black  cloud  behind  it,  that  threatens 
their  hope  of  a  comfortable  day  with  utter  extinction. 

I  did  not  perceive  till  this  moment,  that  I  had  tacked  two 
similes  together  ;  a  practice  which,  though  warranted  by  the 
example  of  Homer,  and  allowable  in  an  epic  poem,  is  rather 
luxuriant  and  licentious  in  a  letter  :  lest  I  should  add  another, 
I  conclude.  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 
MOX  AMI,  July  8,  1780. 

Br  this  time,  I  suppose,  you  have  ventured  to  take  your  fingers 
out  of  your  ears,  being  delivered  from  the  deafening  shouts  of 
the  most  zealous  mob  that  ever  strained  their  lungs  in  the 
cause  of  religion.  I  congratulate  you  upon  a  gentle  relapse 
into  the  customary  sounds  of  a  great  city,  which,  though  we 
rustics  abhor  them,  as  noisy  and  dissonant,  are  a  musical  and 
sweet  murmur,  compared  with  what  you  have  lately  heard. 
The  tinkling  of  a  kennel  may  be  distinguished  now,  where  the 
roaring  of  a  cascade  would  have  been  sunk  and  lost.  I  never 
suspected,  till  the  newspapers  informed  me  of  it,  a  few  days 
since,  that  the  barbarous  uproar  had  reached  Great  Queen 
Street.  I  hope  Mrs.  Hill  was  in  the  country,  and  shall  rejoice 
to  hear  that,  as  I  am  sure  you  did  not  take  up  the  protestant 
cudgels  upon  this  hair-brained  occasion,  so  you  have  not  been 
pulled  in  pieces  as  a  papist.  WM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE    RET.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

July  11,  1780. 

I  HA.YE  no  oracular  responses  to  make  you  upon  the  subject 
of  gardening,  while  I  know  that  you  have  both  Miller  and  Mawe 
in  your  possession  ;  to  them  I  refer  you,  but  especially  to  the 
latter,  because  it  will  be  little  or  no  trouble  to  consult  him.  I 
have  heard  that  if  the  first  crop  of  roses  are  cut  off  as  fast  as 
the  buds  appear,  a  second  will  be  produced  in  autumn.  I  do 
not  know  it  to  be  true  ;  but  the  fact  is  easily  ascertained,  and 
I  recommend  it  to  Miss  Shuttleworth  to  make 'the  experiment 
•with  her  scissors. 

I  account  myself  sufficiently  commended  for  my  Latin  ex- 
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ercise,  by  the  number  of  translations  it  has  undergone.  That 
which  you  distinguished  in  the  margin  by  the  word  "better," 
was  the  production  of  a  friend ;  and,  except  that  for  a  modest 
reason  he  omitted  the  third  couplet,  I  think  it  is  a  good  one. 
To  finish  the  group,  I  have  translated  it  myself ;  and  though  I 
would  not  wish  you  to  give  it  to  the  world,  for  more  reasons 
than  one,  especially  lest  some  French  hero  should  call  me  to  an 
account  for  it, — I  add  it  on  the  other  side.  An  author  ought  to 
be  the  best  judge  of  his  own  meaning  ;  and,  whether  I  have 
succeeded  or  not,  1  cannot  but  wish,  that  where  a  translator  is 
wanted,  the  writer  was  always  to  be  his  own. 

False,  cruel,  disappointed,  stung  to  the  heart, 
France  quits  the  warrior's  for  the  assassin's  part ; 
To  dirty  hands,  a  dirty  bribe  conveys, 
Bids  the  low  street  and  lofty  palace  blaze. 
Her  sons  too  weak  to  vanquish  us  alone, 
She  hires  the  worst  and  basest  of  our  own. 
Kneel,  France  !  a  suppliant  conquers  us  with  ease ; 
We  always  spare  a  coward  on  his  knees. 

I  have  often  wondered  that  Dryden's  illustrious  epigram 
on  Milton  (in  my  mind  the  second  best  that  ever  was  made) 
has  never  been  translated  into  Latin,  for  the  admiration  of  the 
learned  in  other  countries.  I  have  at  last  presumed  to  ven 
ture  upon  the  task  myself.  The  great  closeness  of  the  original, 
which  is  equal  in  that  respect  to  the  most  compact  Latin  I  ever 
saw,  made  it  extremely  difficult. 

Tres,  tria,  sed  longe  distantia  sacula,  Votes 

Ostentant,  tribus  e  ffentibiis,  eximios 
Grcecia  sublimem,  cum  wajcstate  disertum 

Roma  tullt,felix  Anylia  iitrisquejiarem. 
Partubus  ex  binis  fcatura  exhausta,  coacta  est 

Tertius  ut  fieret,  con^ociare  Duos. 

I  have  not  one  bright  thought  upon  the  chancellor's  recovery ; 
nor  can  I  strike  off  so  much  as  one  sparkling  atom  from  that 
brilliant  subject.  It  is  not  when  I  will,  nor  upon  what  I  will, 
but  as  a  thought  happens  to  occur  to  me  ;  and  then  I  versify, 
whether  I  will  or  not.  I  never  write  but  for  my  amusement ; 
and  what  I  write  is  sure  to  answer  that  end,  if  it  answers  no 
other.  If,  besides  this  purpose,  the  more  desirable  one  of  en 
tertaining  you  be  effected,  I  then  receive  double  fruit  of  my 
labour,  and  consider  this  produce  of  it  as  a  second  crop,  the 
more  valuable,  because  less  expected.  But  when  I  have  once 
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remitted  a  composition  to  you,  I  have  done  with  it.  It  is  pretty 
certain  that  I  shall  never  read  it  or  think  of  it  again.  From 
that  moment  I  have  constituted  you  sole  judge  of  its  accom 
plishments,  if  it  has  any,  and  of  its  defects,  which  it  is  sure 
to  have. 

For  this  reason  I  decline  answering  the  question  with  which 
you  concluded  your  last,  and  cannot  persuade  myself  to  enter 
into  a  critical  examen  of  the  two  pieces  upon  Lord  Mansfield's 
loss,  either  with  respect  to  their  intrinsic  or  comparative  merit ; 
and  indeed  after  having  rather  discouraged  that  use  of  them 
which  you  had  designed,  there  is  no  occasion  for  it. 

I  understand,  though  I  have  not  seen  it,  that  the  author  of 
Thelyphthora  establishes  many  of  his  premises  upon  his  own 
peculiar  interpretation  of  the  original  Hebrew.  I  am  therefore 
absolutely  incompetent  to  decide  the  question  whether  he  has 
Scripture  on  his  side  or  not,  and  have  no  more  curiosity  to  see 
his  book  than  I  should  have  if  it  were  written  in  that  lan 
guage.  If  I  had  a  wife  of  whom  I  was  weary,  and  wished  to 
be  indulged  with  .the  liberty  of  taking  another,  I  would  cer 
tainly  read  it,  and  study  it  too.  I  should  be  encouraged  in 
this  undertaking,  by  a  hope  that  passion,  prejudice,  and  appe 
tite  combining  together  with  the  author's  ingenuity  to  impose 
upon  me,  might  succeed,  and  release  me  from  the  rusty  and 
old  fashioned  bonds  of  fidelity,  friendship,  and  love.  But  I 
have  no  interest  in  the  question,  at  least  no  other  interest  than 
that  of  every  man  who  wishes  well  to  his  country,  and  would 
be  sorry  to  see  the  honest  and  faithful  English  husband  con 
verted  into  a  Turkish  stallion,  and  the  amiable  character  of 
the  English  wife,  the  most  amiable  in  the  world,  degraded  into 
the  sordid  and  base  condition  of  a  brood  mare.  W.  C. 

TO   THE   RET.  JOHN  KEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  12,  1780. 

SUCH  nights  as  I  frequently  spend,  are  but  a  miserable  prelude 
to  the  succeeding  day,  and  indispose  me,  above  all  things,  to 
the  business  of  writing.  Yet  with  a  pen  in  my  hand,  if  I  am 
able  to  write  at  all,  I  find  myself  gradually  relieved  ;  and  as  1 
am  glad  of  apy  employment  that  may  serve  to  engage  my  at 
tention,  so  especially  I  am  pleased  with  an  opportunity  of  con 
versing  with  you,  though  it  be  but  upon  paper.  This  occupa 
tion  above  all  others  assists  me  in  that  self-deception  to  which 
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I  am  indebted  for  all  the  little  comfort  I  enjoy  ;  things  seem 
to  be  as  they  were,  and  I  almost  forget  that  they  never  can  be 
so  again. 

We  are  both  obliged  to  you  for  a  sight  of  Mr. 's  letter. 

The  friendly  and  obliging  manner  of  it  will  much  enhance  the 
difficulty  of  answering  it.  I  think  I  can  see  plainly  that 
though  he  does  not  hope  for  your  applause,  he  would  gladly 
escape  your  censure.  He  seems  to  approach  you  smoothly 
and  softly,  and  to  take  you  gently  by  the  hand,  as  if  he  be 
spoke  your  lenity,  and  entreated  you  at  least  to  spare  him. 
You  have  such  skill  in  the  management  of  your  pen,  that  I 
doubt  not  you  will  be  able  to  send  him  a  balmy  reproof  that 
shall  give  him  no  reason  to  complain  of  a  broken  head. — How 
delusive  is  the  wildest  speculation  when  pursued  with  eagerness, 
and  nourished  with  such  arguments  as  the  perverted  ingenuity 
of  such  a  mind  as  his  can  easily  furnish ! — Judgment  falls 
asleep  upon  the  bench,  while  Imagination,  like  a  smug,  pert 
counsellor,  stands  chattering  at  the  bar,  and  with  a  deal  of 
fine-spun,  enchanting  sophistry,  carries  all  before  him. 

If  I  had  strength  of  mind,  T  have  not  strength  of  body  for 
the  task  which,  you  say,  some  would  impose  upon  me.  I  can 
not  bear  much  thinking.  The  meshes  of  that  fine  network, 
the  brain,  are  composed  of  such  mere  spinners'  threads  in  me, 
that  when  a  long  thought  finds  its  way  into  them,  it  buzzes, 
and  twangs,  and  bustles  about  at  such  a  rate  as  seems  to 
threaten  the  whole  contexture. — No. — I  must  needs  refer  it 
again  to  you. 

My  enigma  will  probably  find  you  out,  and  you  will  find 
out  my  enigma  at  some  future  time.  I  am  not  in  a  humour 
to  transcribe  it  now.  Indeed  I  wonder  that  a  sportive  thought 
should  ever  knock  at  the  door  of  my  intellects,  and  still  more 
that  it  should  gain  admittance.  It  is  as  if  harlequin  should 
intrude  himself  into  the  gloomy  chamber  where  a  corpse  is 
deposited  in  state.  His  antic  gesticulations  would  be  unsea 
sonable  at  any  rate,  but  more  especially  so  if  they  should  dis 
tort  the  features  of  the  mournful  attendants  into  laughter. 
But  the  mind  long  wearied  with  the  sameness  of  a  dull,  dreary 
prospect,  will  gladly  fix  its  eyes  on  any  thing  that  may  make 
a  little  variety  in  its  contemplations,  though  it  were  but  a  kitten 
playing  with  her  tail. 

You  would  believe,  though  I  did  not  say  it  at  the  end  of 
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every  letter,  that  we  remember  you  and  Mrs.  Newton  with  the 
same  affection  as  ever  ;  but  I  would  not  therefore  excuse  my 
self  from  writing  what  it  gives  you  pleasure  to  read.  I  have 
often  wished  indeed,  when  writing  to  an  ordinary  correspondent, 
for  the  revival  of  the  Roman  custom — salutem  at  top,  and  vale 
at  bottom.  But  as  the  French  have  taught  all  Europe  to  enter 
a  room  and  to  leave  it  with  a  most  ceremonious  bow,  so  they 
have  taught  us  to  begin  and  conclude  our  letters  in  the  same 
manner.  However  I  can  say  to  you, 
Sans  ceremonie, 

Adieu,  mon  ami  !  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   MES.  COWPEE,    PAEK   STEEET,    GEOSVEXOE   SQUAEE. 

MY  DEAR  COUSIN,  July  20,  1780. 

ME.  NEWTOIS"  having  desired  me  to  be  of  the  party,  I  am 
come  to  meet  him.  You  see  me  sixteen  years  older,  at  the 
least,  than  when  I  saw  you  last ;  but  the  effects  of  time  seem 
to  have  taken  place  rather  on  the  outside  of  my  head  than 
within  it.  What  was  brown  is  become  gray,  but  what  was 
foolish  remains  foolish  still.  Green  fruit  must  rot  before  it 
ripens,  if  the  season  is  such  as  to  afford  it  nothing  but  cold 
winds  and  dark  clouds,  that  interrupt  every  ray  of  sunshine. 
My  days  steal  away  silently,  and  march  on  (as  poor  mad 
King  Lear  would  have  made  his  soldiers  march)  as  if  they 
were  shod  with  felt ;  not  so  silently  but  that  I  hear  them  ;  yet 
were  it  not  that  I  am  always  listening  to  their  flight,  having 
no  infirmity  that  I  had  not  when  I  was  much  younger,  I 
should  deceive  myself  with  an  imagination  that  I  am  still  young. 

I  am  fond  of  writing  as  an  amusement  but  do  not  always 
find  it  one.  Being  rather  scantily  furnished  with  subjects 
that  are  good  for  any  thing,  and  corresponding  only  with  those 
who  have  no  relish  for  such  as  are  good  for  nothing,  I  often 
find  myself  reduced  to  the  necessity,  the  disagreeable  necessity 
of  writing  about  myself.  This  does  not  mend  the  matter  much ; 
for  though  in  a  description  of  my  own  condition,  I  discover 
abundant  materials  to  employ  my  pen  upon,  yet  as  the  task  is 
not  very  agreeable  to  me,  so  I  am  sufficiently  aware  that  it  is 
likely  to  prove  irksome  to  others.  A  painter  who  should  con 
fine  himself  in  the  exercise  of  his  art  to  the  drawing  of  his 
own  picture,  must  be  a  wonderful  coxcomb,  if  he  did  not  soon 
grow  sick  of  his  occupation  ;  and  be  peculiarly  fortunate,  if  he 
d.d  not  make  others  as  sick  as  himself. 
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Remote  as  your  dwelling  is  from  the  late  scene  of  riot  and 
confusion,  I  hope  that  though  you  could  not  but  hear  the  re 
port,  you  heard  no  more,  and  that  the  roarings  of  the  mad  mul 
titude  did  not  reach  you.  That  was  a  day  of  terror  to  the  inno 
cent,  and  the  present  is  a  day  of  still  greater  terror  to  the  guilty. 
The  law  was  for  a  few  moments  like  an  arrow  in  the  quiver, 
seemed  to  be  of  no  use,  and  did  no  execution ;  now  it  is  an 
arrow  upon  the  string,  and  many,  who  despised  it  lately,  are 
trembling  as  they  stand  before  the  point  of  it. 

I  have  talked  more  already  than  I  have  formerly  done  in 
three  visits  : — you  remember  my  taciturnity  never  to  be  for 
gotten  by  those  who  knew  me.  Not  to  depart  entirely  from 
what  might  be,  for  aught  I  know,  the  most  shining  part  of 
my  character,  I  here  shut  my  mouth,  make  my  bow,  and  re 
turn  to  Olney.  W.  C. 

TO   THE   KEY.  WILLIAM   UXWI^. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  July  27,  1780. 

As  two  men  sit  silent,  after  having  exhausted  all  their  topics 
of  conversation,  one  says — "  It  is  very  fine  weather," — and 
the  other  says — "Yes;" — one  blows  his  nose,  and  the  other 
rubs  his  eyebrows  ;  (by  the  way,  this  is  very  much  in  Homer's 
manner),  sue*,  seems  to  be  the  case  between  you  and  me. 
After  a  silence  of  some  days,  I  wrote  you  a  long  something, 
that  (I  suppose)  was  nothing  to  the  purpose,  because  it  has 
not  afforded  you  materials  for  an  answer.  Nevertheless,  as  it 
often  happens  in  the  case  above-stated,  one  of  the  distressed 
parties,  being  deeply  sensible  of  the  awkwardness  of  a  dumb 
duet,  breaks  silence  again,  and  resolves  to  speak,  though  he 
has  nothing  to  say.  So  it  fares  with  me ;  I  am  with  you  again 
in  the  form  of  an  epistle,  though  considering  my  present  empti 
ness,  I  have  reason  to  fear  that  your  only  joy  upon  the  occasion 
will  be,  that  it  is  conveyed  to  you  in  a  frank. 

When  I  began,  I  expected  no  interruption.  But  if  I  had 
expected  interruptions  without  end,  I  should  have  been  less 
disappointed.  First  came  the  barber  ;  who,  after  having  em 
bellished  the  outside  of  my  head,  has  left  the  inside  just  as  un 
furnished  as  he  found  it.  Then  came  Olney  bridge, — not  into 
the  house,  but  into  the  conversation.  The  cause  relating  to  it 
was  tried  on  Tuesday  at  Buckingham.  The  judge  directed  the 
jury  to  find  a  verdict  favourable  to  Olney.  The  jury  consisted 
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of  one  knave  and  eleven  fools.  The  last-mentioned  followe" 
the  afore-mentioned,  as  sheep  follow  a  bell-wether,  and  decided 
in  direct  opposition  to  the  said  judge.  'Fhen  a  flaw  was  dis 
covered  in  the  indictment.  The  indictment  was  quashed,  and 
an  order  made  for  a  new  trial.  The  nc-AV  trial  will  be  in  the 
King's  Bench,  where  said  knave  and  said  i'ools  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  So  the  men  of  Olney  fling  up  their  caps,  an.v 
assure  themselves  of  a  complete  victory.  A  victory  will  save 
me  and  your  mother  many  shillings,  perhaps  some  pounds, 
which  except  that  it  has  afforded  me  a  subject  to  write  upon, 
was  the  only  reason,  why  I  have  said  so  much  abwit  it.  I 
know  you  take  an  interest  in  all  that  concerns  us,  and  will 
consequently  rejoice  with  us  in  the  prospect  of  an  event  in 
which  we  are  concerned  so  nearlv. 

Yours  affectionately,         W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV   JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    SIR,  July  30,   1/80. 

You  may  think  perhaps  that  I  deal  more  liberally  with  Mr. 
Unwin,  in  the  way  of  poetical  export  than  I  do  with  you,  and 
I  believe  you  have  reason  :  the  truth  is  this  ; — If  I  walked  the 
streets  with  a  fiddle  under  my  arm,  I  should  never  think  of 
performing  before  the  window  of  a  Privy  Counsellor,  or  a  Chief 
Justice,  but  should  rather  make  free  with  ears  more  likely  to 
be  open  to  such  amusement.  The  trifles  I  produce  in  this 
way  are  indeed  such  trifles,  that  I  cannot  think  them  season 
able  presents  for  you.  Mr.  Unwin  himself  would  not  be 
offended  if  I  was  to  tell  him  that  there  is  this  difference  be 
tween  him  and  Mr.  Newton ;  that  the  latter  is  already  an  apostle, 
while  he  himself  is  only  undergoing  the  business  of  an  incu 
bation,  with  a  hope  that  he  may  be  hatched  in  time.  When  my 
Muse  comes  forth  arrayed  in  sables,  at  least  in  a  robe  of  graver 
cast,  I  make  no  scruple  to  direct  her  to  my  friend  at  Hoxton. 
This  has  been  one  reason  why  I  have  so  long  delayed  the  riddle. 
But  lest  I  should  seem  to  set  a  value  upon  it,  that  I  do  not, 
by  making  it  an  object  of  still  further  inquiry,  here  it  comes. 

I  am  just  two  and  two,  I  am  warm,  I  am  cold. 
And  the  parent  of  numbers  that  cannot  be  told  ; 
I  am  lawful,  unlawful — a  duty,  a  fault ; 
I  am  often  sold  dear,  good  for  nothing  when  bought, 
An  extraordinary  boon,  and  a  matter  of  course, 
And  yielded  with  pleasure — when  taken  by  forixu 

w.  c. 
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TO   THE    EEV.  WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  August  6,   1780. 

You  like  to  hear  from  me  :  this  is  a  very  good  reason  why  I 
should  write. — But  I  have  nothing  to  say  :  this  seems  equally  a 
good  reason  why  I  should  not.  Yet  if  you  had  alighted  from 
your  horse  at  our  door  this  morning,  and  at  this  present  writing, 
being  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  had  found  occasion  to  s'ay 
to  me — "  Mr.  Cowper,  you  have  not  spoke  since  I  came  in  ; 
have  you  resolved  never  to  speak  again  ?"  it  would  be  but  a 
poor  reply,  if  in  answer  to  the  summons  I  should  plead  inability 
as  my  best  and  only  excuse.  And  this  by  the  way  suggests  to 
me  a  seasonable  piece  of  instruction,  and  reminds  me  of  what 
I  am  very  apt  to  forget,  when  I  have  any  epistolary  business 
in  hand,  that  a  letter  may  be  written  upon  any  thing  or  nothing 
just  as  that  any  thing  or  nothing  happens  to  occur.  A  man  that 
has  a  journey  before  him  twenty  miles  in  length,  which  he  is 
to  perform  on  foot,  will  not  hesitate  and  doubt  whether  he 
shall  set  put  or  not,  because  he  does  not  readily  conceive  how 
he  shall  ever  reach  the  end  of  it :  for  he  knows,  that  by  the 
simple  operation  of  moving  one  foot  forward  first,  and  then 
the  other,  he  shall  be  sure  to  accomplish  it.  So  it  is  in  the 
present  case,  and  so  it  is  in  every  similar  case.  A  letter  is 
written  as  a  conversation  is  maintained,  or  a  journey  per 
formed  ;  not  by  preconcerted  or  premeditated  means,  a  new 
contrivance,  or  an  invention  never  heard  of  before, — but  merely 
by  maintaining  a  progress,  and  resolving  as  a  postilion  does, 
having  once  set  out,  never  to  stop  till  we  reach  the  appointed 
end.  If  a  man  may  talk  without  thinking,  why  may  he  not 
write  upon  the  same  terms  ?  A  grave  gentleman  of  the  last 
century,  a  tie-wig,  square-toe,  Steinkirk  figure,  would  say — 
"  My  good  sir,  a  man  has  no  right  to  do  either."  But  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  the  present  century  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
mouldy  opinions  of  the  last ;  and  so  good  Sir  Launcelot,  or 
Sir1  Paul,  or  whatever  be  your  name,  step  into  your  picture 
frame  again,  and  look  as  if  you  thought  for  another  century, 
and  leave  us  moderns  in  the  mean  time  to  think  when  we  can, 
and  to  write  whether  we  can  or  not,  else  we  might  as  well  be 
dead  as  you  are. 

When  we  look  back  upon  our  forefathers,  we   seem  to  look 

1  A  whimsical  blunder  in  one  edition  of  Cowper's  works  has   converted 
this  into  St.  Paul. 

1$.  C. — 2.  T 
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back  upon  the  people  of  another  nation,  almost  upon  creatures 
of  another  species.  Their  vast  rambling  mansions,  spacious 
halls,  and  painted  casements,  the  gothic  porch  smothered  with 
honeysuckles,  their  little  gardens  and  high  walls,  their  box- 
edgings,  halls  of  holly,  and  yew-tree  statues,  are  become  so  en 
tirely  unfashionable  now,  that  we  can  hardly  believe  it  possible, 
that  a  people  who  resembled  us  so  little  in  their  taste,  should 
resemble  us  in  any  thing  else.  But  in  every  thing  else,  I 
suppose,  they  were  our  counterparts  exactly  ;  and  time,  that 
has  sewed  up  the  slashed  sleeve,  and  reduced  the  large  trunk 
hose  to  a  neat  pair  of  silk  stockings,  has  left  human  nature  just 
where  it  found  it.  The  inside  of  the  man  at  least  has  undergone 
no  change.  His  passions,  appetites,  and  aims,  are  just  what 
they  ever  were.  They  wear  perhaps  a  handsomer  disguise  than 
they  did  in  days  of  yore ;  for  philosophy  and  literature  will 
have  their  effect  upon  the  exterior ;  but  in  every  other  respect 
a  modern  is  only  an  ancient  in  a  different  dress.  W.  C. 

TO    JOSEPH    HILL,  ESQ. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  Aug.  10,  1780. 

I  GREET  you  at  your  castle  of  Buen  Retire,  and  wish  you  could 
enjoy  the  unmixt  pleasures  of  the  country  there.  But  it 
seems  you  are  obliged  to  dash  the  cup  with  a  portion  of  those 
bitters  you  are  always  swallowing  in  town.  Well — you  are 
honourably  and  usefully  employed,  and  ten  times  more  bene 
ficially  to  society,  than  if  you  were  piping  to  a  few  sheep  under 
a  spreading  beech,  or  listening  to  a  tinkling  rill .  Besides,  by 
the  effect  of  long  custom  and  habitual  practice,  you  are  not 
only  enabled  to  endure  your  occupation,  but  even  find  it  agree 
able.  I  remember  the  time  when  it  would  not  have  suited 
you  so  well,  to  have  devoted  so  large  a  part  of  your  vacation 
to  the  objects  of  your  profession  ;  and  you,  I  dare  say,  have 
not  forgot  what  a  seasonable  relaxation  you  found,  when,  lying 
at  full  stretch  upon  the  ruins  of  an  old  wall,  by  the  sea-side, 
you  amused  yourself  with  Tasso's  Jerusalem,  and  the  Pastor 
Fido.  I  recollect  that  we  both  pitied  Mr.  De  Grey,  when  we 
called  at  his  cottage  at  Taplow,  and  found,  not  the  master  in 
deed,  but  his  desk,  with  his  white-leaved  folio  upon  it,  which 
bespoke  him  as  much  a  man  of  business  in  his  retirement  as  in 
Westminster  Hall.  But  by  these  steps  he  ascended  the  Bench. 
Now  he  may  read  what  he  pleases,  and  ride  where  he  will,  if 


TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ.  275 

the  gout  will  give  him  leave.     And  you  who  have  no  gout,  and 
probably  never  will,  when  your  hour  of  dismission  comes,  will, 
for  that  reason,  if  for  no  other,  be  a  happier  man  than  he. 
I  am,  my  dear  friend, 

affectionately  yours,         \VM.  COWPER. 

P.  S.  Mr. has  not  thought  proper  to  favour  me  with 

his  book,  and  having  no  interest  in  the  subject,  I  have  not 
thought  proper  to  purchase  it.  Indeed  I  have  no  curiosity  to 
read  what  I  am  sure  must  be  erroneous  before  I  read  it.  Truth 
is  worth  every  thing  that  can  be  given  for  it ;  but  a  mere  dis 
play  of  ingenuity,  calculated  only  to  mislead,  is  worth  nothing. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

August  21,  1780. 

THE  following  occurrence  ought  not  to  be  passed  over  in  silence, 
in  a  place  where  so  few  notable  ones  are  to  be  met  with.  Last 
Wednesday  night,  while  we  were  at  supper,  between  the  hours 
of  eight  and  nine,  I  heard  an  unusual  noise  in  the  back  par 
lour,  as  if  one  of  the  hares  was  entangled,  and  endeavouring 
to  disengage  herself.  I  was  just  going  to  rise  from  table,  when 
it  ceased.  In  about  five  minutes,  a  voice  on  the  outside  of 
the  parlour  door  inquired  if  one  of  my  hares  had  got  away. 
I  immediately  rushed  into  the  next  room,  and  found  that  my 
poor  favourite  Puss  had  made  her  escape.  She  had  gnawed 
in  sunder  the  strings  of  a  lattice  work,  with  which  I  thought 
I  had  sufficiently  secured  the  window,  and  which  I  preferred 
to  any  other  sort  of  blind,  because  it  admitted  plenty  of  air. 
From  thence  I  hastened  to  the  kitchen,  where  I  saw  the  re 
doubtable  Thomas  Freeman,  who  told  me,  that  having  seen 
her,  just  after  she  had  dropped  into  the  street,  he  attempted 
to  cover  her  with  his  hat,  but  she  screamed  out,  and  leaped 
directly  over  his  head.  I  then  desired  him  to  pursue  as  fast  as 
possible,  and  added  Richard  Coleman  to  the  chase,  as  being 
nimbler,  and  carrying  less  weight  than  Thomas  ;  not  expecting 
to  see  her  again,  but  desirous  to  learn,  if  possible,  what  became 
of  her.  In  something  less  than  an  hour,  Richard  returned, 
almost  breathless,  with  the  following  account.  That  soon  after 
he  began  to  run,  he  left  Tom  behind  him,  and  came  in  sight 
of  a  most  numerous  hunt  of  men,  women,  children,  and  dogs  ; 
that  he  did  his  best  to  keep  back  the  dogs,  and  presently 
outstripped  the  crowd,  so  that  the  race  was  at  last  disputed 
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between  himself  and  Puss  ; — she  ran  right  through  the  town, 
and  down  the  lane  that  leads  to  Dropshort ;  a  little  before  she 
came  to  the  house,  he  got  the  start  and  turned  her  ;  she 
pushed  for  the  town  again,  and  soon  after  she  entered  it,  sought 
shelter  in  Mr.  Wagstaffs  tanyard,  adjoining  to  old  Mr.  Drake's. 
Sturges's  harvest  men  were  at  supper,  and  saw  her  from  the 
opposite  side  of  the  way.  There  she  encountered  the  tanpits 
full  of  water ;  and  while  she  was  struggling  out  of  one  pit, 
and  plunging  into  another,  and  almost  drowned,  one  of  the 
men  drew  her  out  by  the  ears,  and  secured  her.  She  was  then 
well  washed  in  a  bucket  to  get  the  lime  out  of  her  coat,  and 
brought  home  in  a  sack  at  ten  o'clock. 

This  frolic  cost  us  four  shillings,  bxit  you  may  believe  we 
did  not  grudge  a  farthing  of  it.  The  poor  creature  received 
only  a  little  hurt  in  one  of  her  claws,  and  in  one  of  her 
.ears,  and  is  now  almost  as  well  as  ever. 

I  do  not  call  this  an  answer  to  your  letter,  but  such  as  it  is  I 
.•send  it,  presuming  upon  that  interest  which  I  know  you  take 
in  my  minutest  concerns,  which  I  cannot  express  better  than 
in  tie  words  of  Terence  a  little  varied — Nihil  mei  a  te  alienum 
putas.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

•ffO   MBS.    COWPEB,    PABK   STBEET,  GBOSYENOB   SQTJAKE. 
MY  D«AR  COUSIN,  August  31,  1780. 

I  A5t  obUged  to  you  for  your  long  letter,  which  did  not  seem 
so  ;  aiad  for  your  short  one,  which  was  more  than  I  had  any 
reason  to  expect.  Short  as  it  was,  it  conveyed  to  me  two  inte 
resting  articles  of  intelligence  :  An  account  of  your  recovering 
from  a  fever,  and  of  Lady  Cowper's  death.  The  latter  was, 
I  suppose,  to  be  expected,  for  by  what  remembrance  I  have  of 
her  lady«'hip,  who  was  never  much  acquainted  with  her,  she 
had  reached  those  years  that  are  always  found  upon  the  borders 
of  another  world.  As  for  you,  your  time  of  life  is  compara 
tively  of  a  youthful  date.  You  may  think  of  death  as  much  as 
you  please,  (you  cannot  think  of  it  too  much),  but  I  hope 
you  will  live  to  think  of  it  many  years. 

It  costs  me  not  much  difficulty  to  suppose  that  my  friends 
who  were  already  grown  old  when  I  saw  them  last,  are  old  still ; 
but  it  costs  me  a  good  deal  sometimes  to  think  of  those  who 
were  at  that  time  young,  as  being  older  than  they  were.  Not 
having  been  an  eye-witness  of  the  change  that  time  has  made 
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in  them,  and  my  former  idea  of  them  not  being  corrected  by 
observation,  it  remains  the  same  ;  my  memory  presents  me 
with  this  image  unimpaired,  and  while  it  retains  the  resem 
blance  of  what  they  were,  forgets  that  by  this  time  the  picture 
may  have  lost  much  of  its  likeness,  through  the  alteration  that 
succeeding  years  have  made  in  the  original.  I  know  not  what 
impressions  Time  may  have  made  upon  your  person,  for  while 
his  claws,  (as  our  grannams  called  them)  strike  deep  furrows 
in  some  faces,  he  seems  to  sheath  them  with  much  tenderness, 
as  if  fearful  of  doing  injury  to  others.  But  though  an 
enemy  to  the  person,  he  is  a  friend  to  the  mind,  and  you  have 
found  him  so.  Though  even  in  this  respect  his  treatment  of 
us  depends  upon  what  he  meets  with  at  our  hands  ;  if  we  use 
him  well,  and  listen  to  his  admonitions,  he  is  a  friend  indeed, 
but  otherwise  the  worst  of  enemies,  who  takes  from  us  daily 
something  that  we  valued,  and  gives  us  nothing  better  in  its 
stead.  It  is  well  with  them  who,  like  you,  can  stand  a  tiptoe 
on  the  mountain  top  of  human  life,  look  down  with  pleasure 
upon  the  valley  they  have  passed,  and  sometimes  stretch  their 
wings  in  joyful  hope  of  a  happy  flight  into  eternity.  Yet  a 
little  while,  and  your  hope  wUl  be  accomplished. 

When  you  can  favour  me  with  a  little  account  of  your  own 
family,  without  inconvenience,  I  shall  be  glad  to  receive  it ; 
for  though  separated  from  my  kindred  by  little  more  than 
half  a  century  of  miles,  I  know  as  little  of  their  concerns  as 
if  oceans  and  continents  were  interposed  between  us. 

Yours,  my  dear  cousin,  W.  C. 

TO    THE    EEV.    WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Sept.  3,    1780. 

I  AM  glad  you  are  so  provident,  and  that,  while  you  are  yet 
young,  you  have  furnished  yourself  with  the  means  of  comfort 
in  old  age.  Your  crutch  and  your  pipe  may  be  of  use  to  you, 
(and  may  they  be  so,)  should  your  years  be  extended  to  an 
antediluvian  date ;  and  for  your  present  accommodation, 
you  seem  to  want  nothing  but  a  clerk  called  Snuffle,  and  a 
sexton  of  the  name  of  Skeleton,  to  make  your  ministerial 
equipage  complete. 

I  think  I  have  read  as  much  of  the  first  volume  of  the 
Biographia  as  I  shall  ever  read.  I  find  it  very  amusing  ;  more 
so  perhaps  than  it  would  have  been  had  they  sifted  their  cha- 
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racters  with  more  exactness,  and  admitted  none  but  those  who 
had  in  some  way  or  other  entitled  themselves  to  immortality,  by 
deserving  well  of  the  public.  Such  a  compilation  would  perhaps 
have  been  more  judicious,  though  I  confess  it  would  have 
afforded  less  variety.  The  priests  and  the  monks  of  earlier,  and 
the  doctors  of  later  days,  who  have  signalized  themselves  by 
nothing  but  a  controversial  pamphlet,  long  since  thrown  by, 
and  never  to  be  perused  again,  might  have  been  forgotten, 
without  injury  or  loss  to  the  national  character  for  learning 
or  genius.  This  observation  suggested  to  me  the  following 
lines,  which  may  serve  to  illustrate  my  meaning,  and  at 
the  same  time  to  give  my  criticism  a  sprightlier  air. 

Oh  fond  attempt,  to  give  a  deathless  lot 
To  names  ignoble,  born  to  be  forgot ! 
In  vain,  recorded  in  historic  page, 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age  ; 
Those  twinkling,  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one,  from  Fame's  neglecting  hand ; 
Lethean  gulfs  receive  them  as  they  fall, 
And  dark  oblivion  soon  absorbs  them  all. 
So  when  a  child  (as  playful  children  use) 
Has  burnt  to  cinder  a  stale  last-year's  news, 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  fire, 
There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  squire, 

There  goes  the  parson O  illustrious  spark  ! 

And  there scarce  less  illustrious goes  the  clerk  ! 

Virgil  admits  none  but  worthies  into  the  Elysian  Fields  ;  I 
cannot  recollect  the  lines  in  which  he  describes  them  all,  but 
these  in  particular  I  well  remember — 

Quique  sui  memores  alias  fe.cere  merendo, 
Inventas  aut  qui  vitam  excoluerc  per  artes. 

A  chaste  and  scrupulous  conduct  like  his  would  well  become 
the  writer  of  national  biography.  But  enough  of  this. 

Our  respects  attend  Miss  Shuttleworth,  with  many  thanks 
for  her  intended  present.  Some  purses  derive  all  their  value 
from  their  contents,  but  these  will  have  an  intrinsic  value  of 
their  own:  and  though  mine  should  be  often  empty,  which 
is  not  an  improbable  supposition,  I  shall  still  esteem  it  highly 
on  its  own  account. 

If  you  could  meet  with  a  second-hand  Virgil,  ditto  Homer, 
both  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  together  with  a  Clavis,  for  I  have  no 
Lexicon,  and  all  tolerably  cheap,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  if  you 
will  make  the  purchase.  Yours,  W.  C. 
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TO   THE   EEV.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Sept.  7,   1/80. 

As  many  gentlemen  as  there  are  in  the  world,  who  have 
children,  and  heads  capable  of  reflecting  on  the  important  sub 
ject  of  their  education,  so  many  opinions  there  are  about  it ; 
many  of  them  just  and  sensible,  though  almost  all  differing 
from  each  other.  With  respect  to  the  education  of  boys,  I 
think  they  are  generally  made  to  draw  in  Latin  and  Greek 
trammels  too  soon.  It  is  pleasing,  no  doubt,  to  a  parent,  to  see 
his  child  already  in  some  sort  a  proficient  in  those  languages, 
at  an  age  when  most  others  are  entirely  ignorant  of  them  ; 
but  hence  it  often  happens,  that  a  boy,  who  would  construe  a 
fable  in  JSsop  at  six  or  seven  years  of  age,  having  exhausted 
his  little  stock  of  attention  and  diligence  in  making  that 
notable  acquisition,  grows  weary  of  his  task,  conceives  a  dis 
like  for  study,  and  perhaps  makes  but  a  very  indifferent  progress 
afterwards.  The  mind  and  the  body  have  in  this  respect  a 
striking  resemblance  of  each  other.  In  childhood  they  are  both 
nimble,  but  not  strong  ;  they  can  skip  and  frisk  about  with 
wonderful  agility,  but  hard  labour  spoils  them  both.  In  ma- 
turer  years  they  become  less  active,  but  more  vigorous,  more 
capable  of  a  fixed  application,  and  can  make  themselves  sport 
with  that  which  a  little  earlier  would  have  affected  them  with 
intolerable  fatigue.  I  should  recommend  it  to  you  therefore, 
— (but  after  all  you  must  judge  for  yourself,)  to  allot  the  two 
next  years  of  little  John's  scholarship  to  writing  and  arith 
metic,  together  with  which,  for  variety's  sake,  and  because  it 
is  capable  of  being  formed  into  an  amusement,  I  would  mingle 
geography,  a  science  (which,  if  not  attended  to  betimes,  is 
seldom  made  an  object  of  much  consideration)  essentially  neces 
sary  to  the  accomplishment  of  a  gentleman,  yet  (as  I  know  by 
sad  experience)  imperfectly,  if  at  all,  inculcated  in  the  schools. 
Lord  Spencer's  son,  when  he  was  four  years  of  age,  knew  the 
situation  of  every  kingdom,  country,  city,  river,  and  remark 
able  mountain  in  the  world.  For  this  attainment,  which  I  sup 
pose  his  father  had  never  made,  he  was  indebted  to  a  play 
thing  ;  having  been  accustomed  to  amuse  himself  with  those 
maps  which  are  cut  into  several  compartments,  so  as  to  be 
thrown  into  a  heap  of  confusion,  that  they  may  be  put  together 
again  with  an  exact  coincidence  of  all  their  angles  and  bear 
ings,  so  as  to  form  a  perfect  whole. 
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If  lie  begins  Latin  and  Greek  at  eight,  or  even  at  nine  years 
of  age,  it  is  surely  soon  enough.  Seven  years,  the  usual  al 
lowance  for  those  acquisitions,  are  more  than  sufficient  for  the 
purpose,  especially  with  his  readiness  in  learning  ;  for  you 
would  hardly  wish  to  have  him  qualified  for  the  university  be 
fore  fifteen,  a  period,  in  my  mind,  much  too  early  for  it,  and 
when  he  could  hardly  be  trusted  there  without  the  utmost 
danger  to  his  morals.  Upon  the  whole,  you  will  perceive  that 
in  my  judgment  the  difficulty,  as  well  as  the  wisdom,  consists 
more  in  bridling  in,  and  keeping  back,  a  boy  of  his  parts,  than 
in  pushing  him  forward.  If,  therefore,  at  the  end  of  the  two 
next  years,  instead  of  putting  a  grammar  into  his  hand,  you 
should  allow  him  to  amuse  himself  with  some  agreeable  writers 
upon  the  subject  of  natural  philosophy  for  another  year,  I 
think  it  would  answer  well.  There  is  a  book  called  Cosmo- 
theoria  Puerilis,  there  are  Derham's  Physico-,  and  Astro-theo 
logy,  together  with  several  others,  in  the  same  manner,  very 
intelligible  even  to  a  child,  and  full  of  useful  instruction. 

Plums  and  pears  in  my  next.  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BET.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND,  Sept.   17,   1780. 

You  desire  my  further  thoughts  on  the  subject  of  education. 
I  send  you  such  as  had  for  the  most  part  occurred  to  me  when 
I  wrote  last,  but  could  not  be  comprised  in  a  single  letter. 
They  are  indeed  on  a  different  branch  of  this  interesting  theme, 
but  not  less  important  than  the  former. 

I  think  it  your  happiness,  and  wish  you  to  think  it  so  your 
self,  that  you  are  in  every  respect  qualified  for  the  task  of  in 
structing  your  son,  and  preparing  him  for  the  university,  with 
out  committing  him  to  the  care  of  a  stranger.  In  my  judg 
ment,  a  domestic  education  deserves  the  preference  to  a  public 
one  on  a  hundred  accounts,  which  I  have  neither  time  nor 
room  to  mention.  I  shall  only  touch  upon  two  or  three  that 
I  cannot  but  consider  as  having  a  right  to  your  most  earnest 
attention. 

In  a  public  school,  or  indeed  in  any  school,  his  morals  are 
sure  to  be  but  little  attended  to,  and  his  religion  not  at  all. 
If  he  can  catch  the  love  of  virtue  from  the  fine  things  that  are 
spoken  of  it  in  the  classics,  and  the  love  of  holiness  from 
a  customary  attendance  upon  such  preaching  as  he  is  likely 
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to  hear,  it  will  be  well ;  but  I  am  sure  you  have  had  too  many 
opportunities  to  observe  the  inefficacy  of  such  means,  to  ex 
pect  any  such  advantage  from  them.  In  the  mean  time,  the 
more  powerful  influence  of  bad  example,  and  perhaps  bad  com 
pany,  will  continually  counterwork  these  only  preservatives  he 
can  meet  with,  and  may  possibly  send  him  home  to  you,  at  the 
end  of  five  or  six  years,  such  as  you  will  be  sorry  to  see  him. 
You  escaped  indeed  the  contagion  yourself;  but  a  few  instances 
of  happy  exemption  from  a  general  malady  are  no  sufficient 
warrant  to  conclude,  that  it  is  therefore  not  infectious,  or  may 
be  encountered  without  danger. 

You  have  seen  too  much  of  the  world,  and  are  a  man  of 
too  much  reflection,  not  to  have  observed  that  in  proportion  as 
the  sons  of  a  family  approach  to  years  of  maturity,  they  lose  a 
sense  of  obligation  to  their  parents,  and  seem  at  last  almost 
divested  of  that  tender  affection  which  the  nearest  of  all  rela 
tions  seems  to  demand  from  them.  I  have  often  observed  it 
myself,  and  have  always  thought  I  could  sufficiently  account 
for  it,  without  laying  all  the  blame  upon  the  children.  While 
they  continue  in  their  parents'  house,  they  are  every  day  obliged, 
and  every  day  reminded  how  much  it  is  their  interest,  as  well 
as  a  duty,  to  be  obliging  and  affectionate  in  return.  But  at  eight 
or  nine  years  of  age  the  boy  goes  to  school.  From  that  mo 
ment  he  becomes  a  stranger  in  his  father's  house.  The  course 
of  parental  kindness  is  intercepted.  The  smiles  of  his  mother, 
the  tender  admonitions,  and  the  solicitous  care  of  both  his 
parents,  are  no  longer  before  his  eyes  :  year  after  year  he  feels 
himself  more  and  more  detached  from  them,  till  at  last  he  is 
so  effectually  weaned  from  the  connexion,  as  to  find  himself 
happier  any  where  than  in  their  company. 

I  should  have  been  glad  of  a  frank  for  this  letter,  for  I  have 
said  but  little  of  what  I  could  say  upon  the  subject,  and  per 
haps  I  may  not  be  able  to  catch  it  by  the  end  again.  If  I  can, 
I  shall  add  to  it  hereafter. 

The  Breda  is  the  best  late  apricot,  and  the  Empress  or  Im- 
peratrice  plum  is  that  which  your  mother  principally  recom 
mends.  It  turns  to  a  fine  dried  sweetmeat  upon  the  tree,  but 
must  not  be  gathered  sooner.  Yours,  "W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.    WILLIAM   TJNWIK. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  5,   1780. 

Now  for  the  sequel.     You  have  anticipated  one  of  my  argu- 
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ments  in  favour  of  a  private  education,  therefore  I  need  say 
but  little  about  it.  The  folly  of  supposing  that  the  mother- 
tongue,  in  some  respects  the  most  difficult  of  all  tongues, 
may  be  acquired  without  a  teacher,  is  predominant  in  all  the 
public  schools  that  I  have  ever  heard  of.  To  pronounce  it 
well,  to  speak  and  to  write  it  with  fluency  and  elegance,  are  no 
easy  attainments ;  not  one  in  fifty  of  those  who  pass  through 
Westminster  and  Eton,  arrive  at  any  remarkable  proficiency  in 
these  accomplishments  ;  and  they  that  do  are  more  indebted  to 
their  own  study  and  application  for  it,  than  to  any  instruction 
received  there.  In  general,  there  is  nothing  so  pedantic  as  the 
style  of  a  schoolboy,  if  he  aims  at  any  style  at  all ;  and  if  he 
does  not,  he  is  of  course  inelegant,  and  perhaps  ungram- 
matical.  A  defect,  no  doubt,  in  great  measure  owing  to  the  want 
of  cultivation ;  for  the  same  lad  that  is  often  commended  for  his 
Latin,  frequently  would  deserve  to  be  whipped  for  his  English, 
if  the  fault  were  not  more  his  master's  than  his  own.  I  know 
not  where  this  evil  is  so  likely  to  be  prevented  as  at  home, — sup 
posing  always,  nevertheless  (which  is  the  case  in  your  in 
stance),  that  the  boy's  parents,  and  their  acquaintance,  are 
persons  of  elegance  and  taste  themselves.  For-  to  converse 
with  those  who  converse  with  propriety,  and  to  be  directed 
to  such  authors  as  have  refined  and  improved  the  language  by 
their  productions,  are  advantages  which  he  cannot  elsewhere 
enjoy  in  an  equal  degree.  And  though  it  requires  some  time 
to  regulate  the  taste,  and  fix  the  judgement,  and  these  effects 
must  be  gradually  wrought  even  upon  the  best  understanding, 
yet  I  suppose  much  less  time  will  be  necessary  for  the  purpose 
than  could  at  first  be  imagined,  because  the  opportunities  of 
improvement  are  continual. 

I  promised  to  say  little  on  this  topic,  and  I  have  said  so 
much,  that  if  I  had  not  a  frank  I  must  burn  my  letter  and 
begin  again. 

A  public  education  is  often  recommended  as  the  most 
effectual  remedy  for  that  bashful  and  awkward  constraint,  so 
epidemical  among  the  youth  of  our  country.  But  I  verily  be 
lieve  that  instead  of  being  a  cure,  it  is  often  the  cause  of  it. 
For  seven  or  eight  years  of  his  life,  the  boy  has  hardly  seen  or 
conversed  with  a  man,  or  a  woman,  except  the  maids  at  his 
boarding  house.  A  gentleman  or  a  lady  are  consequently  such 
novelties  to  him,  that  he  is  perfectly  at  a  loss  to  know  v  hat  sort 
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of  behaviour  he  should  preserve  before  them.  He  plays  with  his 
buttons,  or  the  strings  of  his  hat,  he  blows  his  nose,  and  hangs 
down  his  head,  is  conscious  of  his  own  deficiency  to  a  degree 
that  makes  him  quite  unhappy,  and  trembles  lest  any  one 
should  speak  to  him,  because  that  would  quite  overwhelm 
him.  Is  not  all  this  miserable  shyness  evidently  the  effect  of 
his  education  ?  To  me  it  appears  to  be  so.  If  he  saw  good 
company  every  day,  he  would  never  be  terrified  at  the  sight  of 
it,  and  a  room  full  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  would  alarm  him 
no  more  than  the  chairs  they  sit  on.  Such  is  the  effect  of 
custom. 

I  need  add  nothing  further  on  this  subject,  because  I  believe 
little  John  is  as  likely  to  be  exempted  from  this  weakness  as 
most  young  gentlemen  we  shall  meet  with.  He  seems  to  have 
his  father's  spirit  in  this  respect,  in  whom  I  could  never  dis 
cern  the  least  trace  of  bashfulness,  though  I  have  often  heard 
him  complain  of  it.  Under  your  management,  and  the  influence 
of  your  example,  I  think  he  can  hardly  fail  to  escape  it.  If 
he  does,  he  escapes  that  which  makes  many  a  man  uncomfort 
able  for  life  ;  and  has  ruined  not  a  few,  by  forcing  them  into 
mean  and  dishonourable  company  where  only  they  could  be 
free  and  cheerful. 

Connexions  formed  at  school  are  said  to  be  lasting,  and  often 
beneficial.  There  are  two  or  three  stories  of  this  kind  upon 
record,  which  would  not  be  so  constantly  cited  as  they  are, 
whenever  this  subject  happens  to  be  mentioned,  if  the  chronicle 
that  preserves  their  remembrance  had  many  besides  to  boast 
of.  For  my  own  part,  I  found  such  friendships,  though 
warm  enough  in  their  commencement,  surprisingly  liable  to 
extinction  ;  and  of  seven  or  eight,  whom  I  had  selected  for  in 
timates  out  of  about  three  hundred,  in  ten  years  time  not  one 
was  left  me.  The  truth  is,  that  there  may  be,  and  often  is 
an  attachment  of  one  boy  to  another,  that  looks  very  like  a 
friendship ;  and  while  they  are  in  circumstances  that  enable 
them  mutually  to  oblige  and  to  assist  each  other  promises  well, 
and  bids  fair  to  be  lasting.  But  they  are  no  sooner  separated 
from  each  other,  by  entering  into  the  world  at  large,  than  other 
connexions,  and  new  employments,  in  which  they  no  longer 
share  together,  efface  the  remembrance  of  what  passed  in 
earlier  days,  and  they  become  strangers  to  each  other  for  ever. 
Add  to  this,  that  the  man  frequently  differs  so  much  from  the 
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Loy, — his  principles,  manners,  temper,  and  conduct,  undergo  so 
great  an  alteration, — that  we  no  longer  recognise  in  him  our 
old  playfellow,  but  find  him  utterly  unworthy  and  unfit  for  the 
place  he  once  held  in  our  affections. 

To  close  this  article,  as  I  did  the  last,  by  applying  myself 
immediately  to  the  present  concern, — little  John  is  happily 
placed  above  all  occasion  for  dependance  upon  such  precarious 
hopes,  and  need  not  be  sent  to  school  in  quest  of  some  great 
man  in  embryo,  who  may  possibly  make  his  fortune. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO  MBS.  NEWTON. 

DKAR  MADAM,  Oct.  5,  1780. 

WHEN  a  lady  speaks,  it  is  not  civil  to  make  her  wait  a  week 
for  an  answer. — I  received  your  letter  within  this  hour,  and, 
foreseeing  that  the  garden  will  engross  much  of  my  time  for 
some  days  to  come,  have  seized  the  present  opportunity  to  ac 
knowledge  it.  I  congratulate  you  on  Mr.  Newton's  safe  arrival 
at  Ramsgate,  making  no  doubt  but  that  he  reached  the  place 
without  difficulty  or  danger,  the  road  thither  from  Canterbury 
being  so  good  as  to  afford  room  for  neither.  He  has  now  a  view 
of  the  element,  with  which  he  was  once  so  familiar,  but 
which  I  think  he  has  not  seen  for  many  years.  The  sight  of 
his  old  acquaintance  will  revive  in  his  mind  a  pleasing  recol 
lection  of  past  deliverances,  andwhen  he  looks  at  him  from  the 
beach,  he  may  say — "  You  have  formerly  given  me  trouble 
enough,  but  I  have  cast  anchor  now  where  your  billows  can 
never  reach  me." — It  is  happy  for  him  that  he  can  say  so. 

Mrs.  Unwin  returns  you  many  thanks  for  your  anxiety  on 
her  account.     Her  health  is  considerably  mended  upon  the 
whole,  so  as  to  afford  us  a  hope  that  it  will  be  established. 
Our  love  attends  you. 

Yours,  dear  madam,  W.  C. 

TO   THE    BEY.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

Nov.  9,  1780. 

I  WROTE  the  following  last  summer.  The  tragical  occasion 
of  it  really  happened  at  the  next  house  to  ours.  I  am  glad 
when  I  can  find  a  subject  to  work  upon  ;  a  lapidary  I  suppose 
accounts  it  a  laborious  part  of  his  business  to  rub  away  the 
roughness  of  the  stone ;  but  it  is  my  amusement,  and  if  after 
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all  the  polishing  I  can  give  it,  it  discovers  some  little  lustre,  I 
think  myself  well  rewarded  for  my  pains.1 

I  shall  charge  you  a  half  penny  a-piece  for  every  copy  I 
send  you,  the  short  as  well  as  the  long.  This  is  a  sort  of  after- 
clap  you  little  expected,  but  I  cannot  possibly  afford  them  at  a 
cheaper  rate.  If  this  method  of  raising  money  had  occurred  to 
me  sooner,  I  should  have  made  the  bargain  sooner ;  but  am 
glad  I  have  hit  upon  it  at  last.  It  will  be  a  considerable  en 
couragement  to  my  muse,  and  act  as  a  powerful  stimulus  to  my 
industry.  If  the  American  war  should  last  much  longer,  I 
may  be  obliged  to  raise  my  price  ;  but  this  I  shall  not  do  with 
out  a  real  occasion  for  it : — it  depends  much  upon  Lord 
North's  pretty  conduct  in  the  article  of  supplies.  If  he  im 
poses  an  additional  tax  on  anything  that  I  deal  in,  the  necessity 
of  this  measure,  on  my  part,  will  be  so  apparent,  that  I  dare 
say  you  will  not  dispute  it. 

Your  mother  desires  me  to  add  her  love  to  mine,  which 
waits  on  you  all  as  usual.  She  is  much  pleased  with  your  desire 
to  hear  from  her,  but  having  such  an  industrious  secretary  in 
me,  she  thought  it  the  less  necessary.  She  will  use  her  own 
hand,  however,  when  her  nerves,  which  are  seldom  well  strung, 
and  which  this  turbulent  weather  particularly  discomposes,  will 
give  her  leave.  W.  C. 


MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  DeC.  10,  1780. 

I  AM  sorry  that  the  bookseller  shuffles  off  the  trouble  of  pack 
age  upon  anybody  that  belongs  to  you.  I  think  I  could  cast 
him  upon  this  point,  in  an  action  upon  the  case,  grounded 
upon  the  terms  of  his  own  undertaking.  He  engages  to  serve 
country  customers.  Ergo,  as  it  would  be  unreasonable  to  ex 
pect  that  when  a  country  gentleman  wants  a  book,  he  should 
order  his  chaise,  and  bid  the  man  drive  to  Exeter  Change ;  and 
as  it  is  not  probable  that  the  book  would  find  the  way  to  him,  of 
itself,  though  it  were  the  wisest  that  ever  was  written,  I  should 
suppose  the  law  would  compel  him.  For  I  recollect  it  is  a 
maxim  of  good  authority  in  the  courts,  that  there  is  no  right 
without  a  remedy.  And  if  another,  or  a  third  person,  should 
not  be  suffered  to  interpose  between  my  right  and  the  remedy 
the  law  gives  me,  where  the  right  is  invaded,  much  less,  I  ap- 
1  Verses  on  a  Goldfinch  starved  to  death  in  a  cage. 
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prehend,  shall  the  man  himself,  who  of  his  own  mere  motion 
gives  me  that  right,  be  suffered  to  do  it. 

I  never  made  so  long  an  argument  upon  a  law  case  before. 
I  ask  your  pardon  for  doing  it  now.  You  have  but  little  need 
of  such  entertainment. 

Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Probably  Nov.  or  Dec.  1780. 

I  THAKK  you  much  for  your  letter,  which,  without  obliging  me 
to  travel  to  Wargrove  at  a  time  of  year  when  journeying  is  not 
•  very  agreeable,  has  introduced  me  in  the  most  commodious 
manner  to  a  perfect  acquaintance  with  your  neat  little  garden, 
your  old  cottage,  and  above  all  with  your  most  prudent  and 
sagacious  landlady.  As  much  as  I  admire  her,  I  admire  much 
more  the  philosophical  temper  with  which  you  seem  to  treat 
her  :  for  I  know  few  characters  more  provoking,  to  me,  at  least, 
than  the  selfish,  who  are  never  honest ;  especially  if  while  they 
determine  to  pick  your  pocket,  they  have  not  ingenuity  enough 
to  conceal  their  purpose.  But  you  are  perfectly  in  the  right, 
and  act  just  as  I  would  endeavour  to  do  011  the  same  occasion. 
You  sacrifice  every  thing  to  a  retreat  you  admire  ;  and,  if  the 
natural  indolence  of  my  disposition  did  not  forsake  me,  so 
would  I. 

You  might  as  well  apologize  for  sending  me  forty  pounds  as 
for  writing  about  yourself.  Of  the  two  ingredients  I  hardly 
know  which  made  your  letter  the  most  agreeable — (observe,  I 
do  not  say  the  most  acceptable.)  The  draft  indeed  was  wel 
come  ;  but  though  it  was  so,  yet  it  did  not  make  me  laugh.  I 
laughed  heartily  at  the  account  you  gave  of  yourself  and  your 
landlady,  Dame  Saveall,  whose  picture  you  have  drawn,  though 
not  with  a  flattering  hand,  yet  I  dare  say  with  a  strong  resem 
blance.  As  to  you,  I  have  never  seen  so  much  of  you,  since  I 
was  in  London,  where  you  and  I  so  often  have  made  ourselves 
merry  with  each  other's  humour,  yet  never  gave  each  other  a 
moment's  pain  by  doing  so.  We  are  both  humourists,  and  it 
is  well  for  your  wife  and  my  Mrs.  Unwin,  that  they  have  alike 
found  out  the  way  to  deal  with  us. 

More  thanks  to  Mrs.  Hill  for  her  intentions.  She  has  the 
true  enthusiasm  of  a  gardener,  and  therefore  I  can  pity  her 
under  her  disappointment,  having  so  large  a  share  of  that  com 
modity  myself. 
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I  am  informed  that  Lady  C.  has  left  me  an  annuity  of  twenty 
pounds.  I  mention  it  merely  because,  as  you  do  not,  I  thought 
vou  might  not  have  heard  it. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  affectionately,         WM.  COWPER. 

Dec.  10,  1780. 

It  is  well  for  me  that  as  my  intelligencer  with  respect  to 
Lady  Cowper's  legacy  proved  to  be  mistaken ;  the  substantial 
part  of  his  information  is  however  authenticated  and  the  money 
not  lost,  though  it  comes  from  a  different  mine. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

Dec.  21,  1780. 

I  THANK  you  for  your  anecdote  of  Judge  Carpenter.  If  it 
really  happened,  it  is  one  of  the  best  stories  I  ever  heard ;  and 
if  not,  it  has  at  least  the  merit  of  being  ben  trovato.  We  both 
very  sincerely  laughed  at  it,  and  think  the  whole  Livery  of  Lon 
don  must  have  done  the  same ;  though  I  have  known  some 
persons  whose  faces,  as  if  they  had  been  cast  in  a  mould,  could 
never  be  provoked  to  the  least  alteration  of  a  single  feature  ;  so 
that  you  might  as  well  relate  a  good  story  to  a  barber's  block. 

Non  equidem  invideo,  miror  magis. 

Your  sentiments  with  respect  to  me  are  exactly  Mrs.  Unwin's. 
She,  like  you,  is  perfectly  sure  of  my  deliverance,  and  often 
tells  me  so.  I  make  but  one  answer,  and  sometimes  none  at 
all.  That  answer  gives  her  no  pleasure,  and  would  give  you  as 
little ;  therefore  at  this  time  I  suppress  it.  It  is  better  on  every 
account  that  they  who  interest  themselves  so  deeply  in  that 
event,  should  believe  the  certainty  of  it,  than  that  they  should 
not.  It  is  a  comfort  to  them  at  least,  if  it  is  none  to  me  ;  and 
as  I  could  not,  if  I  would,  so  neither  would  I,  if  I  could,  de 
prive  them  of  it. 

I  annex  a  long  thought  in  verse  for  your  perusal.  It  was 
produced  about  last  midsummer,  but  I  never  could  prevail 
with  myself,  till  now,  to  transcribe  it.  You  have  bestoAved  some 
commendations  on  a  certain  poem  now  in  the  press,  and  they, 
I  suppose,  have  at  least  animated  me  to  the  task.  If  human 
nature  may  be  compared  to  a  piece  of  tapestry,  (and  why  not?) 
then  human  nature,  as  it  subsists  in  me,  though  it  is  sadly 
faded  on  the  right  side,  retains  all  its  colour  on  the  wrong.  I 
am  pleased  with  commendation,  and  though  not  passionately 
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desirous  of  indiscriminate  praise,  or  what  is  generally  called 
popularity,  yet  when  a  judicious  friend  claps  me  on  the  back, 
I  own  I  find  it  an  encouragement.  At  this  season  of  the  year, 
and  in  this  gloomy  uncomfortable  climate,  it  is  no  easy  mattei 
for  the  owner  of  a  mind  like  mine,  to  divert  it  from  sad  sub 
jects,  and  fix  it  upon  such  as  may  administer  to  its  amusement. 
Poetry,  above  all  things,  is  useful  to  me  in  this  respect.  While 
I  am  held  in  pursuit  of  pretty  images,  or  a  pretty  way  of  ex 
pressing  them,  I  forget  every  thing  that  is  irksome,  and,  like  a 
boy  that  plays  truant,  determine  to  avail  myself  of  the  present 
opportunity  to  be  amused,  and  to  put  by  the  disagreeable  re 
collection  that  I  must,  after  all,  go  home  and  be  whipt  again. 

It  will  not  be  long,  perhaps,  before  you  will  receive  a  poem 
called  the  Progress  of  Error.  That  will  be  succeeded  by  an 
other,  in  due  time,  called  Truth.  Don't  be  alarmed.  I  ride 
Pegasus  with  a  curb.  He  will  never  run  away  with  me  again. 
I  have  even  convinced  Mrs.  Unwin  that  I  can  manage  him,  and 
make  him  stop  when  I  please. 

Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 


TO   THE    BET.    W. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Dec.  24,  1780. 

I  AM  sensibly  mortified  at  finding  myself  obliged  to  disappoint 
you  ;  but  though  I  have  had  many  thoughts  upon  the  subjects 
you  propose  to  my  consideration,  I  have  had  none  that  have 
been  favourable  to  the  undertaking.  1  applaud  your  purpose, 
for  the  sake  of  the  principle  from  which  it  springs,  but  I  look 
upon  the  evils  you  mean  to  animadvert  upon,  as  too  obstinate 
and  inveterate  ever  to  be  expelled  by  the  means  you  mention. 
The  very  persons  to  whom  you  would  address  your  remon 
strance,  are  themselves  sufficiently  aware  of  their  enormity  ; 
years  ago,  to  my  knowledge,  they  were  frequently  the  topics 
of  conversation  at  polite  tables  ;  they  have  been  frequently 
mentioned  in  both  houses  of  Parliament,  and  I  suppose  there 
is  hardly  a  member  of  either  who  would  not  immediately  assent 
to  the  necessity  of  a  reform  were  it  proposed  to  him  in  a  rea 
sonable  way.  But  there  it  stops,  and  there  it  will  for  ever  stop, 
till  the  majority  are  animated  with  a  zeal,  in  which  at  present 
they  are  deplorably  defective.  A  religious  man  is  mifeignedly 
shocked  when  he  reflects  upon  the  prevalence  of  such  crimes  ; 
a  moral  man  must  needs  be  so  in  a  degree,  and  will  affect  to 
be  much  more  so  than  he  is.  But  how  many  do  you  suppose 
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there  are  among  our  worthy  representatives,  that  come  under 
either  of  these  descriptions  ?  If  all  were  such,  yet  to  new  model 
the  police  of  the  country,  which  must  be  done,  in  order  to 
make  even  unavoidable  perjury  less  frequent,  were  a  task  they 
would  hardly  undertake,  on  account  of  the  great  difficulty  that 
would  attend  it.  Government  is  too  much  interested  in  the 
consumption  of  malt  liquor  to  reduce  the  number  of  venders. 
Such  plausible  pleas  may  be  offered  in  defence  of  travelling  on 
Sundays,  especially  by  the  trading  part  of  the  world,  as  the 
whole  bench  of  Bishops  would  find  it  difficult  to  overrule. 
And  with  respect  to  the  violation  of  oaths,  till  a  certain  name 
is  more  generally  respected  than  it  is  at  present,  however  such 
persons  as  yourself  may  be  grieved  at  it,  the  legislature  are 
never  likely  to  lay  it  to  heart.  I  do  not  mean,  nor  would  by 
any  means  attempt  to  discourage  you  in  so  laudable  an  enter 
prise  ;  but  such  is  the  light  in  which  it  appears  to  me,  that  I 
do  not  feel  the  least  spark  of  courage,  qualifying  or  prompting 
me  to  embark  in  it  myself.  An  exhortation,  therefore,  written 
by  me, — by  hopeless  desponding  me, — would  be  flat,  insipid,  and 
uninteresting,  and  disgrace  the  cause,  instead  of  serving  it.  If 
after  what  I  have  said,  however,  you  still  retain  the  same  senti 
ments,  Made,  esto  virtute  tua  !  there  is  nobody  better  qualified 
than  yourself,  and  may  your  success  prove  that  I  despaired 
of  it  without  a  reason. 

Your  poor  sister ! — she  has  many  good  qualities,  and  upon 
some  occasions  gives  proof  of  a  good  understanding  ;  but  as 
some  people  have  no  ear  for  music,  so  she  has  none  for  humour. 
Well, — if  she  cannot  laugh  at  our  jokes,  we  can,  however,  at 
her  mistakes,  and  in  this  way  she  makes  us  ample  amends  for 
the  disappointment.  Mr.  Powley  is  much  like  herself  :  if  his 
wife  overlooks  the  jest,  he  will  never  be  able  to  find  it.  They 
were  neither  of  them  born  to  write  epigrams  or  ballads,  and  I 
ought  to  be  less  mortified  at  the  coldness  with  which  they  en 
tertain  my  small  sallies  in  the  way  of  drollery,  when  I  reflect 
that  if  Swift  himself  had  had  no  other  judges,  he  would 
never  have  found  one  admirer. 

It  is  indeed,  as  you  observe,  incumbent  upon  Mr.  Madan 
co  reply  to  the  reviewer,  if  he  means  to  maintain  his  point. 
But  unless  he  means  likewise  to  expose  himself  more  in  a  second 
attempt,  than  he  did  even  in  his  first,  it  is  still  more  incumbent 
upoj.  hun  to  be  silent.  I  reckon  myself  a  competent  judge  of 

s.  c.  -2.  u 
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the  argument,  so  far  as  the  Greek  criticisms  are  in  question ; 
and  if  I  am,  a  refutation  of  what  his  antagonist  has  advanced 
against  that  part  of  his  performance,  is  (I  think)  impossible. 
That  impossibility  is  followed  close  at  the  heels  by  a  conclusion 
not  to  be  avoided.  Syllogistically  dressed,  it  stands  thus  :  The 
Scripture  is  the  only  ground  on  which  the  doctrine  of  polygamy 
can  be  proved. 

But  it  cannot  be  proved  by  Scripture. 

Ergo — Not  at  all. 

You  desired  me,  some  time  since,  to  send  you  my  twenty- 
seven  answers  to  ditto  number  of  queries  drawn  up  by  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Riland,  of  Birmingham.  I  would  have  done  it,  if 
the  Review  had  not  made  it  entirely  unnecessary.  The  gentle 
man,  for  whose  use  in  particular  I  designed  them,  declined 
sending  them  to  the  querist  at  my  instance  ;  so  that,  imme 
diately  almost  after  their  production,  they  became  waste  paper, 
and  I  kept  no  copy  of  them  myself.  The  questions  dis 
covered  such  marks  of  almost  childish  imbecility,  that  I  could 
not  possibly  propose  to  myself  the  acquisition  of  any  credit 
by  the  answers.  But  as  some  men,  especially  weak  ones,  are 
apt  to  suppose  themselves  irrefragable  and  invincible  in  dispu 
tation,  I  replied  to  them  merely  to  guard  the  poor  gentleman 
against  the  pernicious  effects  of  so  sad  a  blunder  upon  an  oc 
casion  of  such  importance. 

My  respects  attend  the  family,  that  is  to  say,  my  affectionate 
ones.  I  heartily  wish  Mrs.  Unwin  better  spirits.  Never  be 
afraid  of  the  multiplication  of  children  ;  you  do  not  make 
them  yourself,  and  He  that  does,  knows  how  to  provide  for 
them.  Poor  bare-breeched  Billy,  to  whom  your  alms  were 
yesterday  so  acceptable,  has  no  desponding  thoughts  upon  this 
subject,  though  he  has  now  four,  and  considering  his  age,  and 
the  age  of  his  wife,  may  possibly  have  fourteen. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  \VM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Dec.  25,  1/80. 

WEAET  with  rather  a  long  walk  in  the  snow,  I  am  not  likely 
to  write  a  very  sprightly  letter,  or  to  produce  any  thing  that 
may  cheer  this  gloomy  season,  unless  I  have  recourse  to  my 
pocket-book,  where  perhaps  I  may  find  something  to  transcribe, 
— something  that  was  written  before  the  sun  had  taken  leave 
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of  our  hemisphere,  and  when  I  was  less  fatigued  than  I  am  at 
present. 

Happy  is  the  man  who  knows  just  so  much  of  the  law,  as 
to  make  himself  a  little  merry  now  and  then  with  the  solemnity 
of  juridical  proceedings.  I  have  heard  of  common  law  judg 
ments  before  now,  indeed  have  been  present  at  the  delivery 
of  some,  that,  according  to  my  poor  apprehension,  while 
they  paid  the  utmost  respect  to  the  letter  of  a  statute,  have 
departed  widely  from  the  spirit  of  it  ;  and,  being  governed 
entirely  by  the  point  of  law,  have  left  equity,  reason,  and 
common  sense,  behind  them  at  an  infinite  distance.  You  will 
judge  whether  the  following  report  of  a  case,  drawn  up  by 
by  myself,  be  not  a  proof  and  illustration  of  this  satirical  asser 
tion1.  Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 


TO    THE   BEY.    WILLIAM 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Dec.  1780. 

POETICAL  reports  of  law  cases  are  not  very  common,  yet  it 
seems  to  me  desirable  that  they  should  be  so.  Many  advan 
tages  would  accrue  from  such  a  measure.  They  would  in  the 
first  place  be  more  commodiously  deposited  in  the  memory, 
just  as  linen,  grocery,  or  other  such  matters,  when  neatly 
packed,  are  known  to  occupy  less  room,  and  to  lie  more  conve 
niently  in  any  trunk,  chest,  or  box,  to  which  they  may  be  com 
mitted.  In  the  next  place,  being  divested  of  that  infinite  circum 
locution,  and  the  endless  embarrassment  in  which  they  are 
involved  by  it,  they  would  become  surprisingly  intelligible,  in 
comparison  with  their  present  obscurity.  And  lastly,  they 
would  by  this  means  be  rendered  susceptible  of  musical  em 
bellishment,  and  instead  of  being  quoted  in  the  courts,  with 
that  dull  monotony,  which  is  so  wearisome  to  by-standers,  and 
frequently  lulls  even  the  judges  themselves  to  sleep,  might 
be  rehearsed  in  recitative  ;  which  would  have  an  admirable 
effect,  in  keeping  the  attention  fixed  and  lively,  and  could  not 
fail  to  disperse  that  heavy  atmosphere  of  sadness  and  gravity, 
which  hangs  over  the  jurisprudence  of  our  country.  I  re 
member,  many  years  ago,  being  informed  by  a  relation  of  mine, 
who  in  his  youth  had  applied  himself  to  the  study  of  the  law, 
that  one  of  his  fellow  students,  a  gentleman  of  sprightly  parts, 

1  The  "  Report  of  an  adjudged  Case,  not  to  be  found  in  any  of  tue 
Books,"  concluded  this  letter. 
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and  very  respectable  talents  of  the  poetical  kind,  did  actually 
engage  in  the  prosecution  of  such  a  design  ;  for  reasons  I  sup 
pose  somewhat  similar  to,  if  not  the  same  with  those  I  have 
now  suggested.  He  began  with  Coke's  Institutes  ;  a  book  so 
rugged  in  its  style,  that  an  attempt  to  polish  it  seemed  an 
Herculean  labour,  and  not  less  arduous  and  difficult,  than  it 
would  be  to  give  the  smoothness  of  a  rabbit's  fur  to  the  prickly 
back  of  a  hedgehog.  But  he  succeeded  to  admiration,  as 
you  will  perceive  by  the  following  specimen,  which  is  all  that 
my  said  relation  could  recollect  of  the  performance. 

Tenant  in  fee 

Simple,  is  he, 
And  need  neither  quake  nor  quiver, 

Who  hath  his  lands, 

Free  from  all  demands, 
To  him  and  his  heirs  for  ever. 

You  have  an  ear  for  music,  and  a  taste  for  verse,  which 
saves  me  the  trouble  of  pointing  out  with  a  critical  nicety  the 
advantages  of  such  a  version.  I  proceed  therefore  to  what  I 
at  first  intended,  and  to  transcribe  the  record  of  an  adjudged 
case  thus  managed,  to  which  indeed  what  I  have  premised 
was  intended  merely  as  an  introduction1.  \V.  C. 

TO   THE    EEV.    W.    TTNWIN. 

MY   DEAR  FRIEND,  Jan.  14,  1781. 

I  SELDOM  write  what  may  properly  be  called  an  answer  to  a 
letter,  unless  to  a  letter  that  requires  an  answer ;  but  on  the 
present  occasion,  being  conscious  that  I  have  not  spirits  to 
enable  me  to  make  excursions  on  the  wings  of  invention,  I 
purpose  to  confine  myself  pretty  much  to  the  subject  of  yours. 
Which  prudent  procedure  will  serve  the  double  purpose  of  re 
lieving  me  from  the  toil  of  pumping  in  vain,  and  of  convincing 
you  that  you  cannot  do  a  worse  thing  than  to  deprive  me  of 
your  letters,  upon  an  apprehension  that  they  can  afford  me 
neither  profit  nor  amusement. 

Impressions  made  upon  the  mind  in  our  early  days  are  sel 
dom  entirely  effaced.  This  is  an  old  observation,  but  I  shall 
engraft  a  new  one  upon  it.  Though  you  have  a  perfect  recol 
lection  of  John  Cross's  pious  and  wise  remark,  I  am  sadly 
afraid  that  you  have  never  made  a  practical  use  of  it,  which 

1  This  letter  concluded  with  the  poetical  law  case  of  "  Nose,  plaintiff- 
Eyes,  defendants,"  before  referred  to, 
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I  the  more  wonder  at,  because  his  unexpected  good  fortune  in 
the  instance  you  allude  to,  amounts  almost  to  a  proof  of  the 
great  utility  of  such  a  custom.  How  is  it  possible,  were  you  but 
properly  careful  to  keep  that  part  uppermost  at  the  time  of 
rising,  that  you  could  be  plagued  as  you  are  with  such  a  variety 
of  misadventures  ? — tithes  unpaid,  dilapidations  without  end, 
lawsuits  revived,  and  your  curate  running  away  from  you,  for 
the  sake  of  a  pleasanter  country.  I  dare  say  John  Cross  was 
exempted  from  all  these  disagreeable  occurrences  ;  he  had  not 
half  your  understanding,  yet  knew  how  to  avoid  them  all  by 
attending  to  the  main  chance  in  the  article  you  hint  at.  He 
presented  something  more  substantial  than  even  a  seven-fold 
shield  to  the  arrows  of  ill  fortune ;  and  receiving  them,  if  he  re 
ceived  them  at  all,  where  they  could  not  possibly  reach  his 
heart,  went  through  the  world  insensible  of  the  troubles  with 
which  it  abounds.  He  clapped  his  hand  upon  you  know 
what,  and  said  to  misfortune,  Now,  madam,  I  defy  you.  This 
you  know  as  well  as  I,  this  therefore  you  should  practise  ; 
and  though  you  cannot,  I  suppose,  boast  of  such  a  buttress 
as  he  was  fenced  with,  yet,  pro  modulo,  and  according  to  your 
ability,  you  should  make  that  use  of  it  his  example  teaches, 
and  the  most  of  a  little. 

From  Mr.  Madan's  renewed  publication,  I  cannot  but  infer 
that  he  preserves  the  same  conduct  as  before  he  published  at 
all.  Letters  of  admonition,  dissuasion,  and  exhortation,  he 
burned  unread ;  and  has  treated,  I  suppose,  the  Review  with 
the  same  obstinate  indifference  and  contempt.  I  the  rather 
think  so,  because  I  am  firmly  persuaded  he  could  not  reply  to 
his  answerer  ;  though  it  is  possible  his  case  may  resemble  that 
of  a  certain  disputant  I  have  heard  of,  who  said  upon  a  like 
occasion,  "  I  am  confuted,  but  not  convinced." 

Impregnable,  however,  as  he  may  be  to  the  attacks  of  sound 
reason,  backed  with  all  the  authority  of  sound  learning,  his  ad 
vocates  are  not  all,  it  seems,  quite  so  stubborn  as  himself. 
Mr.  Riland,  of  Birmingham,  has  at  last  forsaken  the  standard 
of  polygamy,  and  betaken  himself  to  the  side  of  Christian  de 
corum  and  decency  again.  Mr.  Powley,  we  learn  from  good 
authority,  has  been  instrumental  in  working  this  conversion, 
which  does  him  the  more  honour,  as  he  had  by  all  accounts  a 
very  weak,  though  a  very  good  man  to  deal  with.  Men  that 
have  no  large  share  of  reason  themselves,  are  seldom  sensible 
of  the  force  of  it  in  the  hands  of  another. 
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I  am  informed  that  the  reviewer  is  preparing  an  ans\vei 
at  large,  and  that  the  Bishop  of  London  has  likewise  under 
taken  the  task.  If  this  be  the  case,  acturn  est  de  Theh/ph- 
thord.  I  hear  likewise  that  the  king,  having  read  a  part  of 
it,  threw  it  down  with  indignation,  and  expressed  his  regret 
that  there  was  no  law  by  which  such  an  author  could  be  brought 
to  the  punishment  he  deserves.  This  is  not  unlikely,  for,  by 
all  accounts,  he  is  a  moral  man,  and  consequently  a  chaste  hus 
band;  that  he  should  view  therefore  such  a  proposal  with  ab 
horrence  is  natural  enough. 

Your  mother  returns  her  thanks  to  Mrs.  Unwin  for  her 
letter.  Our  love  attends  you  both,  with  Miss  Shuttleworth  and 
her  little  ones.  The  two  guineas  may  be  sent  with  the  sal 
mon,  for  which  we  thank  you  par  avance. 

If  the  lines  of  your  letter  could  be  pushed  together  they 
would  not  fill  three  sides;  and  if  mine  could  be  moved  to  the 
distance  at  which  yours  stand  from  each  other,  they  would  fill 
four.  This,  however,  is  not  my  reason  for  concluding,  but  be 
cause  I  am  weary,  therefore  I  add  only  that  I  am 

Yours  as  ever,  \V.  C. 

TO   THE    BEV.   JOH>T   1TEWTOX. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  Jan.  21,  1781. 

I  AM  glad  that  the  Progress  of  Error  did  not  Err  in  its  Pro 
gress,  as  I  feared  it  had  ;  and  that  it  has  reached  you  safe;  and 
still  more  pleased  that  it  has  met  with  your  approbation  ;  for  if 
it  had  not,  I  should  have  wished  it  had  miscarried,  and  have 
been  sorry  that  the  bearer's  memory  had  served  him  so  well 
upon  the  occasion.  I  knew  him  to  be  that  sort  of  genius, 
which,  being  much  busy  in  making  excursions  of  the  imaginary 
kind,  is  not  always  present  to  its  own  immediate  concerns, 
much  less  to  those  of  others  ;  and  having  reposed  the  trust  in 
him,  began  to  regret  that  I  had  done  so,  when  it  was  too  late. 
But  I  did  it  to  save  a  frank,  and  as  the  affair  has  turned  out, 
that  end  was  very  well  answered.  This  is  committed  to  the 
hands  of  a  less  volatile  person,  and  therefore  more  to  be  de 
pended  on. 

As  to  the  poem  called  Truth,  which  is  already  longer  than 
its  elder  brother,  and  is  yet  to  be  lengthened  by  the  addition 
of  perhaps  twenty  lines,  perhaps  more ;  I  shrink  from  the 
thought  of  transcribing  it  at  present.  But  as  there  is  no  need 
to  be  in  any  hurry  about  it,  I  hope  that  in  some  rainy  season, 
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which  the  next  month  •will  probably  bring  with  it,  when  per 
haps  I  may  be  glad  of  employment,  the  undertaking  will  appear 
less  formidable. 

You  need  not  withhold  from  us  any  intelligence  relating  to 
yourselves,  upon  an  apprehension  that  Mr.  Raban  has  been 
beforehand  with  you  upon  those  subjects,  for  he  came  down  as 
costive  as  if  you  had  fed  him  upon  nothing  but  qiu'nces,  and 
unless  we  engineered  him  with  question  after  question,  we 
could  get  nothing  out  of  him.  I  have  known  such  travellers 
in  my  time,  and  Mrs.  Newton  is  no  stranger  to  one  of  them, 
who  keep  all  their  observations  and  discoveries  to  themselves, 
till  they  are  extorted  from  them  by  mere  dint  of  examination, 
and  cross-examination.  He  told  us  indeed  that  some  invisible 
agent  supplied  you  every  Sunday  with  a  coach,  which  we  were 
pleased  with  hearing  ;  and  this,  I  think,  was  the  sum  total  of 
his  information. 

We  are  much  concerned  for  Mr.  Barham's  loss;  but  it  is 
well  for  that  gentleman,  that  those  amiable  features  in  his  cha 
racter,  which  most  incline  one  to  sympathise  with  him,  are  the 
very  graces  and  virtues  that  will  strengthen  him  to  bear  it  with 
equanimity  and  patience.  People  that  have  neither  his  light 
nor  experience,  will  wonder  that  a  disaster  which  would  per 
haps  have  broken  their  hearts,  is  not  heavy  enough  to  make 
any  abatement  in  the  cheerfulness  of  his. 

Your  books  came  yesterday.  I  shall  not  repeat  to  you  what 
I  said  to  Mrs.  Unwin,  after  having  read  two  or  three  of  the 
letters.  I  admire  the  preface,  in  which  you  have  given  an  air 
of  novelty  to  a  worn-out  topic,  and  have  actually  engaged  the 
favour  of  the  reader  by  saying  those  things  in  a  delicate  and 
uncommon  way,  which  in  general  are  disgusting. 

I  suppose  you  know  that  Mr.  Scott  will  be  in  town  on  Tues 
day.  He  is  likely  to  take  possession  of  the  Vicarage  at  last, 
•with  the  best  grace  possible;  at  least,  if  he  and  Mr.  Browne 
can  agree  upon  the  terms.  The  old  gentleman  I  find  would  be 
glad  to  let  the  house,  and  abridge  the  stipend ;  in  other  words 
to  make  a  good  bargain  for  himself,  and  starve  his  curate. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO     THE     BET.     JOHN    NEWTON,     CHAELES     SQUABE,   HOXTON, 
LONDON 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  4,   1/81. 

WE  have  Avaited  I  suppose  with  equal  impatience  for  a  letter. 
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Our  last  dispatches  crossed  each  other,  so  that  each  of  vis  bas 
claimed  the  posteriority,  the  epistolary  race  being  always  won 
by  him  that  comes  in  last.  This  however  has  not  been  the  only 
reason  of  my  silence.  I  have  been  very  busy  in  my  way,  and 
ere  long  you  will  see  the  fruit  of  my  labour.  I  shall  say  nothing 
of  it  at  present,  except  that  Truth,  though  long  since  finished, 
must  be  postponed  to  this  last  production,  and  that  the  Progress 
of  Error  itself  must  not  take  the  lead  of  it.  Truth  will  be 
seasonable  at  any  time,  and  though  the  Progress  of  Error  has 
some  connexion  with  the  present  day,  it  is  not  so  closely  related 
to  the  occurrences  of  it  as  the  new  one,  which  lias  the  name  of 
Table  Talk.  I  have  almost  finished  the  copy  of  it  which  I  in 
tend  for  you,  but  cannot  send  it  till  from  that  I  have  trans 
cribed  another  for  myself,  the  original  being  written  on  so  many 
scrips  and  scraps  that  it  would  be  very  troublesome  to  range 
them,  and  indeed  I  have  no  perfect  copy  of  it  but  the  fair  one. 
I  have  not  numbered  the  lines,  but  I  suspect  that  it  is  longer 
than  either  of  the  others.  Now  I  believe  I  shall  hang  up  my 
harp  for  the  remainder  of  the  year,  and. 

Since  Eighty-one  has  had  so  much  to  do, 
Postpone  what  yet  is  left  till  Eighty-two. 

We  were  much  pleased  •with  your  Extracts  :  they  were  so 
faithful  to  the  truth,  that  unless  Mr.  Madan  has  much  of  that 
candour  he  will  not  allow  to  others,  they  will  put  his  friendship 
for  you  to  a  strong  trial ;  and  yet  so  affectionate,  that  he  cannot 
be  displeased  without  the  violation  of  every  thing  that  deserves 
the  name  of  friendship.  We  both  long  to  be  informed  of  the 
reception  they  have  met  with,  and  take  it  for  granted  you 
will  indulge  our  curiosity  when  you  can.  We  have  been  told 
that  the  Bishop  of  London  intends  an  answer  to  Thelyphthora, 
but  I  think  his  Lordship  would  hardly  have  put  off  the  publi 
cation  to  so  late  a  day.  We  have  been  told  likewise  that  Mr. 
Riland  is  a  convert  to  monogamy,  but  from  some  things  we  have 
heard  since  are  obliged  to  doubt  it. 

Mr.  Scott  called  on  us  the  very  day  of  his  return  from 
London.  We  are  glad  of  his  appointment  to  the  curacy,  and  so 
I  suppose  are  all,  at  least  all  but  a  very  few,  whose  joy  or  sorrow 
on  the  occasion  is  of  small  consequence  to  any  but  themselves. 
And  yet  I  think  he  will  meet  with  troubles,  and  if  my  sagacity 
does  not  fail  me  much,  I  can  see  from  what  quarter  they  are 
likely  to  arise.  Instrumentality  is  generally  taken  up  with 
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some  reluctance,  and  laid  down  with  a  great  deal  more  :  but 
where  such  a  man,  so  well  qualified  in  every  respect  for  the 
charge  assigned  him,  has  the  care  of  a  people,  there  can  be  no 
occasion  for  subordinate  assistance.  It  is  not  his  design  to  ac 
cept  of  it,  and  his  refusal  I  am  rather  apprehensive  will  occa 
sion  a  murmur  somewhere.  Even  upon  your  account  we  are 
pleased  with  Mr.  Page's  departure,  as  some  disagreeables  and 
awkwardnesses  would  probably  have  attended  your  interview. 
He  could  not  have  refused  you  his  pulpit,  and  yet  there  is 
reason  to  believe  that  you  are  the  last  man  in  the  kingdom  he 
would  have  wished  to  see  in  it.  He  has  applied,  or  rather 
Mr.  Warden  Smith  in  his  behalf,  for  the  curacy  at  Ravenstone, 
but  Mr.  Chapman  has  given  no  definitive  answer.  Mr.  Scott 
I  should  suppose,  would  be  sorry  to  see  himself  so  succeeded. 
Mr.  Dowbiggin's  curate,  (if  I  have  spelt  the  strange  name 
aright,)  pays  addresses  to  the  same  lady,  and  Mr.  Jones  has 
been  ogling  her  not  a  little.  But  who  will  be  the  happy  man, 
conjecture  has  not  yet  ventured  to  surmise. 

We  wait  with  some  impatience  for  the  issue  of  Lord  George's 
trial.  Somebody,  late  from  London,  has  brought  hither  the 
news  that  fresh  disturbances  are  expected  on  the  occasion, 
especially  if  he  should  be  condemned:  but  what  sort  of  pa 
triotism  is  it,  or  what  sort  of  zeal,  that  is  offended  when  the 
laws  of  the  country  take  their  course  ? 

We  are  both  pretty  well.  Mrs.  Unwin  joins  with  me  in  love 
to  yourself  and  Mrs.  Newton. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE    BEV.  AVILLIAM    UNWXN. 
MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Feb.  6,  1781. 

IT  is  high  time  you  should  consult  your  own  peace  of  mind, 
and  not  suffer  the  insatiable  demands  and  unreasonable  ex 
pectations  of  other  men,  to  be  a  source  of  unhappiness  to 
yourself.  You  have  lived  long  enough  in  the  world  to  know 
that  it  swarms  with  people  who  are  always  ready  to  take  ad 
vantage  of  the  generosity  of  such  men  as  you  ;  who  say  in 
their  hearts,  when  they  meet  with  such  disinterested  treatment 
as  every  one  receives  from  your  hands,  "Now  is  the  time; — 
the  man  has  a  gentlemanly  regard  for  his  character,  he  loves 
peace  more  than  money,  and  will  make  any  concessions,  so  that 
he  may  but  approve  himself  to  his  own  conscience.  Let  us 
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squeeze  him;  he  will  yield  well;  the  more  he  complies  the  more 
we  will  insist,  and  make  him  pay  dear  for  the  character  he 
wishes  to  deserve."  I  cannot  doubt  but  your  predecessor's 
curate  is  of  this  stamp  ;  his  demand  wants  nothing  but  a 
cocked  pistol  to  make  it  felony,  without  benefit  of  clergy. 

As  to  your  proposal  to  the  executors,  if  it  does  not  give  con 
tentment,  it  must  be  for  the  reasons  above  mentioned ;  in 
which  case  I  would  recommend  it  to  you  by  all  means,  to  pay 
them  exactly  what  they  can  lawfully  demand  for  glebe  and  tithe, 
and  not  a  farthing  more,  and  in  return  to  insist  upon  every 
penny  you  lay  out  in  necessary  repairs,  and  not  a  farthing 
less.  It  is  wrong  not  to  deal  liberally  with  persons  who 
themselves  act  upon  liberal  and  honest  principles  ;  but  it  is 
weakness  to  be  the  willing  dupe  of  artifice  and  to  sacrifice  one's 
own  interest  for  the  sake  of  satisfying  the  insatiable  or  unjust. 

We  are  obliged  to  you  for  the  rugs,  a  commodity  that  can 
never  come  to  such  a  place  as  this  at  an  unseasonable  time. 
We  have  given  one  to  an  industrious  poor  widow  with  four 
children,  whose  sister  overheard  her  shivering  in  the  night, 
and  with  some  difficulty  brought  her  to  confess  the  next  morn 
ing  that  she  was  half  perished  for  want  of  sufficient  covering. 
Her  said  sister  borrowed  a  rug  for  her  at  a  neighbour's  immedi 
ately,  which  she  had  used  but  one  night  when  yours  arrived. 
And  I  doubt  not  but  we  shall  meet  with  others  equally  in 
digent,  and  deserving  of  your  bounty. 

I  hear  this  morning  that  Lord  George  is  acquitted.  I  take 
it  for  granted  you  was  at  the  trial,  for  three  reasons.  First, 
because  you  was  in  town  so  lately  ;  secondly,  because  you  have 
a  laudable  curiosity,  that  acts  as  a  spur  upon  your  spirits  on  all 
such  occasions  ;  and  thirdly,  because  you  are  slender  and  slim, 
and  take  up  so  little  room  that  you  are  sure  of  a  place  when 
men  of  ampler  dimensions  are  necessarily  excluded.  Tell  us 
all  that  passed ;  and  if  he  is  indeed  acquitted,  let  us  know 
upon  what  point  his  acquittal  turned,  for  at  present  I  am  rather 
at  a  loss  to  conceive  how  he  could  escape  if  the  law  was  allowed 
to  take  its  course,  uninterrupted  by  fear  and  uncontrolled  by  a 
spirit  of  party. 

Much  good  may  your  humanity  do  you,  as  it  does  so  much 
good  to  others.  You  can  no  where  find  objects  more  entitled 
to  your  pity,  than  where  your  pity  seeks  them.  A  man  whose 
vires  and  irregularities  have  brought  his  liberty  and  life  into 
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danger,  will  always  be  viewed  with  an  eye  of  compassion  by 
those  who  understand  what  human  nature  is  made  of.  And 
while  we  acknowledge  the  severity  of  the  law  to  be  founded 
upon  principles  of  necessity  and  justice,  and  are  glad  that  there 
is  such  a  barrier  provided  for  the  peace  of  society,  if  we  con 
sider  that  the  difference  between  ourselves  and  the  culprit  is 
not  of  our  own  making,  we  shall  be,  as  your  are,  tenderly  affected 
with  the  view  of  his  misery,  and  not  the  less  so  because  he  has 
brought  it  upon  himself.  I  look  upon  the  worst  man  in 
Chelmsford  gaol  with  a  more  favourable  eye  than  upon  -  , 
who  claims  a  servant's  wages  from  one  who  never  was  his 
master. 

What  goes  before  was  written  in  the  morning.  This  evening 
I  have  read  the  trial  as  related  in  the  General  Evening,  and 
can  only  add  to  what  I  said  before  in  the  words  of  Horace. 

-  Mir  or  quo  facto  judicium  illud 
Fugerit. 

I  give  you  joy  of  your  own  hair.  No  doubt  you  are  a  con 
siderable  gainer  in  your  appearance  by  being  disperiwigged. 
The  best  wig  is  that  which  most  resembles  the  natural  hair  ; 
why  then  should  he  that  has  hair  enough  of  his  own,  have  re 
course  to  imitation  ?  I  have  little  doubt,  but  that  if  an  arm  or 
a  leg  could  have  been  taken  off  with  as  little  pain  as  attends  the 
amputation  of  a  curl  or  a  lock  of  hair,  the  natural  limb  would 
have  been  thought  less  becoming,  or  less  convenient,  by  some 
men,  than  a  wooden  one,  and  been  disposed  of  accordingly. 

Thanks  for  the  salmon,  it  was  perfectly  good,  as  were  the 
two  lobsters  ;  and  the  two  guineas  came  safe.  Having  some 
verses  to  transcribe,  and  being  rather  weary,  I  add  no  more, 
except  our  love  to  the  whole  family,  jointly  and  severally. 
Having  begun  my  letter  with  a  miserable  pen,  I  was  not  willing 
to  change  it  for  a  better  lest  my  writing  should  not  be  all  of  a 
piece,  but  it  has  worn  me  and  my  patience  quite  out. 

Yours  ever,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  15,   1781. 

I  AM  glad  you  were  pleased  with  my  report  of  so  extraor 
dinary  a  case.  If  the  thought  of  versifying  the  decisions  of  our 
courts  of  justice  had  struck  me,  while  I  had  the  honour  to 
attend  them,  it  would  perhaps  have  been  no  difficult  matter  to 


300  COWPEE'S  LETTERS. 

have  compiled  a  volume  of  such  amusing  and  interesting  pre 
cedents  ;  which,  if  they  wanted  the  eloquence  of  the  Greek  or 
Roman  oratory,  would  have  amply  compensated  that  deficiency 
by  the  harmony  of  rhyme  and  metre. 

Your  account  of  my  Uncle  and  your  Mother  gave  me  great 
pleasure.  I  have  long  been  afraid  to  inquire  after  some  in  whose 
welfare  I  always  feel  myself  interested,  lest  the  question  should 
produce  a  painful  answer.  Longevity  is  the  lot  of  so  few,  and 
is  so  seldom  rendered  comfortable  by  the  associations  of  good 
health  and  good  spirits,  that  I  could  not  very  reasonably  sup 
pose  either  your  relations  or  mine  so  happy  in  those  respects, 
as  it  seems  they  are.  May  they  continue  to  enjoy  those 
blessings  so  long  as  the  date  of  life  shall  last.  I  do  not  think 
that  in  these  costermonger  days,  as  I  have  a  notion  Falstaff  calls 
them,  an  antediluvian  age  is  at  all  a  desirable  thing  ;  but  to 
live  comfortably,  while  we  do  live,  is  a  great  matter,  and  com 
prehends  in  it  every  thing  that  can  be  wished  for  on  this  side 
the  curtain  that  hangs  between  Time  and  Eternity. 

Farewell  my  better  friend  than  any  I  have  to  boast  of  either 
among  the  lords,  or  gentlemen  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO  JOSEPH   HILL,     ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEXD,  Feb.  15,  1781. 

IT  is  possible  that  Mrs.  Hill  may  not  be  herself  a  sufferer  by 
the  late  terrible  catastrophe  in  the  Islands  ;  but  I  should  sup 
pose  by  her  correspondence  with  those  parts,  she  may  be  con 
nected  with  some  that  are.  In  either  case,  I  condole  with  her; 
for  it  is  reasonable  to  imagine  that  since  the  first  tour  that  Co 
lumbus  made  into  the  Western  world,  it  never  before  expe 
rienced  such  a  convulsion  ;  perhaps  never  since  the  foundation 
of  the  globe.  You  say  the  state  grows  old,  and  discovers  many 
symptoms  of  decline.  A  writer,  possessed  of  a  genius  for  hy 
pothesis,  like  that  of  Burnet,  might  construct  a  plausible  argu 
ment  to  prove  that  the  world  itself  is  in  a  state  of  superannua 
tion,  if  there  be  such  a  word.  If  not,  there  must  be  such  a 
one  as  superannuity.  When  that  just  equilibrium  that  has 
hitherto  supported  all  things,  seems  to  fail,  when  the  elements 
burst  the  chain  that  has  bound  them,  the  wind  sweeping  away 
the  works  of  man,  and  man  himself  together  with  his  works, 
and  the  ocean  seeming  to  overleap  the  command,  "  Hitherto 
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shalt  thou  come,  and  no  further,  and  here  shall  thy  proud 
waves  be  stayed,"  these  irregular  and  prodigious  vagaries  seem 
to  bespeak  a  decay,  and  forebode,  perhaps,  not  a  very  distant 
dissolution.  This  thought  has  so  run  away  with  my  attention, 
that  I  have  left  myself  no  room  for  the  little  politics  that  have 
only  Great  Britain  for  their  object.  Who  knows  but  that  while 
a  thousand,  and  ten  thousand  tongues  are  employed  in  adjust 
ing  the  scale  of  our  national  concerns,  in  complaining  of  new 
taxes,  and  funds  loaded  with  a  debt  of  accumulating  millions, 
the  consummation  of  all  things  may  discharge  it  in  a  moment, 
and  the  scene  of  all  this  bustle  disappear,  as  if  it  had  never 
been  ?  Charles  Fox  would  say,  perhaps,  he  thought  it  very 
i.nlikely.  I  question  if  he  could  prove  even  that.  I  am  sure, 
however,  he  could  not  prove  it  to  be  impossible. 

Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE    BEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR   FRIEND,  Feb  18,  1781. 

I  SEND  you  Table  Talk.  It  is  a  medley  of  many  things, 
some  that  may  be  useful,  and  some  that,  for  aught  I  know, 
may  be  very  diverting.  I  am  merry  that  I  may  decoy  people 
into  my  company,  and  grave  that  they  may  be  the  better  for  it. 
Now  and  then  I  put  on  the  garb  of  a  philosopher,  and  take  the 
opportunity  that  disguise  procures  me,  to  drop  a  word  in  favour 
of  religion.  In  short,  there  is  some  froth,  and  here  and  there 
a  bit  of  sweet-meat,  which  seems  to  entitle  it  justly  to  the 
name  of  a  certain  dish  the  ladies  call  a  trifle.  I  did  not  choose 
to  be  more  facetious,  lest  I  should  consult  the  taste  of  my 
readers  at  the  expense  of  my  own  approbation ;  nor  more 
serious  than  I  have  been,  lest  I  should  forfeit  theirs.  A  poet  in 
my  circumstances  has  a  difficult  part  to  act :  one  minute 
obliged  to  bridle  his  humour,  if  he  has  any,  and  the  next,  to 
clap  a  spur  to  the  sides  of  it :  now  ready  to  weep  from  a  sense 
of  the  importance  of  his  subject,  and  on  a  sudden  constrained 
to  laugh,  lest  his  gravity  should  be  mistaken  for  dulness.  If 
this  be  not  violent  exercise  for  the  mind,  I  know  not  what  is ; 
and  if  any  man  doubt  it,  let  him  try.  Whether  all  this  manage 
ment  and  contrivance  be  necessary,  I  do  not  know,  but  am  in 
clined  to  suspect  that  if  my  Muse  was  to  go  forth  clad  in 
Quaker  colour,  without  one  bit  of  riband  to  enliven  her  ap 
pearance,  she  might  walk  from  one  end  of  London  to  the  other, 
as  little  noticed  as  if  she  were  one  of  the  sisterhood  indeed. 
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As  to  the  word  you  mention,  I  a  little  suspected  that  you 
would  object  to  it,  though  I  really  thought  that  a  book  which 
cannot  be  supposed  to  have  been  written  under  a  blessing,  and 
that  has  certainly  carried  mischief  with  it  into  many  families, 
deserved  an  epithet  as  harsh  as  that  which  I  had  given  it. 
It  is  a  bargain  however  that  I  have  made  with  my  lady  Muse, 
never  to  defend,  or  stickle  for  any  thing  that  you  object  to. 
So  the  line  may  stand  if  you  please  thus, 
Abhorr'd  Thelyphthora,  &c. 

— you  will  meet  with  the  obnoxious  word  again,  in  the  copy  I 
send  you  now,  but  coupled  with  a  substantive  of  so  filthy  a 
character,  that  I  persuade  myself  you  will  have  no  objection  to 
the  use  of  it  in  such  a  connexion.  I  am  no  friend  to  the  use  of 
words  taken  from  what  an  uncle  of  mine  called  the  diabolical 
dictionary,  but  it  happens  sometimes  that  a  coarse  expression  is 
almost  necessary  to  do  justice  to  the  indignation  excited  by  an 
abominable  subject.  I  am  obliged  to  you,  however,  for  your 
opinion  ;  and  though  poetry  is  apt  to  betray  one  into  a  warmth 
that  one  is  not  sensible  of  in  writing  prose,  shall  always  desire  to 
be  set  down  by  it. 

We  are  glad  that  so  able  a  writer  as  Mr.  Hill  has  taken  up 
the  cudgels.  He  is  old  enough  to  know  how  to  reason  with  pre 
cision,  and  young  enough  to  do  it  with  fire  and  spirit.  In  con^ 
flicting  with  a  disputant  like  Mr.  Madan,  I  should  suppose 
these  two  qualifications  almost  equally  necessary.  A  writer  like 
him,  who  knows  how  to  get  the  laugh  on  his  side,  would  be 
pretty  secure  of  having  the  world  on  his  side,  too,  if  his 
adversary  had  no  skill  in  the  use  of  the  same  weapon.  It 
is  such  a  merry  world  that  Truth  herself  seems  to  want  one  of 
her  principal  recommendations,  unless  she  will  now  and  then 
condescend  to  the  prevailing  temper  of  her  hearers.  But  you 
say  you  think  it  will  do  and  therefore  I  have  no  doubt  of  it. 
Mr.  Scott  told  Mr.  Wilson  yesterday  or  the  day  before, 
that  he  had  again  asked  Mr.  Raban  whether  or  not  he  intended 
to  continue  his  speaking,  and  that  Mr.  Raban  would  give  him 
no  determinate  answer.  This  I  had  from  Mr.  Wilson  himself. 
It  will  be  well  if  that  business  ends  peaceably.  Nothing 
could  be  more  tenderly  cogent  than  your  letter  to  his  colleague, 
and  he,  for  aught  I  know,  may  be  properly  influenced  by  it ; 
but  it  seems  plain  that  either  the  before-mentioned  had  not 
seen  it,  or  that  if  he  had,  he  had  not  felt  it. — Geary  Ball  has 
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lost  his  wife.  She  was  buried  on  Thursday,  having  left  her 
friends  a  comfortable  hope  of  her  welfare. 

You  had  been  married  thirty-one  years  last  Monday.  When 
you  married  I  was  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  had  just  left  West 
minster  school.  At  that  time,  I  valued  a  man  according  to  his 
proficiency  and  taste  in  classical  literature,  and  had  the  meanest 
opinion  of  all  other  accomplishments  unaccompanied  by  that. 
I  lived  to  see  the  vanity  of  what  I  had  made  my  pride,  and  in 
a  few  years  found  that  there  were  other  attainments  which 
would  carry  a  man  more  handsomely  through  life,  than  a 
mere  knowledge  of  what  Homer  and  Virgil  had  left  behind 
them.  In  measure,  as  my  attachment  to  these  gentry  wore  off, 
I  found  a  more  welcome  reception  among  those  whose  acquaint 
ance  it  was  more  my  interest  to  cultivate.  But  all  this  time  was 
spent  in  painting  a  piece  of  wood,  that  had  no  life  in  it.  At 
last  I  began  to  think  indeed  :  I  found  myself  in  possession  of 
many  baubles,  but  not  one  grain  of  solidity  in  all  my  treasures. 
Then  I  learned  the  truth,  and  then  I  lost  it ;  and  there  ends 
my  history.  I  would  no  more  than  you  wish  to  live  such  a  life 
over  again,  but  for  one  reason.  He  that  is  carried  to  execu 
tion,  though  through  the  roughest  road,  when  he  arrives  at 
the  destined  spot,  would  be  glad,  notwithstanding  the  many 
jolts  he  met  with,  to  repeat  his  journey. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  with  our  joint  love,  W.  C. 

TO    MRS.    HILL. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Feb.  19,  1781. 

WHEN  a  man,  especially  a  man  that  lives  altogether  in  the 
country,  undertakes  to  write  to  a  lady  he  never  saw,  he  is  the 
awkwardest  creature  in  the  world.  He  begins  his  letter  under 
the  same  sensations  he  would  have,  if  he  were  to  accost  her  in 
person,  only  with  this  difference, — that  he  may  take  as  much 
time  as  he  pleases,  for  consideration,  and  need  not  write  a  sin 
gle  word  that  he  has  not  well  weighed  and  pondered  before 
hand,  much  less  a  sentence  that  he  does  not  think  superemi 
nently  clever.  In  every  other  respect,  whether  he  be  engaged 
in  an  interview,  or  in  a  letter,  his  behaviour  is,  for  the  most 
part,  equally  constrained  and  unnatural.  He  resolves,  as  they 
say,  to  set  the  best  leg  foremost,  which  often  proves  to  be  whac 
Hudibras  calls — 

Not  that  of  bone, 

But  much  its  better — th'  wooden  one. 
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His  extraordinary  effort  only  serves,  as  in  the  case  of  that  hero, 
to  throw  him  on  the  other  side  of  his  horse ;  and  he  owes  his 
want  of  success,  if  not  to  absolute  stupidity,  to  his  most  earnest 
endeavour  to  secure  it. 

Now  I  do  assure  you,  Madam,  that  all  these  sprightly  effu 
sions  of  mine  stand  entirely  clear  of  the  charge  of  premedita 
tion,  and  that  I  never  entered  upon  a  business  of  this  kind  with 
more  simplicity  in  my  life.  I  determined,  before  I  began,  to 
lay  aside  all  attempts  of  the  kind  I  have  just  mentioned ;  and 
being  perfectly  free  from  the  fetters  that  self-conceit,  commonly 
called  bashfulness,  fastens  upon  the  mind,  am,  as  you  see, 
surprisingly  brilliant. 

My  principal  design  is  to  thank  you  in  the  plainest  terms, 
which  always  afford  the  best  proof  of  a  man's  sincerity,  for 
your  obliging  present.  The  seeds  will  make  a  figure  hereafter 
in  the  stove  of  a  much  greater  man  than  myself,  who  am  a 
little  man,  with  no  stove  at  all.  Some  of  them,  however,  I 
shall  raise  for  my  own  amusement,  and  keep  them,  as  long  as 
they  can  be  kept,  in  a  bark  heat,  which  I  give  them  all  the 
year ;  and  in  exchange  for  those  I  part  with,  I  shall  receive 
such  exotics  as  are  not  too  delicate  for  a  green-house. 

I  will  not  omit  to  tell  you,  what,  no  doubt,  you  have  heard 
already,  though,  perhaps,  you  have  never  made  the  experiment, 
that  leaves  gathered  at  the  fall  are  found  to  hold  their  heat 
much  longer  than  bark,  and  are  preferable  in  every  respect. 
Next  year  I  intend  to  use  them  myself.  I  mention  it  because 
Mr.  Hill  told  me,  some  time  since,  that  he  was  building  a  stove, 
in  which,  I  suppose,  they  will  succeed  much  better  than  in  a 
frame. 

I  beg  to  thank  you  again,  Madam,  for  the  very  fine  salmon 
you  was  so  kind  as  to  favour  me  with,  which  has  all  the  sweet 
ness  of  a  Hertfordshire  trout,  and  resembles  it  so  much  in 
flavour,  that,  blindfold,  I  should  not  have  known  the  difference. 

I  beg,  Madam,  you  will  accept  all  these  thanks,  and  believe 
them  as  sincere  as  they  really  are.  Mr.  Hill  knows  me  well 
enough  to  be  able  to  vouch  for  me,  that  I  am  not  over-much 
addicted  to  compliments  and  fine  speeches  ;  nor  do  I  mean 
either  the  one  or  the  other,  when  I  assure  you  that  I  am,  dear 
Madam,  not  merely  for  his  sake,  but  your  own, 

Your  most  obedient  and  affectionate  servant, 

W*.  COWPER. 
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TO  THE  EEV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  25,  1781. 

HE  that  tells  a  long  story  should  take  care  that  it  be  not  made 
a  long  story  by  his  manner  of  telling  it.  His  expression  should 
be  natural,  and  his  method  clear ;  the  incidents  should  be  in 
terrupted  by  very  few  reflections,  and  parentheses  should  be 
entirely  discarded.  I  do  not  know  that  poor  Mr.  Teedon  guides 
himself  in  the  affair  of  story-telling  by  any  one  of  these  rules, 
or  by  any  rule  indeed  that  I  ever  heard  of.  He  has  just  left 
us,  after  a  long  visit,  the  greatest  part  of  which  he  spent  in  the 
narration  of  a  certain  detail  of  facts  that  might  have  been  com 
pressed  into  a  much  smaller  compass,  and  my  attention  to  which 
has  wearied  and  worn  out  all  my  spirits.  You  know  how  scru 
pulously  nice  he  is  in  the  choice  of  his  expression ;  an  exact 
ness  that  soon  becomes  very  inconvenient  both  to  speaker  and 
hearer,  where  there  is  not  a  great  variety  to  choose  out  of.  But 
Saturday  evening  is  come,  the  time  I  generally  devote  to  my 
correspondence  with  you ;  and  Mrs.  Unwin  will  riot  allow  me 
to  let  it  pass  without  writing,  though,  having  done  it  herself, 
both  she  and  you  might  well  spare  me  upon  the  present  occa 
sion. 

I  have  not  yet  read  your  extract  from  Mr.  Scott's  letter  to 
Mr.  Raban,  though  I  have  had  an  opportunity  to  do  it.  I 
thought  it  might  be  better  to  wait  a  little,  in  hope  that  there 
might  be  no  need  to  do  it  at  all.  If  hereafter  it  should  be  ne 
cessary  to  inform  him  of  Mr.  Scott's  feelings  and  sentiments 
upon  the  subject,  I  will  readily  perform  the  office,  and  accom 
pany  the  performance  of  it  with  such  advice  of  my  own,  and 
such  reasons  as  may  happen  to  occur.  In  the  mean  time,  I  am 
a  little  apprehensive  that  opposition  may  provoke  opposition  in 
return,  and  set  a  sharper  edge  upon  inclination,  already  suffi 
ciently  whetted  to  the  business. 

We  are  not  the  proper  persons  to  give  counsel  or  direction 
to  Mr.  Scott ;  our  acquaintance  with  him  is  of  too  short  a 
standing  to  warrant  us  in  the  use  of  such  a  liberty.  But  it  is 
our  joint  opinion  that  he  will  not  find  himself  easily  and  com 
fortably  settled  at  Olney  while  he  retains  the  curacy  at  Weston. 
The  people  of  that  parish  are  rather  inclined  to  grumble  ;  and, 
as  we  are  informed,  express  some  dissatisfaction  on  finding  that 
they  are  to  have  but  single  service  on  the  Sabbath ;  and  the 
people  here  are  not  well  pleased,  though  they  will  have  the 

a.  c.— 2.  x 
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same  number  of  ordinances  as  before,  that  they  are  not  to  have 
them  at  the  same  time.  Some,  perhaps,  may  find  the  altera 
tion  a  real  inconvenience ;  and  others,  who  may  not  find  it  so, 
will  be  glad  of  an  occasion  to  pretend  one.  His  resignation  of 
Weston  would  at  once  annihilate  all  these  complaints,  and 
would,  besides,  place  the  Sunday  evening  meeting  and  the  whole 
management  of  it  entirely  in  his  own  hands,  which,  as  it  would 
prevent  the  possibility  of  any  bickerings  on  the  account  of 
supernumerary  speakers,  we  should  think  were  a  most  desira 
ble  object.  We  are  well  aware  that  the  vicinity  of  Weston  to 
Ra'nstone  is  Mr.  Scott's  reason  for  still  continuing  to  hold  the 
former  ;  but  whether,  when  weighed  in  the  balance  against  the 
mischiefs  he  may  incur  by  doing  it,  it  will  be  found  a  sufficient 
one,  may  be  a  matter  deserving  consideration.  It  can  be  no 
very  difficult  thing  for  his  former  people  to  reach  him  at  Olney, 
though  one  mile  will  be  added  to  their  journey.  If  they  really 
prefer  him  to  their  new  minister,  we  think  such  a  difficulty  as 
that  may  be  easily  surmounted.  Whether  Mr.  Scott's  circum 
stances  will  afford  the  sacrifice,  we  do  not  know ;  but  Mrs. 
Unwin  thinks,  and,  if  you  ask  me  my  opinion,  I  think  so  too, 
that  if  there  be  no  other  objection  to  the  measure,  he  would  do 
well  to  commit  himself  to  Providence  for  a  supply.  Mr. 
Browne's  age,  and  the  probability,  nearly  related,  I  suppose,  to 
a  certainty,  that  Mr.  Scott  will  succeed  him  in  the  living,  seems, 
of  itself,  to  reduce  that  difficulty  almost  to  nothing.  My  paper 
is  so  intolerably  bad,  as  you  may  perceive  by  the  running  of 
the  ink,  that  it  has  quite  worn  out  my  patience. 

Notwithstanding  my  purpose  to  shake  hands  with  the  Muse, 
and  take  my  leave  of  her  for  the  present,  we  have  already  had 
a  tete-a-tete,  since  I  sent  you  the  last  production.  I  am  as 
much,  or  rather  more  pleased  with  my  new  plan,  than  with  any 
of  the  foregoing.  I  mean  to  give  a  short  summary  of  the 
Jewish  story,  the  miraculous  interpositions  in  behalf  of  that 
people,  their  great  privileges,  their  abuse  of  them,  and  their 
consequent  destruction  ;  and  then  by  way  of  comparison,  such 
another  display  of  the  favours  vouchsafed  to  this  country,  the 
similar  ingratitude  with  which  they  have  requited  them,  and 
the  punishment  they  have  therefore  reason  to  expect,  unless 
reformation  interpose  to  prevent  it.  Expostulation  is  its  pre 
sent  title ;  but  I  have  not  yet  found  in  the  writing  it,  that  faci- 
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lity  and  readiness  without  which  I  shall  despair  to  finish  it 
well,  or  indeed  to  finish  it  at  ah1. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  Sir,  with  love  to  Mrs.  N., 

Your  ever  affectionate,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   BET.  WILLIAM  UKWDf. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  27,  1781. 

IN  the  first  place  my  paper  is  insufferably  bad,  so  that  though 
this  is  the  second  sheet  on  which  I  have  begun  to  write, 
and  taken  from  another  quire,  I  can  hardly  flatter  myself  that 
I  shall  be  able  to  persevere  to  the  end  of  it. 

I  thank  you  for  your  relation  of  Mr.  Fytch's  dispute  with 
the  Bishop  ;  it  affords  matter  for  some  reflections  not  altogether 
favourable  to  the  episcopal  order,  as  it  is  easy  to  see  that  if  his 
lordship  had  the  power,  he  does  not  want  the  inclination  to  use 
the  thunder  of  the  Vatican,  and  anathematize  a  poor  gentleman 
that  dares  to  oppose  him,  without  mercy.  I  know  not  in 
what  part  of  Scripture  he  will  find  it  revealed,  that  a  patron,  by 
taking  a  bond  of  resignation  from  the  person  he  presents, 
forfeits  all  hope  of  mercy  in  this  world,  and  that  which  is  to 
come.  Yet  he  asserts  it  as  gravely  as  if  he  knew  it  to  be 
true ;  but  the  laity  at  this  time  of  day  are  wiser  than  when 
they  gave  their  bishops  credit  for  omnipotence,  that  cheat  will 
pass  no  longer. 

Alas,  poor  Vestris !  what  a  pitiable  object,  how  truly  French 
in  his  humiliation,  when  he  bowed  his  head  down  to  the  stage 
and  held  it  there,  as  if  he  never  meant  to  raise  it  more  !  As 
humble  in  his  abasement  as  exalted  in  his  capers,  equally  French 
in  both.  Which  is  most  entitled  to  compassion,  the  dancer  who 
is  obliged,  at  the  expense  of  all  that  is  called  dignity  in  man, 
to  stoop  to  the  arbitrary  requisitions  of  an  enraged  assembly, 
or  that  assembly  themselves  who  think  it  worth  their  while  to 
spend  hours  in  bellowing  for  satisfaction  from  the  concessions 
of  a  dancer  ?  Considering  that  life  does  not  last  for  ages,  and 
they  know  it,  it  is  not  unreasonable  to  say,  that  both  he  and 
they  might  set  a  higher  value  upon  their  time,  and  devote  it  to 
a  better  purpose.  It  is  possible,  too,  you  may  think  that  the 
maker  of  this  wise  reflection  might  himself  have  been  better 
employed  than  in  writing  what  follows  upon  the  subject.  I 
subscribe  to  the  truth  of  the  animadversion,  and  can  only 
say,  in  my  excuse,  that  the  composition  is  short,  did  not  cost 
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me  much  time,  and  may  perhaps  provoke  a  longer,  which  is 
not  always  useless.  If  you  please  you  may  send  it  to  the 
Poet's  Corner. 

A  CARD. 

POOR  Vestris,  grieved  beyond  all  measure, 

To  have  incurred  so  much  displeasure  ; 

Although  a  Frenchman,  disconcerted, 

And  though  light  heeled,  yet  heavy  hearted, 

Begs  humbly  to  inform  his  friends, 

Next  first  of  April,  he  intends 

To  take  a  boat  and  row  right  down 

To  Cuckolds'  point,  from  Richmond  town ; 

And  as  he  goes,  alert  and  gay, 

Leap  all  the  bridges  in  his  way 

The  boat  borne  downward  with  the  tide, 

Shall  catch  him  safe  on  t'other  side ; 

He  humbly  hopes  by  this  expedient, 

To  prove  himself  their  most  obedient, 

(Which  shall  be  always  his  endeavour,) 

And  jump  into  their  former  favour. 

I  have  not  forgot,  though  when  I  wrote  last  I  did  not  think 
of  answering  your  kind  invitation.  I  can  only  say  at  present, 
that  Stock  shall  be  my  first  visit,  but  that  visiting  at  this  time 
would  be  attended  with  insupportable  awkwardness  to  me, 
and  with  such  as  the  visited  themselves  would  assuredly  feel 
the  weight  of.  My  witticisms  are  only  current  upon  paper  now, 
and  that  sort  of  paper  currency  must  serve,  like  the  Congress 
dollars  for  want  of  the  more  valuable  coin,  myself. 

"We  thank  you  for  the  intended  salmon,  and  beg  you  would 
get  yourself  made  Bishop  of  Chichester  as  soon  as  possible, 
that  we  may  have  to  thank  you  for  every  kind  of  eatable  fish  the 
British  coast  produces.  Yours  ever,  WM.  COWPER. 

I  have  hurried  to  the  end  as  fast  as  possible,  being  weary  of 
a  letter  that  is  one  continued  blot. 

TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  5,  1781. 

SINCE  writing  is  become  one  of  my  principal  amusements,  and 
I  have  already  produced  so  many  verses  on  subjects  that  entitle 
them  to  a  hope  that  they  may  possibly  be  useful,  I  should  be 
sorry  to  suppress  them  entirely,  or  to  publish  them  to  no  pur 
pose,  for  want  of  that  cheap  ingredient,  the  name  of  the  author. 
Jf  my  name  therefore  will  serve  them  in  any  degree,  as  a  pass- 
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port  into  the  public  notice,  they  are  welcome  to  it ;  and  Mr. 
Johnson  will,  if  he  pleases,  announce  me  to  the  world  by  the 
style  and  title  of  "  WILLIAM  COWPER,  Esq.,  of  the  Inner  Tem 
ple."  If  you  are  of  my  mind,  1  think  Table  Talk  will  be  the 
best  to  begin  with,  as  the  subjects  of  it  are  perhaps  more  popu 
lar  ;  and  one  would  wish,  at  first  setting  out,  to  catch  the  pub 
lic  by  the  ear,  and  hold  them  by  it  as  fast  as  possible,  that  they 
may  be  willing  to  hear  one,  on  a  second  and  a  third  occasion. 

The  passage  you  object  to  I  inserted  merely  by  way  of  catch, 
and  think  that  it  is  not  unlikely  to  answer  the  purpose.  My 
design  was  to  say  as  many  serious  things  as  I  could,  and  yet  to 
be  as  lively  as  was  compatible  with  such  a  purpose.  Do  not 
imagine  that  I  mean  to  stickle  for  it  as  a  pretty  creature  of  my 
own  that  I  am  loth  to  part  with — but  I  am  apprehensive  that 
without  the  sprightliness  of  that  passage  to  introduce  it,  the 
following  paragraph  would  not  show  to  advantage. — If  the  world 
had  been  fiilled  with  men  like  yourself,  I  should  never  have 
written  it ;  but  thinking  myself  in  a  measvire  obliged  to  tickle, 
if  I  meant  to  please,  I  therefore  affected  a  jocularity  I  did  not 
feel. — As  to  the  rest,  wherever  there  is  war,  there  is  misery 
and  outrage ;  notwithstanding  which  it  is  not  only  lawful  to 
wish,  but  even  a  duty  to  pray  for  the  success  of  one's  country. 
And  as  to  the  neutralities,  I  really  think  the  Russian  virago  an 
impertinent  puss  for  meddling  with  us,  and  engaging  half  a 
score  kittens  of  her  acquaintance  to  scratch  the  poor  old  lion, 
who,  if  he  has  been  insolent  in  his  day,  has  probably  acted  no 
otherwise  than  they  themselves  would  have  acted  in  his  circum 
stances,  and  with  his  power  to  embolden  them. 

I  am  glad  that  the  myrtles  reached  you  safe,  but  am  per 
suaded  from  past  experience  that  no  management  will  keep 
them  long  alive  in  London,  especially  in  the  city.  Our  English 
Trots  i,  the  natives  of  the  country,  are  for  the  most  part  too 
delicate  to  thrive  there,  much  more  the  nice  Italian.  To  give 
them,  however,  the  best  chance  they  can  have,  the  lady  must 
keep  them  well  watered,  giving  them  a  moderate  quantity  in 
summer  time  every  other  day,  and  in  winter  about  twice  a  week; 
not  spring-water,  for  that  would  kill  them.  At  Michaelmas,  as 
much  of  the  mould  as  can  be  taken  out  without  disturbing  the 

1  What  word  has  been  thus  mis-printed  I  am  unable  to  guess,  and  the 
original  letter  is  one  of  those  which  have  not  been  preserved  in  Mr.  New 
ton's  collection. — S. 
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roots  must  be  evacuated,  and  its  place  supplied  with  fresh,  the 
lighter  the  better.  And  once  in  two  years  the  plants  must  be 
drawn  out  of  their  pots  with  the  entire  ball  of  earth  about  them, 
and  the  matted  roots  pared  off  with  a  sharp  knife,  when  they 
must  be  planted  again  with  an  addition  of  rich  light  earth  as 
before.  Thus  dealt  with,  they  will  grow  luxuriantly  in  a  green 
house,  where  they  can  have  plenty  of  sweet  air,  which  is  abso 
lutely  necessary  to  their  health.  I  used  to  purchase  them  at 
Covent  Garden  almost  every  year,  when  I  lived  hi  the  Temple ; 
but  even  in  that  airy  situation  they  were  sure  to  lose  their  leaf 
in  winter,  and  seldom  recovered  it  again  in  spring.  I  wish  them 
a  better  fate  at  Hoxton. 

Olney  has  seen  this  day  what  it  never  saw  before,  and  what 
will  serve  it  to  talk  of,  I  suppose,  for  years  to  come.  At  eleven 
o'clock  this  morning  a  party  of  soldiers  entered  the  town, 
driving  before  it  another  party,  who,  after  obstinately  defending 
the  bridge  for  some  time,  were  obliged  to  quit  it,  and  run. 
They  ran  in  very  good  order,  frequently  faced  about  and  fired, 
but  were  at  last  obliged  to  surrender  prisoners  of  war.  There 
has  been  much  drumming  and  shouting,  much  scampering 
about  in  the  dirt,  but  not  an  inch  of  lace  made  in  the  town,  at 
least  at  the  Silver  End  of  it. 

It  is  our  joint  request  that  you  will  not  again  leave  us  un 
written  to  for  a  fortnight.  We  are  so  like  yourselves  in  this 
particular,  that  we  cannot  help  ascribing  so  long  a  silence  to 
the  worst  cause.  The  longer  your  letters  the  better,  but  a  short 
one  is  better  than  none. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  pretty  well,  and  adds  the  greetings  of  her  love 
to  mine.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  \VM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EET.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  18,  1781. 

A  SLIGHT  disorder  in  my  larboard  eye  may  possibly  prevent 
my  writing  to  you  a  long  letter,  and  would  perhaps  have  pre 
vented  my  writing  at  all,  if  I  had  not  known  that  you  account 
a  fortnight's  silence  a  week  too  long. 

I  am  sorry  that  I  gave  you  the  trouble  to  write  twice  upon 
so  trivial  a  subject  as  the  passage  in  question.  I  did  not  un 
derstand  by  your  first  objections  to  it,  that  you  thought  it  so 
exceptionable  as  you  do  ;  but  being  better  informed,  I  imme 
diately  resolved  to  expunge  it,  and  subjoin  a  few  lines  which 
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you  will  oblige  me  by  substituting  in  its  place.  I  am  not  very 
fond  of  weaving  a  political  thread  into  any  of  my  pieces,  and 
that  for  two  reasons  :  first,  because  I  do  not  think  myself 
qualified,  in  point  of  intelligence,  to  form  a  decided  opinion 
on  any  such  topics  ;  and  secondly,  because  I  think  them, 
though  perhaps  as  popular  as  any,  the  most  useless  of  all. 
The  following  verses  are  designed  to  succeed  immediately 
after 

• fights  with  justice  on  his  side. 

Let  laurels,  drench'd  in  pure  Parnassian  dews, 
Reward  his  memory,  dear  to  every  Muse,  &c. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  advice  with  respect  to  the 
manner  of  publication,  and  feel  myself  inclined  to  be  deter 
mined  by  it.  So  far  as  I  have  proceeded  on  the  subject  of 
Expostulation,  I  have  written  with  tolerable  ease  to  myself, 
and  in  my  own  opinion  (for  an  opinion  I  am  obliged  to  have 
about  what  I  write,  whether  I  will  or  no,)  with  more  emphasis 
and  energy  than  in  either  of  the  others.  But  it  seems  to  open 
upon  me  with  an  abundance  of  matter,  that  forebodes  a  con 
siderable  length ;  and  the  time  of  year  is  come  when,  what 
with  walking  and  gardening,  I  can  find  but  little  leisure  for 
the  pen.  I  mean,  however,  as  soon  as  I  have  engrafted  a  new 
scion  into  the  Progress  of  Error,  instead  of  Thelyphthora,  and 
when  I  have  transcribed  Truth,  and  sent  it  to  you,  to  apply 
myself  to  the  composition  last  undertaken,  with  as  much  in 
dustry  so  I  can.  If  therefore  the  three  first  are  put  into  the 
press  while  I  am  spinning  and  weaving  the  last,  the  whole 
may  perhaps  be  ready  for  publication  before  the  proper  season 
will  be  past.  I  mean  at  present  that  a  few  select  smaller 
pieces,  about  seven  or  eight  perhaps,  the  best  I  can  find  in  a 
bookfull  that  I  have  by  me,  shall  accompany  them.  All  to 
gether,  they  will  furnish,  I  should  imagine,  a  volume  of  to 
lerable  bulk,  that  need  not  be  indebted  to  an  unreasonable 
breadth  of  margin  for  the  importance  of  its  figure. 

If  a  Board  of  Enquiry  were  to  be  established,  at  which 
poets  were  to  undergo  an  examination  respecting  the  motives 
that  induced  them  to  publish,  and  I  were  to  be  summoned  to 
attend,  that  I  might  give  an  account  of  mine,  I  think  I  could 
truly  say,  what  perhaps  few  poets  could,  that  though  I  have 
no  objection  to  lucrative  consequences,  if  any  such  should 
follow,  they  are  not  my  aim  ;  much  less  is  it  my  ambition  to 
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exhibit  myself  to  the  world  as  a  genius.  What  then,  says  Mr. 
President,  can  possibly  be  your  motive  ?  I  answer,  with  a 
bow — Amusement.  There  is  nothing  but  this — no  occupation 
within  the  compass  of  my  small  sphere,  Poetry  excepted — 
that  can  do  much  towards  diverting  that  train  of  melancholy 
thoughts,  which,  when  I  am  not  thus  employed,  are  for  ever 
pouring  themselves  in  upon  me.  And  if  I  did  not  publish 
what  I  write,  I  could  not  interest  myself  sufficiently  in  my  own 
success,  to  make  an  amusement  of  it. 

In  my  account  of  the  battle  fought  at  Olney,  I  laid  a  snare 
for  your  curiosity,  and  succeeded.  I  supposed  it  would  have 
an  enigmatical  appearance,  and  so  it  had  ;  but  like  most  other 
riddles,  when  it  comes  to  be  solved,  you  will  find  that  it  was 
not  worth  the  trouble  of  conjecture. — There  are  soldiers  quar 
tered  at  Newport  and  at  Olney.  These  met,  by  order  of  their 
respective  officers,  in  Emberton  Marsh,  performed  all  the  ma- 
no3uvres  of  a  deedy  battle,  and  the  result  was  that  this  town 
was  taken.  Since  I  wrote,  they  have  again  encountered  with 
the  same  intention  ;  and  Mr.  Raban  kept  a  room  for  me  and 
Mrs.  Unwiu,  that  we  might  sit  and  view  them  at  our  ease. 
We  did  so,  but  it  did  not  answer  our  expectation  ;  for  before 
the  contest  could  be  decided,  the  powder  on  both  sides  being 
expended,  the  combatants  were  obliged  to  leave  it  an  unde 
cided  contest.  If  it  were  possible  that  when  two  great  armies 
spend  the  night  in  expectation  of  a  battle,  a  third  could  silently 
steal  away  their  ammunition  and  arms  of  every  kind,  what  a 
comedy  would  it  make  of  that  which  always  has  such  a  tragical 
conclusion. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.   WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR   FRIEND,  April  2,  1781. 

FIKE  weather,  and  a  variety  of  extraforaneous  occupations 
(search  Johnson's  dictionary  for  that  word,  and  if  not  found 
there,  insert  it — for  it  saves  a  deal  of  circumlocution,  and  is 
very  lawfully  compounded)  make  it  difficult,  (excuse  the  length 
of  a  parenthesis,  which  I  did  not  foresee  the  length  of  when  I 
began  it,  and  which  may  perhaps  a  little  perplex  the  sense  of 
what  I  am  writing,  though,  as  I  seldom  deal  in  that  figure  of 
speech,  I  have  the  less  need  to  make  an  apology  for  doing  it  at 
present,)  make  it  difficult  (I  say)  for  me  to  find  opportunities 
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for  writing.  My  morning  is  engrossed  by  the  garden  ;  and  in 
the  afternoon,  till  I  have  drunk  tea,  I  am  fit  for  nothing.  At 
five  o'clock  we  walk  ;  and  when  the  walk  is  over,  lassitude  re 
commends  rest,  and  again  I  become  fit  for  nothing.  The  cur 
rent  hour  therefore  which  (I  need  not  tell  you)  is  comprised  in 
the  interval  between  four  and  five,  is  devoted  to  your  service, 
as  the  only  one  in  the  twenty-four  which  is  not  otherwise  en 
gaged. 

I  do  not  wonder  that  you  have  felt  a  great  deal  upon  the 
occasion  you  mention  in  your  last,  especially  on  account  of  the 
asperity  you  have  met  with  in  the  behaviour  of  your  friend. 
Reflect  however  that  as  it  is  natural  to  you  to  have  very  fine 
feelings,  it  is  equally  natural  to  some  other  tempers,  to  leave 
those  feelings  entirely  out  of  the  question,  and  to  speak  to  you, 
and  to  act  towards  you,  just  as  they  do  towards  the  rest  of 
mankind,  without  the  least  attention  to  the  irritability  of  your 
system.  Men  of  a  rough  and  unsparing  address  should  take 
great  care  that  they  be  always  in  the  right ;  the  justness  and 
propriety  of  their  sentiments  and  censures  being  the  only  tole 
rable  apology  that  can  be  made  for  such  a  conduct,  especially  in 
a  country  where  civility  of  behaviour  is  inculcated  even  from 
the  cradle.  But  in  the  instance  now  under  our  contemplation 
I  think  you  a  sufferer  under  the  weight  of  an  animadversion 
not  founded  in  truth,  and  which,  consequently,  you  did  not  de 
serve.  I  account  him  faithful  in  the  pulpit,  who  dissembles 
nothing  that  he  believes,  for  fear  of  giving  offence.  To  accom 
modate  a  discourse  to  the  judgement  and  opinion  of  others, 
for  the  sake  of  pleasing  them,  though  by  doing  so  we  are 
obliged  to  depart  widely  from  our  own,  is  to  be  unfaithful 
to  ourselves  at  least,  and  cannot  be  accounted  fidelity  to 
him  whom  we  profess  to  serve.  But  there  are  few  men  who 
do  not  stand  in  need  of  the  exercise  of  charity  and  forbear 
ance  ;  and  the  gentleman  in  question  has  afforded  you  an 
ample  opportunity  in  this  respect,  to  show  how  readily, 
though  differing  in  your  views,  you  can  practice  all  that  he 
could  possibly  expect  from  you,  if  your  persuasion  corres 
ponded  exactly  with  his  own. 

With  respect  to  Monsieur  le  Cure,  I  think  you  not  quite  ex 
cusable  for  suffering  such  a  man  to  give  you  any  uneasiness  at 
all.  The  grossness  and  injustice  of  his  demand  ought  to  be  its 
own  antidote.  If  a  robber  should  miscall  you  a  pitiful  fellow 
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for  not  carrying  a  purse  full  of  gold  about  you,  would  his 
brutality  give  you  any  concern  1  I  suppose  not.  Why  then 
have  you  been  distressed  in  the  present  instance  ? 

Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BET.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND,  April  8,  1781. 

SINCE  I  commenced  author,  my  letters  are  even  less  worth 
your  acceptance  than  they  were  before.  I  shall  soon,  however, 
lay  down  the  character,  and  cease  to  trouble  you  with  direc 
tions  to  a  printer,  at  least  till  the  summer  is  over.  If  I  live 
to  see  the  return  of  winter,  I  may  perhaps  assume  it  again  : 
but  my  appetite  for  fame  is  not  keen  enough  to  combat  with 
my  love  of  fine  weather,  my  love  of  indolence,  and  my  love 
of  gardening  employments. 

I  send  you  by  Mr.  Old  my  Works  complete,  bound  in  brown 
paper,  and  numbered  according  to  the  series  in  which  I  would 
have  them  published.  With  respect  to  the  poem  called  Truth, 
it  is  so  true  that  it  can  hardly  fail  of  giving  offence  to  an 
unenlightened  reader.  I  think,  therefore,  that  in  order  to  ob 
viate  in  some  measure  those  prejudices  that  will  naturally  erect 
their  bristles  against  it,  an  explanatory  preface,  such  as  you 
(and  nobody  so  well  as  you)  can  furnish  me  with,  will  have 
every  grace  of  propriety  to  recommend  it.  Or,  if  you  are  not 
averse  to  the  task,  and  your  avocations  will  allow  you  to  un 
dertake  it,  and  if  you  think  it  would  still  be  more  proper,  I 
should  be  glad  to  be  indebted  to  you  for  the  preface  to  the 
whole.  I  wish  you,  however,  to  consult  your  own  judgement 
upon  the  occasion,  and  to  engage  in  either  of  these  works,  or 
neither,  just  as  your  discretion  guides  you. 

The  observations  contained  in  the  Progress  of  Error,  though, 
as  you  say,  of  general  application,  have  yet  such  an  unlucky 
squint  at  the  author  of  Thelyphthora,  that  they  will  be  almost 
as  sure  to  strike  him  in  the  sore  place,  as  he  will  be  to  read  the 
poem,  if  published  with  my  name  ;  and  I  would  by  no  means 
wish  to  involve  you  in  the  resentment  that  I  shall  probably 
incur  by  those  lines ;  which  might  be  the  consequence  of  our 
walking  arm  in  arm  into  the  public  notice.  For  my  own  part 
I  have  my  answer  ready,  if  I  should  be  called  upon  ;  but  as 
you  have  corresponded  with  him  upon  the  subject,  and  have 
closed  that  correspondence  in  as  amicable  a  way  as  the  subject 
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of  it  would  permit,  you  may  perhaps  think  it  would  appear  like 
a  departure  from  the  friendly  moderation  of  your  conduct,  to 
give  an  open  countenance  and  encouragement  to  a  work  in 
which  he  seems  to  be  so  freely  treated.  But  after  all  there  is 
no  necessity  for  your  name,  though  I  should  choose  by  all  means 
to  be  honoured  with  it,  if  there  be  no  unanswerable  objection. 
— You  will  find  the  substituted  passage  in  the  Progress  of 
Error,  just  where  the  ground  was  occupied  by  the  reflections 
upon  Mr.  Madan's  performance. 

Mr.  Hill's  answer  seems  to  have  no  fault  but  what  it  owes 
to  a  virtue.  His  great  charity  and  candour  have  in  my  mind 
excluded  from  it  that  animation  and  energy,  which  even  a  good 
man  might  lawfully  show  when  answering  a  book  which  could 
hardly  fail  to  excite  a  little  indignation.  Mildness  and  meek 
ness  are  not  more  plainly  recommended  in  Scripture  in  some 
instances,  than  sharpness  of  reproof  and  severity  in  others. 

I  am  very  well  satisfied  with  the  commendation  the  reviewers 
have  bestowed  upon  Sir  Airy.  It  is  as  much  as  I  hoped  for  ; 
and  I  question  much  whether  they  will  speak  so  favourably  of 
my  next  publication. 

I  have  written  a  great  deal  to-day,  which  must  be  my  ex 
cuse  for  an  abrupt  conclusion.  Our  love  attends  you  both.  We 
are  in  pretty  good  health ;  Mrs.  Unwin  indeed  better  than  usual : 
and  as  to  me,  I  ail  nothing  but  the  incurable  ailment. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  \V.  C. 

Thanks  for  the  cocoa-nut. 

I  send  a  cucumber,  not  of  my  own  raising,  and  yet  raised 
by  me. 

Solve  this  enigma,  dark  enough 

To  puzzle  any  brains 
That  are  not  downright  puzzle-proof, 

And  eat  it  for  your  pains. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Monday,  April  23,  1781. 

HAVING  not  the  least  doubt  of  your  ability  to  execute  just  such 
a  preface  as  I  should  wish  to  see  prefixed  to  my  publication,  and 
being  convinced  that  you  have  no  good  foundation  for  those 
which  you  yourself  entertain  upon  the  subject,  I  neither  with 
draw  my  requisition,  nor  abate  one  jot  of  the  earnestness  with 
which  I  made  it.  I  admit  the  delicacy  of  the  occasion,  but 
am  far  from  apprehending  that  you  will  therefore  find  it  difficult 
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to  succeed.     You  can  draw  a  hair-stroke  where  another  man 
would  make  a  blot  as  broad  as  a  sixpence. 

With  respect  to  the  Heathen  and  what  I  have  said  about 
them,  the  subject  is  of  that  kind  which  every  man  must  settle 
for  himself,  and  on  which  we  can  proceed  no  further  than  hy 
pothesis  and  opinion  will  carry  us.  I  was  willing  however  to 
obviate  an  objection  I  foresaw,  and  to  do  it  in  a  way  not  de 
rogatory  from  the  truth  of  the  Gospel,  yet  at  the  same  time 
as  conciliatory  as  possible  to  the  prejudices  of  the  objector. 
After  aU,  indeed,  I  see  no  medium  ;  either  we  must  suppose 
them  lost,  or  if  saved,  saved  by  virtue  of  the  only  propitiation. 
They  seem  to  me,  on  the  principles  of  equity,  to  stand  in  much 
the  same  predicament,  and  to  be  entitled,  (at  least  according 
to  human  apprehensions  of  justice,)  to  much  the  same  allow 
ance  as  Infants :  both  partakers  of  a  sinful  nature,  and  both  una 
voidably  ignorant  of  the  remedy.  Infants  I  suppose  universally 
saved,  because  impeccable  ;  and  the  virtuous  Heathen,  having 
had  no  opportunity  to  sin  against  Revelation,  and  having  made 
a  conscientious  use  of  the  light  of  Nature,  I  should  suppose 
saved  too.  But  I  drop  a  subject  on  which  I  could  say  a  good 
deal  more,  for  two  reasons ;  first,  because  I  am  writing  a  letter, 
and  not  an  essay;  and  secondly,  because  after  all  I  might  write 
about  it,  I  could  come  to  no  certain  conclusion. 

I  once  had  thoughts  of  annexing  a  few  smaller  pieces  to 
those  I  have  sent  you ;  but  having  only  very  few  that  I  ac 
counted  worthy  to  bear  them  company,  and  those  for  the  most 
part  oh  subjects  less  calculated  for  utility  than  amusement,  I 
changed  my  mind.  If  hereafter  I  should  accumulate  a  suffi 
cient  number  of  these  minutice  to  make  a  miscellaneous  volume, 
which  is  not  impossible  I  may  perhaps  collect  and  print  them. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  interest  you  take  in  the  ap 
pearance  of  my  Poems,  and  much  pleased  by  the  alacrity  with 
which  you  do  it.  Your  favourable  opinion  of  them  affords  me 
a  comfortable  presage  with  respect  to  that  of  the  public ;  for 
though  I  make  allowances  for  your  partiality  to  me  and  mine, 
because  mine,  yet  I  am  sure  you  would  not  suffer  me  unad- 
monished  to  add  myself  to  the  multitude  of  insipid  rhymers, 
with  whose  productions  the  world  is  already  too  much  pestered. 

It  is  worth  while  to  send  you  a  riddle,  you  make  such  a 
variety  of  guesses,  and  turn  and  tumble  it  about  with  such 
an  industrious  curiosity.  The  solution  of  that  in  question  is 
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— let  me  see ;  it  requires  some  consideration  to  explain  it, 
even  though  I  made  it.  I  raised  the  seed  that  produced  the 
plant  that  produced  the  fruit,  that  produced  the  seed  that  pro 
duced  the  fruit  I  sent  you.  This  latter  seed  I  gave  to  the 
gardener  of  Terningham,  who  brought  me  the  cucumber  you 
mention.  Thus  you  see  I  raised  it — that  is  to  say,  I  raised  it 
virtually  by  having  raised  its  progenitor ;  and  yet  I  did  not 
raise  it,  because  the  identical  seed  from  which  it  grew  was 
raised  at  a  distance.  You  observe  I  did  not  speak  rashly, 
when  I  spoke  of  it  as  dark  enough  to  pose  an  CEdipus  ;  and 
have  no  need  to  call  your  own  sagacity  in  question  for  falling 
short  of  the  discovery. 

A  report  has  prevailed  at  Olney  that  you  are  coming  in  a 
t brtnight ;  but  taking  it  for  granted  that  you  know  best  when 
you  shall  come,  and  that  you  will  make  us  happy  in  the  same 
knowledge  as  soon  as  you  are  possessed  of  it  yourself,  I  did 
not  venture  to  build  any  sanguine  expectations  upon  it. 

Mr.  Madan  seems  to  be  in  the  condition  of  that  gentleman 
of  most  candid  memory,  who  though  he  might  be  confuted 
was  resolved  never  to  be  convinced.  I  have  at  last  read  the 
second  volume  of  his  work,  and  had  some  hope  that  I  should 
prevail  with  myself  to  read  the  first  likewise.  But  endless 
repetitions,  unwarranted  conclusions,  and  wearisome  declama 
tions,  conquered  my  perseverance,  and  obliged  me  to  leave 
the  task  unfinished.  He  boasts  in  his  Introduction  that  he 
has  attended  to  a  happy  mixture  of  the  utile  dulci.  The 
former  I  find  not,  and  the  latter  so  sparingly  afforded  as  to 
be  scarce  perceptible.  You  told  us,  some  time  since,  that  his 
reasons  for  writing  on  such  a  subject  were  certainly  known  to  a 
few.  If  you  judge  it  not  imprudent  to  communicate  them  by 
the  post,  we  should  be  glad  to  know  them  too.  You  know  that 
we  are  hermetically  sealed,  and  that  no  secret  is  the  less  a 
secret  for  our  participation  of  it.  I  began  his  book  at  the 
latter  end,  because  the  first  part  of  it  was  engaged  when  I  re 
ceived  the  second ;  but  I  had  not  so  good  an  appetite  as  a 
soldier  of  the  Guards,  who,  I  was  informed  when  I  lived  in 
London,  would  for  a  small  matter  eat  up  a  cat  alive,  beginning 
at  her  tail  and  finishing  with  her  whiskers. 

Mrs.  Unwin  sends  her  love.  She  is  tolerably  well,  and  will 
rejoice  to  hear  that  her  application  in  behalf  of  your  nephew 
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has  succeeded.     Not  having  lately  heard  from  Stock,  she  is 
ignorant  of  what  has  passed. 
My  love  to  Mrs.  Newton. 

Yours,  ut  semper,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   KEY.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  April  25,  1/81. 

WHILE  I  thought  of  publishing  only  the  four  pieces  already 
sent,  I  did  not  give  myself  the  trouble  to  peruse  with  any 
attention  what  smaller  poems  I  have  by  me.  But  on  finding  it 
necessary  to  make  an  addition,  I  have  again  looked  them 
over,  and  am  glad  to  find  after  an  enquiry  as  critical  as  an 
author  can  be  supposed  to  make  into  the  merits  of  his  own  pro 
ductions,  that  I  am  in  possession  of  eight  hundred  lines  that 
may  safely,  I  hope,  venture  to  show  themselves  in  public.  To 
these  I  would  add  those  copies  I  translated  from  Vincent 
Bourne,  but  having  no  transcript  of  them  myself,  I  must  beg 
you  to  take  the  trouble  either  to  send  them  hither,  or  to  get 
them  written  out  for  me.  The  whole  together  will  amount 
nearly  to  a  thousand  lines,  and  as  I  suppose  Mr.  Johnson  will 
iiot  allot  more  than  one  page  to  one  piece,  they  will  fill  more 
paper  than  the  same  number  of  lines  written  in  continuation, 
and  upon  the  same  subject.  There  are  times  when  J  cannot 
write,  and  the  present  is  such  a  time  ;  and  were  it  not,  I  should 
yet  prefer  this  method  of  swelling  the  volume,  to  that  of  filling 
the  vacuity  with  one  long-winded  poem  like  the  preceding. 

A  variety  of  measures  on  a  variety  of  subjects  will  relieve 
both  the  mind  and  the  ear,  and  may  possib1^  prevent  that 
weariness  of  which  there  might  otherwise  be  *^o  small  danger. 

I  hope  that  what  I  said  in  my  last  h*\s  determined  you  to 
undertake  the  preface  ;  in.  that  case  ',l.e  gentleman  you  men 
tioned,  (Mr.  Foster,)  must  upon  /our  walking  out  of  the 
lines,  march  in  to  supply  you1-  j^iace.  I  have  no  outline  to 
send  you,  neither  shall  I  have  time  for  any  thing  but  to  tran 
scribe,  which  I  will  do  as  fast  as  I  can  to  be  legible,  and  remit 
my  labours  to  you  by  the  first  opportunity  ;  title-page  and 
motto  at  the  same  time. 

We  are  sorry  that  you  have  not  heard  from  Stock,  but  hope, 
and  have  no  doubt  notwithstanding  this  silence,  that  the  affair 
will  be  settled  to  your  wish.  I  write  in  much  haste,  and  have 
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only  to  add  my  thanks  for  your  negotiations,  and  our  joint  love 
to  you  both,  with  remembrance  to  all  friends  at  Hoxton. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  WM.  COWPER. 

I  am  at  this  time  a  member  of  the  Inner  Temple. 

TO   THE   EEV.  WILLIAM   tTNTVEN". 

May  1,  1781. 

YOUR  mother  says  I  must  write,  and  must  admits  of  no  apo 
logy  ;  I  might  otherwise  plead,  that  I  have  nothing  to  say, 
that  I  am  weary,  that  I  am  dull,  that  it  would  be  more  conve 
nient  therefore  for  you,  as  well  as  for  myself,  that  I  should  let 
it  alone  ;  but  all  these  pleas,  and  whatever  pleas  besides  either 
disinclination,  indolence,  or  necessity  might  suggest,  are  ever- 
ruled,  as  they  ought  to  be,  the  moment  a  lady  adduces  her 
irrefragable  argument,  you  must.  You  have  still  however  one 
comfort  left,  that  what  I  must  write,  you  may,  or  may  not 
read,  just  as  it  shall  please  you  ;  unless  Lady  Anne  at  your 
elbow  should  say,  you  must  read  it,  and  then  like  a  true  knight 
you  will  obey  without  looking  out  for  a  remedy. 

I  do  not  love  to  harp  upon  strings  that,  to  say  the  least,  are 
not  so  musical  as  one  would  wish.  But  you  I  know  have  many 
a  time  sacrificed  your  own  feelings  to  those  of  others,  and  where 
an  act  of  charity  leads  you,  are  not  easily  put  out  of  your  way. 
This  consideration  encourages  me  just  to  insinuate  that  your 
silence  on  the  subject  of  a  certain  nomination  is  distressful  to 
more  than  you  would  wish,  in  particular  to  the  little  boy  whose 
clothes  are  outgrown  and  worn  out ;  and  to  his  mother,  who 
is  unwilling  to  furnish  him  with  a  new  suit,  having  reason  to 
suppose  that  the  long  blue  petticoat  would  soon  supersede 
it,  if  she  should. 

In  the  press,  and  speedily  will  be  published,  in  one  volume 
octavo,  price  three  shillings,  Poems,  by  William  Cowper,  of 
the  Inner  Temple,  Esq.  You  may  suppose,  by  the  size  of  the 
publication,  that  the  greatest  part  of  them  have  been  long  kept 
secret,  because  you  yourself  have  never  seen  them  :  but  the 
truth  is,  that  they  are  most  of  them,  except  what  yo,u  have  in 
your  possession,  the  produce  of  the  last  winter.  Two-thirds  of 
the  compilation  will  be  occupied  by  four  pieces,  the  first  of  which 
sprung  up  in  the  month  of  December,  and  the  last  of  tliem 
in  the  month  of  March.  They  contain,  I  suppose,  in  all, 
about  two  thousand  and  five  hundred  lines  :  are  known,  or  to 
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be  known  in  due  time,  by  the  names  of  Table  Talk — The 
Progress  of  Error — Truth  —  Expostulation.  Mr.  Newton 
writes  a  Preface,  and  Johnson  is  the  publisher.  The  principal, 
I  may  say  the  only  reason  why  I  never  mentioned  to  you,  till 
now,  an  affair  which  I  am  just  going  to  make  known  to  all 
the  world  (if  that  Mr.  All-the-world  should  think  it  worth 
his  knowing,)  has  been  this  ;  that  till  within  these  few  days, 
I  had  not  the  honour  to  know  it  myself.  This  may  seem 
strange,  but  it  is  true ;  for  not  knowing  where  to  find  un 
derwriters  who  would  choose  to  insure  them  ;  and  not  finding 
it  convenient  to  a  purse  like  mine,  to  run  any  hazard,  even 
upon  the  credit  of  my  own  ingenuity,  I  was  very  much  in 
doubt  for  some  weeks,  whether  any  bookseller  would  be  willing 
to  subject  himself  to  an  ambiguity,  that  might  prove  very  ex 
pensive  in  case  of  a  bad  market.  But  Johnson  has  heroically 
set  all  peradventures  at  defiance,  and  takes  the  whole  charge 
upon  himself.  So  out  I  come.  I  shall  be  glad  of  my  Trans 
lations  from  Vincent  Bourne,  in  your  next  frank.  My  Muse 
will  lay  herself  at  your  feet  immediately  on  her  first  public 
appearance.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  May  9,  1781. 

I  AM  in  the  press,  and  it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it.  But  how  mys 
terious  is  the  conveyance  of  intelligence  from  one  end  to  the 
other  of  your  great  city  ! — Not  many  days  since,  except  one 
man,  and  he  but  a  little  taller  than  yourself,  all  London  was  ig 
norant  of  it ;  for  I  do  not  suppose  that  the  public  prints  have 
yet  announced  this  most  agreeable  tidings,  the  title-page.,  which 
is  the  basis  of  the  advertisement,  having  so  lately  reached  the 
publisher  ;  and  now  it  is  known  to  you,  who  live  at  least  two 
miles  distant  from  my  confidant  upon  the  occasion. 

My  labours  are  principally  the  production  of  the  last 
winter  ;  all  indeed,  except  a  few  of  the  minor  pieces.  When 
I  can  find  no  other  occupation,  I  think,  and  when  I  think,  I  am 
very  apt  to  do  it  in  rhyme.  Hence  it  comes  to  pass  that  the 
season  of  the  year  which  generally  pinches  off  the  flowers  of 
poetry,  unfolds  mine,  such  as  they  are,  and  crowns  me  with  a 
winter  garland.  In  this  respect  therefore,  I  and  my  contem 
porary  bards  are  by  no  means  upon  a  par.  They  write  when 
the  delightful  influences  of  fine  weather,  fine  prospects,  and  a 
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brisk  motion  of  the  animal  spirits,  make  poetry  almost  the 
language  of  nature  ;  and  I,  when  icicles  depend  from  all  the 
leaves  of  the  Parnassian  laurel,  and  when  a  reasonable  man 
would  as  little  expect  to  succeed  in  verse,  as  to  hear  a  blackbird 
whistle.  This  must  be  my  apology  to  you  for  whatever  want 
of  fire  and  animation  you  may  observe  in  what  you  will  shortly 
have  the  perusal  of.  As  to  the  public,  if  they  like  me  not,  there 
is  no  remedy.  A  friend  will  weigh  and  consider  all  disadvan 
tages,  and  make  as  large  allowances  as  an  author  can  wish,  and 
larger  perhaps  than  he  has  any  right  to  expect ;  but  not  so 
the  world  at  large  ;  whatever  they  do  not  like,  tlity  will  not  by 
any  apology  be  persuaded  to  forgive,  and  it  would  be  in  vain 
to  tell  them,  that  I  wrote  my  verses  in  January,  for  they  would 
immediately  reply,  "Why  did  not  you  write  them  in  May?'"' 
A  question  that  might  puzzle  a  wiser  head  than  we  poets  are 
generally  blessed  with.  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  13,  1781. 

WE  thank  you  for  the  anecdote  sent  us  in  compliance  with  our 
desire.  Added  at  the  end  of  a  certain  treatise,  it  would  operate 
as  a  powerful  antidote  to  the  erroneous  opinion  it  inculcates, 
and  sufficiently  explain  the  mystery  of  a  sensible  man  addict 
ing  himself  to  a  silly  enterprise,  and  vainly  endeavouring  to 
accomplish  it  by  reasonings  that  would  disgrace  a  boy. 

You  are  not  sorry  I  suppose  that  your  correspondence  with 
him  is  at  an  end  ;  you  might  perhaps  have  easily  secured  the 
continuance  of  it  had  you  been  less  explicit,  but  it  must  have 
been  at  the  expense  of  that  point  of  honour  which  a  spiritual 
warrior  of  your  rank  and  character,  will  upon  no  consideration 
abandon.  A  gentler  reprehension,  an  air  of  pleasantry,  or 
any  disguise  of  your  real  sentiments  whatever,  would  still  have 
left  room  for  what  he  would  have  called  a  friendly  intercourse. 
But  your  friendship  for  him  has  now  produced  the  strongest 
proof  of  its  sincerity  ;  and  though  he  is  not  able  to  bear  it, 
the  time  may  come  (it  will  be  unhappy  for  him  indeed  if  it  never 
should,)  when  he  will  know  how  to  value  it  and  to  thank  you 
for  it. 

The  rudeness  of  his  answer, — I  was  going  to  give  it  a  harsher 
character, — exceeds  all  that  I  could  have  thought  it  possible 
he  could  be  provoked  to  treat  you  with,  merely  because  you 

s.  c. — 2.  T 
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cannot  see  with  his  eyes,  and  have  had  the  boldness  to  tell  him 
so. 

M.  quarrels  with  N.,  for  M.  wrote  a  book, 

And  N.  did  not  like  it,  which  M.  could  not  brook, 

So  he  call'd  him  a  bigot,  a  wrangler,  a  monk, 

With  as  many  hard  names  as  would  line  a  good  trunk, 

And  set  up  his  back,  and  claw'd  like  a  cat, 

But  N.  liked  it  never  the  better  for  that. 

Now  N.  had  a  wife,  and  he  wanted  but  one, 

Which  stuck  in  M.'s  stomach  as  cross  as  a  bone. 

It  has  always  been  reckon'd  a  just  cause  of  strife 
For  a  man  to  make  free  with  another  man's  wife  ; 
But  the  strife  is  the  strangest  that  ever  was  known, 
If  a  man  must  be  scolded  for  loving  his  own. 

Mrs.  Unwin  rejoices  that  the  nomination  affair  is  at  last 
accomplished,  she  accounts  your  thanks  for  it  more  than  a 
sufficient  recompense,  and  is  sorry  it  is  not  in  her  power  to 
give  you  and  Mrs.  Newton  more  important  proofs  of  her  re 
gard. — I  asked  her  what  I  should  say,  and  she  bade  me  say 
aU  this. 

I  am  ready  to  wish  that  you  may  not  yet  have  sent  the 
Translations  of  Bourne  to  Johnson,  because  I  find  it  necessary 
to  put  forth  a  new  edition  of  the  two  last  stanzas  of  the  Cricket. 
One  of  them  was  disgraced  by  a  false  rhyme,  and  the  other 
was  too  long  by  two  lines.  By  the  way  Mr.  Unwin  has  sent 
me  three  of  them,  but  the  Glowworm  and  the  Cantab  he  has 
not  sent. 

This  last  victory  over  the  Americans  will  go  near  to  verify 
my  poetical  prediction,  and  Sir  Joshua  will  have  nothing  to  do 
but  to  record  the  completion  of  a  prophecy  which  is  the  more 
respectable,  because  when  first  delivered,  it  seemed  so  very  im 
probable.  Rebellion  it  should  seem  must  soon  be  extin 
guished,  crippled  by  defeat  and  destitute  of  resources,  and  ex 
tinction  of  the  war  will  soon  follow  it.  I  have  taken  prudent 
care  however  to  save  my  credit  at  all  events,  and  having  fore 
told  both  fair  weather  and  foul,  the  former  in  the  piece  just 
alluded  to,  and  the  latter  in  Expostulation,  fall  back,  fall  edge, 
as  they  say,  like  the  Newton-shepherds,  my  soothsaying  is  sure 
to  be  accomplished. 

There  is,  I  am  afraid,  a  perverseness  and  persevering  spirit 
of  opposition  to  Mr.  Scott,  that  will  grieve  you,  though  you 
will  not  suffer  it  to  disturb  your  temper.  Mr.  Scott  acts 


TO   THE   BEY.    J.    NEWTON.  323 

wisely,  and  takes  no  notice  of  it  either  in  conversation  with 
the  people  or  in  the  pulpit. 

The  ducks  could  not  be  pulled,  because  it  was  necessary  they 
should  be  killed  on  a  Sunday. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  and  Mrs.  Newton's, 

WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   BET.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  May  21,  ]  781. 

I  AM  not  so  impatient  to  see  myself  in  print,  as  to  be  at 
all  disconcerted  by  the  delay.  I  was  sufficiently  aware,  that 
with  Johnson's  utmost  despatch  he  would  be  too  late,  and  that 
the  summer,  which  is  just  at  the  door,  would  tread  too  close 
upon  the  heels  of  the  publication.  I  had  much  rather  there 
fore  proceed  leisurely  as  he  advises,  (if  he  will  indeed  go  on 
to  print  at  his  leisure,)  and  so  avail  myself  of  the  complete 
opportunity  that  winter  will  bring  with  it,  than  open  my  stall 
just  when  the  Fair  is  over. 

The  case  standing  thus,  and  this  leisurely  proceeding  being 
so  favourable  to  my  purpose,  I  have  conceived  a  design  to  save 
you  the  trouble  of  revising  the  proofs,  and  that  for  two  reasons, 
first,  because  your  time  is  precious,  and  mine  is  not  so  ;  and 
secondly,  because  having  written  nothing  of  late  that  I  do  not 
retain  memoriter,  it  is  impossible  for  the  alteration  of  a  word, 
or  the  least  inaccuracy  to  escape  me. 

I  mean  therefore  to  furnish  myself  with  London  and  country 
franks,  and  to  desire  Johnson  to  transmit  the  proofs  to  me. 

It  would  have  a  strange  appearance,  and  is  hardly  a  supposa- 
ble  case,  but  for  amusement  sake  we  will  endeavour  to  sup 
pose  it  for  a  moment.  A  man  (he  must  be  a  confirmed  stoic) 
stands  encompassed  by  a  dozen  others, — one  tweaks  his  nose, 
one  pinches  his  sides,  one  slaps  his  right  cheek,  and  one  his 
left ;  one  treads  upon  his  toes,  one  spits  in  his  face,  one  thrusts 
pins  into  the  calves  of  his  legs,  and  one  kicks  him  on  the  breech  ; 
one  raps  the  knuckles  of  one  hand,  one  of  the  other;  one  sets 
a  fool's  cap  upon  his  head,  and  another,  a  man  of  some  wit 
and  with  a  reasonable  share  of  humour,  sneers,  laughs,  and 
makes  faces  at  him,  while  his  associates  are  thus  employed  in 
tormenting  him.  The  patient,  (for  patient  he  must  needs  be 
if  he  keeps  his  senses,)  affects  to  be  all  the  while  perfectly  at 
his  ease,  denies  that  any  body  touches  him,  calls  them  his  dear 
f'-iends,  observes  that  it  is  a  very  fine  day,  and  takes  snutF. 
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Extravagant  as  this  picture  may  seem,  it  bears  I  think  some 
resemblance  to  Mr.  Madan.  He  is  or  would  seem  to  be  in 
sensible  of  the  many  smart  strokes  he  receives  from  his  antago  • 
nists;  they  are  a  parcel  of  insignificant  wretches, — -some  of 
them  indeed  his  very  good  friends,  whose  opposition  to  his  book 
is  rather  an  argument  of  their  own  bigotry  or  folly  than  any 
inconvenience  to  him ;  and  as  to  the  rest,  whether  they 
write,  or  the  wind  whistles,  is  a  matter  of  the  most  absolute 
indifference.  And  yet,  as  in  the  case  above  delineated,  the  un 
happy  gentleman  must  undoubtedly  suffer  a  great  deal,  so  must 
the  author  of  Thelyphthora,  if  the  two  clubs  of  learning  and 
logic,  and  the  stinging  nettles  of  wit  and  humour  can  possibly 
make  him  feel.  By  the  way  we  shall  be  glad  if  you  can  bring 
Mr.  Barton's  book  with  you. 

Mrs.  Unwin  sends  her  love.  We  both  wait  for  the  day  ap 
pointed  with  a  pleasing  sort  of  impatience,  and  comfort  ourselves 
with  the  thought  that  though  we  cannot  hasten  its  approach 
one  moment,  it  will  come,  and  must  come,  and  that  the  in 
terval,  let  what  will  happen,  and  how  long  soever  it  may  seem, 
can  be  but  a  fortnight.  We  mean  if  you  are  able  to  keep 
your  assignation. 

She  wul  be  obliged  to  Mrs.  Newton  if  she  will  be  so  good 
as  to  bring  with  her  six  tooth  brushes,  a  quarter  of  a  pound  of 
oystershefl.  powder,  and  two  pounds  of  the  same  bohea  as  be 
fore.  We  shall  hope  to  see  you  at  dinner  on  Saturday,  and 
as  much  sooner  as  you  please  ;  we  always  dine  at  two. 
Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  and  Mrs.  Newton's, 

Con  oyni  rispetto  a/ectuoso,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE    EEV.    WILLIAM    UNWIK. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  23,  1781. 

IF  a  writer's  friends  have  need  of  patience,  how  much  more  the 
writer !  You  desire  to  see  my  muse  in  public,  and  mine  to 
gratify  you,  must  both  suffer  the  mortification  of  delay.  I 
expected  that  my  trumpeter  would  have  informed  the  world  by 
this  time  of  all  that  is  needful  for  them  to  know  upon  such 
an  occasion ;  and  that  an  advertising  blast,  blown  through 
every  newspaper,  would  have  said — "The  poet  is  coming  !" 
— But  man,  especially  man  that  writes  verse,  is  born  to  disap 
pointments,  as  surely  as  printers  and  booksellers  are  born  to 
be  the  most  dilatory  and  tedious  of  all  creatures.  The  plain 
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English  of  this  magnificent  preamble  is,  that  the  season  of  pub 
lication  is  just  elapsed,  that  the  town  is  going  into  the  country 
every  day,  and  that  my  book  cannot  appear  till  they  return, 
that  is  to  say,  not  till  next  winter. 

This  misfortune  however  comes  not  without  its  attendant 
advantage ;  I  shall  now  have,  what  I  should  not  otherwise  have 
had,  an  opportunity  to  correct  the  press  myself ;  no  small  ad 
vantage  upon  any  occasion,  but  especially  important,  where 
poetry  is  concerned  !  A  single  erratum  may  knock  out  the  brains 
of  a  whole  passage,  and  that  perhaps,  which  of  all  others  the 
unfortunate  poet  is  the  most  proud  of.  Add  to  this,  that  now 
and  then  there  is  to  be  found  in  a  printing-house  a  presumptu 
ous  intermeddler,  who  will  fancy  himself  a  poet  too,  and  what 
is  still  worse,  a  better  than  he  that  employs  him.  The  conse 
quence  is,  that  with  cobbling,  and  tinkering,  and  patching  on 
here  and  there  a  shred  of  his  own,  he  makes  such  a  difference 
between  the  original  and  the  copy,  that  an  author  cannot 
know  his  own  work  again.  Now  as  I  choose  to  be  responsible 
for  nobody's  dulness  but  my  own,  I  am  a  little  comforted, 
when  I  reflect  that  it  will  be  in  my  power  to  prevent  all  such 
impertinence  ;  and  yet  not  without  your  assistance.  It  will 
be  quite  necessary,  that  the  correspondence  between  me  and 
Johnson  should  be  carried  on  without  the  expense  of  postage, 
because  proof  sheets  would  make  double  or  treble  letters,  which 
expense,  as  in  every  instance  it  must  occur  twice,  first  when  the 
packet  is  sent,  and  again  when  it  is  returned,  would  be  rather  in 
convenient  to  me,  who,  as  you  perceive,  am  forced  to  live  by 
my  wits,  and  to  him,  who  hopes  to  get  a  little  matter  no  doubt 
by  the  same  means.  Half  a  dozen  franks  therefore  to  me,  and 
totidem  to  him,  will  be  singularly  acceptable,  if  you  can,  with 
out  feeling  it  in  any  respect  a  trouble,  procure  them  for  me. 

My  neckcloths  being  all  worn  out,  I  intend  to  wear  stocks, 
but  not  unless  they  are  more  fashionable  than  the  former.  In 
that  case,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  will  buy  me  a  hand 
some  stock-buckle,  for  a  very  little  money ;  for  twenty  or 
twenty-five  shillings  perhaps  a  second-hand  affair  may  be  pur 
chased  that  will  make  a  figure  at  Olney. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  offer  to  support  me  in  a 
translation  of  Bourne.  It  is  but  seldom,  however,  and  never 
except  for  my  amusement,  that  I  translate,  because  I  find  it 
disagreeable  to  work  by  another  man's  pattern ;  I  should  at 
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least  be  sure  to  find  it  so  in  a  business  of  any  length.  Again/, 
that  is  epigrammatic  and  witty  in  Latin,  which  would  be  per 
fectly  insipid  in  English ;  and  a  translator  of  Bourne  would 
frequently  find  himself  obliged  to  supply  what  is  called  the 
turn,  which  is  in  fact  the  most  difficult,  and  the  most  expensive 
part  of  the  whole  composition,  and  could  not  perhaps,  in  many 
instances,  be  done  with  any  tolerable  success.  If  a  Latin  poem 
Is  neat,  elegant,  and  musical,  it  is  enough  ;  but  English 
readers  are  not  so  easily  satisfied.  To  quote  myself,  you  will 
find,  in  comparing  the  Jackdaw  with  the  original,  that  I  was 
obliged  to  sharpen  a  point  which,  though  smart  enough  in  the 
Latin,  would,  in  English,  have  appeared  as  plain,  and  as  blunt, 
as  the  tag  of  a  lace.  I  love  the  memory  of  Vinny  Bourne.  I 
think  him  a  better  Latin  poet  than  Tibullus,  Propertius, 
Ausonius,  or  any  of  the  writers  in  his  way,  except  Ovid,  and 
not  at  all  inferior  to  him.  I  love  him  too  with  a  love  of  par 
tiality,  because  he  was  usher  of  the  fifth  form  at  Westminster, 
when  I  passed  through  it.  He  was  so  good-natured,  and  so 
indolent,  that  I  lost  more  than  I  got  by  him ;  for  he  made 
me  as  idle  as  himself.  He  was  such  a  sloven,  as  if  he  had 
trusted  to  his  genius  as  a  cloak  for  every  thing  that  could  dis 
gust  you  in  his  person  ;  and  indeed  in  his  writings  he  has  al 
most  made  amends  for  all.  His  humour  is  entirely  original ; 
he  can  speak  of  a  magpie  or  a  cat  in  terms  so  exquisitely  ap 
propriated  to  the  character  he  draws,  that  one  would  suppose 
him  animated  by  the  spirit  of  the  creature  he  describes.  And 
with  all  this  drollery  there  is  a  mixture  of  rational,  and  even 
religious  reflection  at  times  :  and  always  an  air  of  pleasantry, 
good-nature,  and  humanity,  that  makes  him,  in  my  mind,  one  of 
the  most  amiable  writers  in  the  world.  It  is  not  common  to 
meet  with  an  author  who  can  make  you  smile,  and  yet  at 
nobody's  expense  ;  who  is  always  entertaining,  and  yet  always 
harmless  ;  and  who,  though  always  elegant,  and  classical  to  a 
degree  not  always  found  even  in  the  classics  themselves, 
charms  more  by  the  simplicity  and  playfulness  of  his  ideas,  than 
by  the  neatness  and  purity  of  his  verse  ;  yet  such  was  poor 
Vinny.  I  remember  seeing  the  Duke  of  Richmond  set  fire 
to  his  greasy  locks,  and  box  his  ears  to  put  it  out  again. 

I  am  delighted  with  your  project,  but  not  with  the  view  I 
have  of  its  success.  If  the  world  would  form  its  opinion  of  the 
clerical  character  at  large,  from  yours  in  particular,  I  have  nc 
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doubt  but  the  event  would  be  as  prosperous  as  you  could  wish. 
But  I  suppose  there  is  not  a  member  of  either  house  who  does 
not  see  within  the  circle  of  his  own  acquaintance,  a  minister, 
perhaps  many  ministers,  whose  integrity  would  contribute  but 
little  to  the  effect  of  such  a  bill.  Here  are  seven  or  eight  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Olney,  who  have  shaken  hands  with 
sobriety,  and  who  would  rather  suppress  the  church,  were  it 
not  for  the  emoluments  annexed,  than  discourage  the  sale  of 
strong  beer  in  a  single  instance.  Were  I  myself  in  Parlia 
ment,  I  am  not  sure  that  I  could  favour  your  scheme  ;  are  there 
not  to  be  found  within  five  miles  of  almost  every  neighbour 
hood,  parsons  who  would  purchase  well  accustomed  public- 
houses,  because  they  could  secure  them  a  license,  and  patronize 
them  when  they  had  done  ?  I  think  no  penalty  would  pre 
vent  the  abuse,  on  account  of  the  difficulty  of  proof,  and  that 
no  ingenuity  could  guard  against  all  the  possible  abuses. 
To  sum  up  all  in  few  words,  the  generality  of  the  clergy, 
especially  within  these  last  twenty  or  thirty  years,  have  worn 
their  circingles  so  loose,  that  I  verily  believe  no  measure  that 
proposed  an  accession  of  privilege  to  an  order  which  the  laity 
retain  but  little  respect  for,  would  meet  with  the  countenance  of 
the  legislature.  You  will  do  me  the  justice  to  suppose  that 
I  do  not  say  these  things  to  gratify  a  splenetic  humour  or  a 
censorious  turn  of  mind ;  far  from  it, — it  may  add,  perhaps, 
to  the  severity  of  the  foregoing  observations  to  assert,  but  if 
it  does,  I  cannot  help  asserting,  that  I  verily  believe  them 
to  be  founded  upon  fact,  and  that  I  am  sure,  partly  from  my 
own  knowledge,  and  partly  from  the  report  of  those  whose 
veracity  I  can  depend  upon,  that  in  this  part  of  the  world  at 
least,  many  of  the  most  profligate  characters  are  the  very  men 
to  whom  the  morals,  and  even  the  souls  of  others  are  en 
trusted  ;  and  I  cannot  suppose  that  the  diocese  of  Lincoln,  or 
this  part  of  it  in  particular,  is  more  unfortunate  in  that  re 
spect  than  the  rest  of  the  kingdom. 

Since  I  began  to  write  long  poems,  I  seem  to  turn  up  my 
nose  at  the  idea  of  a  short  one.  I  have  lately  entered  upon 
one,  which,  if  ever  finished,  cannot  easily  be  comprised  in  much 
less  than  a  thousand  lines!  But  this  must  make  part  of  a 
second  publication,  and  be  accompanied,  in  due  time,  by  others 
not  yet  thought  of ;  for  it  seems  (which  I  did  not  know  till  the 
bookseller  had  occasion  to  tell  me  so)  that  single  pieces  stand 
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no  chance,  and  that  nothing  less  than  a  volume  will  go  down. 
You  yourself  afford  me  a  proof  of  the  certainty  of  this  intelli 
gence,  by  sending  me  franks  which  nothing  less  than  a  volume 
can  fill.  I  have  accordingly  sent  you  one,  but  am  obliged  to 
add,  that  had  the  wind  been  in  any  other  point  of  the  compass, 
or,  blowing  as  it  does  from  the  east,  had  it  been  less  boiste 
rous,  you  must  have  been  contented  with  a  much  shorter  letter, 
but  the  abridgement  of  every  other  occupation  is  very  favoura 
ble  to  that  of  writing. 

I  am  glad  I  did  not  expect  to  hear  from  you  by  this  post,  for 
the  boy  has  lost  the  bag  in  which  your  letter  must  have  been 
enclosed  ;  —  another  reason  for  my  prolixity  ! 

Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 


TO   THE   BET.   WILLIAM 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May,  1781. 

I  BELIEVE  I  never  give  you  trouble  without  feeling  more  than 
I  give  ;  so  much  by  way  of  preface  and  apology. 

Thus  stands  the  case.  Johnson  has  begun  to  print,  and  Mr. 
Newton  has  already  corrected  the  first  sheet.  This  unexpected 
despatch  makes  it  necessary  for  me  to  furnish  myself  with 
means  of  communication,  viz.  the  franks,  as  soon  as  may  be. 
There  are  reasons  (I  believe  I  mentioned  them  in  my  last)  why 
I  choose  to  revise  the  proofs  myself  :  —  nevertheless,  if  your 
delicacy  must  suffer  the  puncture  of  a  pin's  point  in  procuring 
the  franks  for  me,  I  release  you  entirely  from  the  task  ;  you 
are  as  free  as  if  I  had  never  mentioned  them.  But  you  will 
oblige  me  by  a  speedy  answer  upon  this  subject,  because  it 
is  expedient  that  the  printer  should  know  to  whom  he  is  to 
send  his  copy  ;  and  when  the  press  is  once  set,  those  humble 
servants  of  the  poets  are  rather  impatient  of  any  delay,  be 
cause  the  types  are  wanted  for  other  authors,  who  are  equally 
in  haste  to  be  born. 

This  fine  weather  I  suppose  sets  you  on  horseback,  and  allures 
the  ladies  into  the  garden.  If  I  was  at  Stock,  I  should  be  of 
their  party  ;  and  while  they  sat  knotting  or  netting  in  the  shade, 
should  comfort  myself  with  the  thought,  that  I  had  not  a 
beast  under  me,  whose  walk  would  seem  tedious,  whose  trot 
would  jumble  me,  and  whose  gallop  might  throw  me  into  a 
ditch.  What  nature  expressly  designed  me  for  I  have  never 
been  able  to  conjecture  ;  I  seem  to  myself  so  universally  dis- 
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qualified  for  the  common  and  customary  occupations  and  amuse 
ments  of  mankind.  When  I  was  a  boy,  I  excelled  at  cricket  and 
foot-ball,  but  the  fame  I  acquired  by  achievements  in  that  way 
is  long  since  forgotten,  and.  I  do  not  know  that  I  have  made 
a  figure  in  any  thing  since.  I  am  sure  however  that  she  did 
not  design  me  for  a  horseman ;  and  that,  if  all  men  were  of 
my  mind,  there  would  be  an  end  of  all  jockeyship  for  ever.  I 
am  rather  straitened  in  time,  and  not  very  rich  in  materials, 
therefore,  with  our  joint  love  to  you  all,  conclude  myself, 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.   JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  28,  1781. 

I  AM  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  pains  you  have  taken  with 
my  Table  Talk,  and  wish  that  my  viva  voce  Table  Talk  could 
repay  you  for  the  trouble  you  have  had  with  the  written  one. 

I  am  quite  surprised  at  Johnson's  diligence,  and  began  to 
wish,  while  reading  your  account  of  it,  that  I  had  left  the  busi 
ness  of  correction  in  your  hands  ;  but  presently  recollecting 
that  it  is  a  tedious  troublesome  employment,  and  fit  only  for 
the  author  himself  to  be  burthened  with,  I  relapsed  into  my 
former  sentiment.  My  franks  are  not  yet  ready,  but  I  shall 
lose  no  time  in  procuring  them  if  they  are  to  be  got.  I  enclose 
a  line  to  Johnson,  to  tell  him  that  if  in  the  mean  time,  and  while 
you  are  absent  from  town,  another  parcel  of  the  proof  should  be 
ready  for  revisal,  I  wish  him  to  send  it  hither  by  the  diligence. 
I  am  as  well  convinced  of  the  accuracy  and  exactness  with 
which  you  would  perform  the  task,  as  it  is  possible  for  me  to 
be  of  my  own,  and  if  I  can  obtain  no  franks  shall  after  all  have 
recourse  to  your  assistance. 

The  season  is  wonderfully  improved  within  this  day  or  two  ; 
and  if  these  cloudless  skies  are  continued  to  us,  or  rather  if 
the  cold  winds  do  not  set  in  again,  promises  you  a  pleasant  ex 
cursion,  as  far,  at  least,  as  the  weather  can  conduce  to  make 
it  such.  You  seldom  complain  of  too  much  sunshine,  and  if 
you  are  prepared  for  a  heat  somewhat  like  that  of  Africa,  the 
south  walk  in  our  long  garden  will  exactly  suit  you.  Reflected 
from  the  gravel,  and  from  the  walls,  and  beating  upon  your 
head  at  the  same  time,  it  may  possibly  make  you  wish  you 
could  enjoy  for  an  hour  or  two  that  immensity  of  shade  afforded 
by  the  gigantic  trees  still  growing  in  the  land  of  your  captivity. 
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If  you  could  spend  a  day  now  and  then  in  those  forests,  and 
return  with  a  wish  to  England,  it  would  be  no  small  addition 
to  the  number  of  your  best  pleasures.  But  pennce  non  homim 
dates.  The  time  will  come  perhaps,  (but  death  must  come 
first,)  when  you  will  be  able  to  visit  them  without  either 
danger,  trouble,  or  expense  ;  and  when  the  contemplation  of 
those  well-remembered  scenes  will  awaken  in  you  emotions 
of  gratitude  and  praise  surpassing  all  you  could  possibly  sus 
tain  at  present.  In  this  sense,  I  suppose,  there  is  a  heaven 
upon  earth  at  all  times,  and  that  the  disembodied  spirit  may 
find  a  peculiar  joy  arising  from  the  contemplation  of  those 
places  it  was  formerly  conversant  with,  and  so  far,  at  least, 
be  reconciled  to  a  world  it  was  once  so  weary  of,  as  to  use  it 
in  the  delightful  way  of  thankful  recollection. 

Miss  Catlett  must  not  think  of  any  other  lodging  than  we 
can  without  any  inconvenience,  as  we  shall  with  all  possible 
pleasure,  furnish  her  with.  We  can  each  of  us  say, — that  is, 
I  can  say  it  in  Latin,  and  Mrs.  Unwin  in  English, — Nihil 
tui  a  me  alienum  puto.  She  shall  have  a  great  bed  and  a 
great  room,  and  we  shall  have  the  chamber  we  always  occupy, 
when  we  have  company,  and  should  certainly  occupy,  if  she 
was  not  of  the  party.  This  state  of  the  case  leaves  no  room 
for  the  least  objection ;  we  desire  therefore  that  you  will  give 
our  love  to  her,  tell  her  we  shall  expect  her,  and  that  she 
will  be  but  half  as  welcome  to  us  if  she  sleeps  any  where  else. 

Having  two  more  letters  to  write,  I  find  myself  obliged  to 
shorten  this ;  so  once  more  wishing  you  a  good  journey,  and 
ourselves  the  happiness  of  receiving  you  in  good  health  and 
spirits,  I  remain 

Affectionately  yours,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BEV.    WILLIAM   TJlfWUf. 

MY    DEAR  FRIEND,  June  5,  1781. 

IF  the  old  adage  be  true,  that  "  he  gives  twice,  who  gives 
speedily,"  it  is  equally  true,  that  he  who  not  only  uses  ex 
pedition  in  giving,  but  gives  more  than  was  asked,  gives  thrice 
at  least.  Such  is  the  style  in  which  Mr.  Smith  confers  a 
favour.  He  has  not  only  sent  me  franks  to  Johnson,  but, 
under  another  cover,  has  added  six  to  you.  These  last,  for 
aught  that  appears  by  your  letter,  he  thre^v  in  of  his  own 
mere  bounty.  I  beg  that  my  share  of  thanks  may  not  be 
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wanting  on  this  occasion,  and  that  when  you  write  to  him  next 
you  will  assure  him  of  the  sense  I  have  of  the  obligation,  which 
is  the  more  flattering,  as  it  includes  a  proof  of  his  predilection 
in  favour  of  the  poems  his  franks  are  destined  to  enclose. 
May  they  not  forfeit  his  good  opinion  hereafter,  nor  yours,  to 
whom  I  hold  myself  indebted  in  the  first  place,  and  who  have 
equally  given  me  credit  for  their  deservings !  Your  mother  says, 
that  although  there  are  passages  in  them  containing  opinions 
which  will  not  be  universally  subscribed  to,  the  world  will  at 
least  allow — what  my  great  modesty  will  not  permit  me  to  sub 
join.  I  have  the  highest  opinion  of  her  judgment,  and  know, 
by  having  experienced  the  soundness  of  them,  that  her  observa 
tions  are  always  worthy  of  attention  and  regard.  Yet,  strange 
as  it  may  seem,  1  do  not  feel  the  vanity  of  an  author,  when 
she  commends  me  ; — but  I  feel  something  better,  a  spur  to 
my  diligence,  and  a  cordial  to  my  spirits,  both  together  animat 
ing  me  to  deserve,  at  least  not  to  fall  short  of  her  expecta 
tions.  For  I  verily  believe,  if  my  dulness  should  earn  me  the 
character  of  a  dunce,  the  censure  would  affect  her  more  than 
me  ;  not  that  I  am  insensible  of  the  value  of  a  good  name,  either 
as  a  man  or  an  author.  Without  an  ambition  to  attain  it,  it  is 
absolutely  unattainable  under  either  of  those  descriptions. 
But  my  life  having  been  in  many  respects  a  series  of  mortifica 
tions  and  disappointments,  I  am  become  less  apprehensive  and 
impressible  perhaps  in  some  points,  than  I  should  otherwise 
have  been ;  and  though  I  should  be  exquisitely  sorry  to  dis 
grace  my  friends,  could  endure  my  own  share  of  the  affliction 
with  a  reasonable  measure  of  tranquillity. 

These  seasonable  showers  have  poured  floods  upon  all  the 
neighbouring  parishes,  but  have  passed  us  by.  My  garden 
languishes,  and,  what  is  worse,  the  fields  too  languish,  and  the 
upland  grass  is  burnt.  These  discriminations  are  not  for 
tuitous.  But  if  they  are  providential,  what  do  they  import  ? 
I  can  only  answer,  as  a  friend  of  mine  once  answered  a  ma 
thematical  question  in  the  schools — "  Prorshs  nescio."  Per 
haps  it  is,  that  men,  who  will  not  believe  what  they  cannot 
understand,  may  learn  the  folly  of  their  conduct,  while  their 
very  senses  are  made  to  witness  against  them  ;  and  themselves 
in  the  course  of  Providence  become  the  subjects  of  a  thousand 
dispensations  they  cannot  explain.  But  the  end  is  never  an 
swered.  The  lesson  is  inculcated  indeed  frequently  enough, 
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hut  nobody  learns  it.  Well.  Instruction  vouchsafed  in  vain 
is  (I  suppose)  a  debt  to  be  accounted  for  hereafter.  You 
must  understand  this  to  be  a  soliloquy.  I  wrote  my  thoughts 
without  recollecting  that  I  was  writing  a  letter,  and  to  you. 

W.  C. 


TO   THE   BEY.   WILLIAM 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  June  24,  1781. 

THE  letter  you  withheld  so  long,  lest  it  should  give  me  pain, 
gave  me  pleasure.  Horace  says,  the  poets  are  a  waspish  race  ; 
and  from  my  own  experience  of  the  temper  of  two  or  three, 
with  whom  I  was  formerly  connected,  I  can  readily  subscribe  to 
the  character  he  gives  them.  But  for  my  own  part,  I  have 
never  yet  felt  that  excessive  irritability,  which  some  writers  dis 
cover,  when  a  friend,  in  the  words  of  Pope, 

"  Just  hints  a  fault,  or  hesitates  dislike." 

Least  of  all  would  I  give  way  to  such  an  unseasonable  ebullition, 
merely  because  a  civil  question  is  proposed  to  me  with  much 
gentleness,  and  by  a  man  whose  concern  for  my  credit  and  cha 
racter  I  verily  believe  to  be  sincere.  I  reply  therefore,  not 
peevishly,  but  with  a  sense  of  the  kindness  of  your  intentions, 
that  I  hope  you  may  make  yourself  very  easy  on  a  subject, 
that  I  can  perceive  has  occasioned  you  some  solicitude.  When 
I  wrote  the  poem  called  Truth,  by  which  is  intended  Reli 
gious  Truth,  it  was  indispensably  necessary  that  I  should  set 
forth  that  doctrine  which  I  know  to  be  true,  and  that  I  should 
pass  what  I  understood  to  be  a  just  censure  upon  opinions  arid 
persuasions  that  differ  from,  or  stand  in  direct  opposition  to 
it  ;  because,  though  some  errors  may  be  innocent,  and  even 
religious  errors  are  not  always  pernicious,  yet  in  a  case  where 
the  faith  and  hope  of  a  Christian  are  concerned,  they  must 
necessarily  be  destructive  ;  and  because,  neglecting  this,  I 
should  have  betrayed  my  subject  ;  either  suppressing  what,  in 
my  judgement,  is  of  the  last  importance,  or  giving  countenance, 
by  a  timid  silence,  to  the  very  evils  it  was  my  design  to  com 
bat.  That  you  may  understand  me  better,  I  will  subjoin  —  that 
I  wrote  that  poem  on  purpose  to  inculcate  the  eleemosynary 
character  of  the  Gospel,  as  a  dispensation  of  mercy,  in  the 
most  absolute  sense  of  the  word,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  claims 
of  merit  on  the  part  of  the  receiver  ;  consequently  to  set  the 
brand  of  invalidity  upon  the  plea  of  works,  and  to  discover, 
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upon  scriptural  ground,  the  absurdity  of  that  notion,  which  in 
cludes  a  solecism  in  the  very  terms  of  it,  that  man,  by  repent 
ance  and  good  works,  may  deserve  the  mercy  of  his  Maker  ; 
I  call  it  a  solecism,  because  mercy  deserved  ceases  to  be 
mercy,  and  must  take  the  name  of  justice.  This  is  the  opinion 
which  I  said,  in  my  last,  the  world  woxild  not  acquiesce  in  ;  but 
except  this,  I  do  not  recollect  that  I  have  introduced  a  syllable 
into  any  of  my  pieces,  that  they  can  possibly  object  to  ;  and 
even  this  I  have  endeavoured  to  deliver  from  doctrinal  dryness, 
by  as  many  pretty  things,  in  the  way  of  trinket  and  plaything, 
as  I  could  muster  upon  the  subject.  So  that  if  I  have  rubbed 
their  gums,  I  have  taken  care  to  do  it  with  a  coral,  and  even 
that  coral  embellished  by  the  ribband  to  which  it  is  tied,  and 
recommended  by  the  tinkling  of  all  the  bells  I  could  contrive 
to  annex  to  it. 

You  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  call  on  Johnson  ;  being 
perfectly  acquainted  with  the  progress  of  the  business,  I  am 
able  to  satisfy  your  curiosity  myself.  The  post  before  the  last 
I  returned  to  him  the  second  sheet  of  Table  Talk,  which  he  had 
sent  me  for  correction,  and  which  stands  foremost  in  the 
volume.  The  delay  has  enabled  me  to  add  a  piece  of  consider 
able  length,  which,  but  for  the  delay,  would  not  have  made  its 
appearance  upon  this  occasion  ;  it  answers  to  the  name  of 
Hope. 

Your  Independent  gardener's  excuses  for  his  breach  of  the 
Sabbath  are  in  my  mind  paltry,  and  all  put  together  amount 
to  no  more  than  this, — that  I  choose  to  turn  a  penny  when  I 
can,  and  am  determined  that  the  sanctity  of  the  day  shall  never 
interfere  with  a  concern  of  so  much  greater  importance.  The 
barber  and  hair-dresser  who  officiates  for  me,  would  not  wait 
upon  the  King  himself  on  a  Sunday,  though  he  could  easily 
make  apologies  more  plausible  than  any  adduced  by  the  old  man 
you  mention,  were  he  disposed  to  trespass  against  his  duty  and 
his  conscience. 

I  remember  a  line  in  the  Odyssey,  which,  literally  translated, 
imports  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  more  impudent  than 
the  belly.  But  had  Homer  met  with  an  instance  of  modesty 
like  yours,  he  would  either  have  suppressed  that  observation, 
or  at  least  have  qualified  it  with  an  exception.  I  hope  that, 
for  the  future,  Mrs.  Unwin  will  never  suffer  you  to  go  to 
London,  without  putting  some  victuals  in  your  pocket ;  for  what 
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a  strange  article  would  it  make  in  a  newspaper,  that  a  tall, 
well-dressed  gentleman,  by  his  appearance  a  clergyman,  and 
with  a  purse  of  gold  in  his  pocket,  was  found  starved  to  death 
in  the  street !  How  would  it  puzzle  conjecture,  to  account  for 
such  a  phenomenon !  Some  would  suppose  that  you  had  been 
kidnapped,  like  Betty  Canning,  of  hungry  memory ;  others 
would  say,  the  gentleman  was  a  Methodist,  and  had  practised  a. 
rigorous  self-denial,  which  had  unhappily  proved  too  hard  for 
his  constitution  ;  but  I  will  venture  to  say  that  nobody  would 
divine  the  real  cause,  or  suspect  for  a  moment,  that  your 
modesty  had  occasioned  the  tragedy  in  question.  By  the  way, 
is  it  not  possible,  that  the  spareness  and  slenderness  of  your 
person  may  be  owing  to  the  same  cause  ?  for  surely  it  is  reason 
able  to  suspect,  that  the  bashfulness  which  could  prevail  against 
you,  on  so  trying  an  occasion,  may  be  equally  prevalent  on 
others.  I  remember  having  been  told  by  Colman,  that  when  he 
once  dined  with  Garrick,  he  repeatedly  pressed  him  to  eat  more 
of  a  certain  dish,  that  he  was  known  to  be  particularly  fond  of ; 
Colman  as  often  refused,  and  at  last  declared  he  could  not :  "  But 
could  not  you,"  says  Garrick,  "if  you  was  in  a  dark  closet  by 
yourself?"  The  same  question  might  perhaps  be  put  to  you, 
with  as  much,  or  more  propriety  ;  and  therefore  I  recommend 
it  to  you,  either  to  furnish  yourself  with  a  little  more  assurance, 
or  always  to  eat  in  the  dark. 

We  sympathize  with  Mrs.  Unwin  ;  and  if  it  will  be  any  com 
fort  to  her  to  know  it,  can  assure  her,  that  a  lady  in  our  neigh 
bourhood  is  always,  on  such  occasions,  the  most  miserable  of  all 
things,  and  yet  escapes  with  great  facility  through  all  the 
dangers  of  her  state.  Yours,  ut  semper,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  July  7,    1781. 

ME.  OLD  brought  us  the  acceptable  news  of  your  safe  arrival. 
My  sensations  at  your  departure  were  far  from  pleasant,  and 
Mrs.  Unwin  suffered  more  upon  the  occasion  than  when  you 
first  took  leave  of  Olney.  When  we  shall  meet  again,  and  in 
what  circumstances,  or  whether  we  shall  meet  or  not,  is  an 
article  to  be  found  no  where  but  in  that  volume  of  Providence 
which  belongs  to  the  current  year,  and  will  not  be  understood 
till  it  is  accomplished.  This  I  know,  that  your  visit  was  most 
agreeable  here.  It  was  so  even  to  me,  who,  though  I  live  in 
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the  midst  of  many  agreeables,  am  but  little  sensible  of  their 
charms.  But  when  you  came,  I  determined,  as  much  as  pos 
sible,  to  be  deaf  to  the  suggestions  of  despair  ;  that  if  I  could 
contribute  but  little  to  the  pleasure  of  the  opportunity,  I 
might  not  dash  it  with  unseasonable  melancholy,  and,  like  an 
instrument  with  a  broken  string,  interrupt  the  harmony  of  the 
concert. 

Lady  Austen,  waving  all  forms,  has  paid  us  the  first  visit ; 
and  not  content  with  showing  us  that  proof  of  her  respect, 
made  handsome  apologies  for  her  intrusion.  We  returned  the 
visit  yesterday.  She  is  a  lively,  agreeable  woman  ;  has  seen 
much  of  the  world,  and  accounts  it  a  great  simpleton,  as  it  is. 
She  laughs  and  makes  laugh,  and  keeps  up  a  conversation 
without  seeming  to  labour  at  it. 

I  had  rather  submit  to  chastisement  now,  than  be  obliged 
to  undergo  it  hereafter.  If  Johnson,  therefore,  will  mark 
with  a  marginal  Q,  those  lines  that  he  or  his  object  to  as  not 
sufficiently  finished,  I  will  willingly  retouch  them,  or  give  a 
reason  for  my  refusal.  I  shall  moreover  think  myself  obliged 
by  any  hints  of  that  sort,  as  I  do  already  to  somebody,  who, 
by  running  here  and  there  two  or  three  paragraphs  into  one, 
has  very  much  improved  the  arrangement  of  my  matter.  I 
am  apt,  I  know,  to  fritter  it  into  too  many  pieces,  and,  by  doing 
so,  to  disturb  that  order  to  which  all  writings  must  owe  their 
perspicuity,  at  least  in  a  considerable  measure.  With  all  that 
carefulness  of  revisal  I  have  exercised  upon  the  sheets  as  they 
have  been  transmitted  to  me,  I  have  been  guilty  of  an  over 
sight,  and  have  suffered  a  great  fault  to  escape  me,  which  I 
shall  be  glad  to  correct  if  not  too  late. 

In  the  Progress  of  Error,  a  part  of  the  Young  Squire's 
apparatus,  before  he  yet  enters  upon  his  travels,  is  said  to  be 

Memorandum-book  to  minute  down 

The  several  posts,and  where  the  chaise  broke  down. 

Here,  the  reviewers  would  say,  is  not  only  "down"  but  "down 
derry  down  "  into  the  bargain,  the  word  being  made  to  rhyme 
to  itself.  This  never  occurred  to  me  till  last  night,  just  as  I 
was  stepping  into  bed.  I  should  be  glad,  however,  to  alter  it 
-hus — 

With  memorandum-book  for  every  town, 

And  every  inn,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down. 

have  advanced  so  far  in   Charity,  that  I  have  ventured  to 
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give  Johnson  notice  of  it,  and  his  option  whether  he  will  print 
it  now  or  hereafter.  I  rather  wish  he  may  choose  the  present 
time,  because  it  will  be  a  proper  sequel  to  Hope,  and  because 
I  am  willing  to  think  it  will  embellish  the  collection.  Mrs. 
Unwin  proposes  to  send  a  couple  of  ducks  by  next  Friday's 
diligence,  when  I  imagine  this  last  production  will  have  a  place 
in  the  basket. 

Whoever  means  to  take  my  phiz  will  find  himself  sorely  per 
plexed  in  seeking  for  a  fit  occasion.  That  I  shall  not  give  him 
one  is  certain ;  and  if  he  steals  one,  he  must  be  as  cunning 
and  quick-sighted  a  thief  as  Autolycus  himself.  His  best 
course  will  be  to  draw  a  face,  and  call  it  mine,  at  a  venture. 
They  who  have  not  seen  me  these  twenty  years  will  say,  It  may 
possibly  be  a  striking  likeness  now,  though  it  bears  no  resem 
blance  to  what  he  was  :  time  makes  great  alterations.  They 
who  know  me  better  will  say  perhaps,  Though  it  is  not  per 
fectly  the  thing,  yet  there  is  somewhat  of  the  cast  of  his  coun 
tenance.  If  the  nose  was  a  little  longer,  and  the  chin  a  little 
shorter,  the  eyes  a  little  smaller,  and  the  forehead  a  little  more 
protuberant,  it  would  be  just  the  man.  And  thus,  without  see 
ing  me  at  all,  the  artist  may  represent  me  to  the  public  eye, 
with  as  much  exactness  as  yours  has  bestowed  upon  you, 
though,  I  suppose,  the  original  was  full  in  his  view  when  lie 
made  the  attempt. 

We  are  both  as  well  as  when  you  left  us.  Our  hearty  affec 
tions  wait  upon  yourself  and  Mrs.  Newton,  not  forgetting  Eu- 
phrosyne,  the  laughing  lady. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   BEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY    VERY  DEAR    FRIEND,  July  12,  1781. 

I  AM  going  to  send,  what  when  you  have  read,  you  may  scratch 
your  head,  and  say,  I  suppose,  there's  nobody  knows,  whether 
what  I  have  got,  be  verse  or  not:  by  the  tune  and  the  time,  it 
ought  to  be  rhyme ;  but  if  it  be,  did  you  ever  see,  of  late  or  of 
yore,  such  a  ditty  before  ?  The  thought  did  occur,  to  me  and 
to  her,  as  Madam  and  I,  did  walk  and  not  fly,  over  hills  and 
dales,  with  spreading  sails,  before  it  was  dark,  to  Weston  Park. 
The  news  at  Oney  is  little  or  noney,  but  such  as  it  is,  I  send 
it,  viz.  Poor  Mr.  Peace  cannot  yet  cease,  addling  his  head 
with  what  you  said,  and  has  left  parish-church  quite  in  the 
lurch,  having  almost  swore  to  go  there  no  more. 
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Page  and  his  wife,  that  made  such  a  strife,  we  met  them 
twain  in  Dog  Lane ;  we  gave  them  the  wall,  and  that  was  all. 
For  Mr.  Scott,  we  have  seen  him  not,  except  as  he  pass'd,  in 
a  wonderful  haste,  to  see  a  friend  in  Silver  End.  Mrs.  Jones 
proposes,  ere  July  closes,  that  she  and  her  sister,  and  her  Jones 
Mister,  and  we  that  are  here,  our  course  shah1  steer  to  dine  in 
the  Spinney  ;  but  for  a  guinea,  if  the  weather  should  hold,  so 
hot  and  so  cold,  we  had  better  by  far  stay  where  we  are.  For 
the  grass  there  grows,  while  nobody  mows,  (which  is  very 
wrong,)  so  rank  and  long,  that  so  to  speak,  'tis  at  least  a  week, 
if  it  happens  to  rain,  ere  it  dries  again. 

I  have  writ  Charity,  not  for  popularity,  but  as  well  as  I  coidd, 
in  hopes  to  do  good;  and  if  the  Reviewer  should  say  "to  be 
sure,  the  gentleman's  Muse,  wears  Methodist  shoes ;  you  may 
know  by  her  pace,  and  talk  about  grace,  that  she  and  her  bard 
have  little  regard,  for  the  taste  and  fashions,  and  ruling  pas 
sions,  and  hoidening  play,  of  the  modern  day  ;  and  though  she 
assume  a  borrowed  plume,  and  now  and  then  wear  a  tittering 
air,  'tis  only  her  plan,  to  catch  if  she  can,  the  giddy  and  gay,  as 
they  go  that  way,  by  a  production  on  a  new  construction.  She 
has  baited  her  trap  in  hopes  to  snap  ah1  that  may  come,  with  a 

sugar-plum."' His  opinion  in  this,  will  not  be  amiss ;  'tis 

what  I  intend,  my  principal  end ;  and  if  I  succeed,  and  folks 
should  read,  till  a  few  are  brought  to  a  serious  thought,  I  shall 
think  I  am  paid,  for  all  I  have  said,  and  all  I  have  done,  though 
I  have  run,  many  a  time,  after  a  rhyme,  as  far  as  from  hence, 
to  the  end  of  my  sense,  and  by  hook  or  crook,  write  another 
book,  if  I  live  and  am  here,  another  year. 

I  have  heard  before,  of  a  room  with  a  floor,  laid  upon 
springs,  and  such  like  things,  with  so  much  art,  in  every  part, 
that  when  you  went  in,  you  was  forced  to  begin  a  minuet  pace, 
with  an  air  and  a  grace,  swimming  about,  now  in  and  now  out, 
with  a  deal  of  state,  in  a  figure  of  eight,  without  pipe  or  string, 
or  any  such  thing;  and  now  I  have  writ,  in  a  rhyming  fit,  what 
will  make  you  dance,  and  as  you  advance,  will  keep  you  still, 
though  against  your  will,  dancing  away,  alert  and  gay,  till  you 
come  to  an  end  of  what  I  have  penn'd  ;  which  that  you  may  do, 
ere  Madam  and  you  are  quite  worn  out  with  jigging  about,  I 
take  myleave,  and  here  you  receive  a  bow  profound,  down  to  the 
ground,  from  your  humble  me —  W.  C. 

P.S.    When  I  concluded,  doubtless  you  did  think  me  right, 

s.  c. — 2.  z 
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as  well  you  might,  in  saying  what  I  said  of  Scott ;  and  then  it 
was  true,  but  now  it  is  due,  to  him  to  note,  that  since  I  wrote, 
himself  and  he  has  visited  we1. 

TO   THE   REV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  July  22,  1781. 

I  AM  sensible  of  your  difficulties  in  finding  opportunities  to 
write;  and  therefore,  though  always  desirous  and  sometimes 
impatient  to  hear  from  you,  am  never  peevish  when  I  am  disap 
pointed.  We  thank  you  for  the  letters.  The  noble  Divine  is 
sensible  though  angry,  and  the  Divine  Captain  always  consistent 
with  himself.  What  you  relate  of  the  unhappy  Epsomite  is 
truly  shocking;  when  men  cannot  find  the  true  remedy  they 
often  have  recourse  to  one  that  is  worse  than  the  disease,  and 
a  worse  than  he  has  found,  if  the  fact  be  such,  it  is  not  in  the 
power  of  quackery  to  recommend.  How  wonderful!  that  a  man 
can  suppose  himself  employed  under  God's  blessing  as  a  dis 
coverer  of  truth,  while  he  himself  is  entangled  in  the  worst  of 
errors,  a  practical  departure  from  it.  If  a  traveller  were  lost 
in  a  labyrinth  and  in  the  course  of  his  wanderings  should 
stumble  upon  a  vessel  of  intoxicating  liquor,  he  could  hardly  do 
worse  than  drink  it,  or  more  effectually  insure  his  own  destruc 
tion. 

Johnson  having  begun  to  print,  has  given  me  some  sort  of 
security  for  his  perseverance  ;  else,  the  tardiness  of  his  opera 
tions  would  almost  tempt  me  to  despair  of  the  end.  He  has, 
indeed,  time  enough  before  him ;  but  that  very  circumstance  is 
sometimes  a  snare,  and  gives  occasion  to  delays  that  cannot  be 
remedied.  Witness  the  hare  in  the  fable,  who  fell  asleep  in 
the  midst  of  the  race,  and  waked  not  till  the  tortoise  had  won 
the  prize. 

Taking  it  for  granted  that  the  new  marriage-bill  would 
pass,  I  took  occasion,  in  the  Address  to  Liberty,  to  celebrate  the 
ioyful  sera ;  but  in  doing  so  afforded  another  proof  that  poets 
are  not  always  prophets,  for  the  House  of  Lords  have  thrown 
it  out.  I  am,  however,  provided  with  four  lines  to  fill  up  the 
gap,  which  I  suppose  it  will  be  time  enough  to  insert  when  the 
copy  is  sent  down.  I  am  in  the  middle  of  an  affair  called 

1  This  letter  was  first  printed  entire  in  the  Memoir  of  Cowper,  prefixed 
to  the  edition  of  his  poems  among  the  Aldine  Poets  ;  the  most  judicious 
memoir  and  the  best  arranged  edition  that  has  yet  appeared. 
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Conversation,  which,  as  Table  Talk  serves  in  the  present  volume 
by  way  of  introductory  fiddle  to  the  band  that  follows,  I  de 
sign  shall  perform  the  same  office  in  a  second. 
Sic  brevi  fortes  jaculamitr  CEVO. 

Our  excursion  to  the  Spinnie,  which  I  mentioned  in  the  hop 
o'  my  thumb  lines  I  sent  you,  took  place  yesterday.  The 
weather  was  just  such  as  it  would  have  been  if  we  had  had  the 
choice  of  it ;  perhaps  better  ;  for  of  all  things  in  the  world  we 
find  it  sometimes  most  difficult  to  please  ourselves.  We  dined 
in  the  root-house.  Our  great  wheelbarrow,  which  may  be 
called  a  first-rate  in  its  kind,  conveyed  all  our  stores,  and  after 
wards,  with  the  assistance  of  a  board  laid  over  it,  made  us  a 
very  good  table.  We  set  off  at  one,  and  were  at  home  again 
soon  after  eight.  I  never  made  one  in  a  party  of  pleasure  that 
answered  so  well.  We  separated  before  we  grew  weary  of  each 
other,  which  is  a  happiness  seldom  enjoyed  upon  such  occa 
sions  ;  we  were  seven  in  company,  including  Hannah,  who, 
though  highly  delighted  with  her  jaunt,  was  not  at  all  more 
pleased  than  her  elders.  She  is  as  much  delighted  to-day  with 
the  acquisition  of  a  sister  born  last  night,  but  whether  the  rest 
of  that  noble  family  will  have  equal  cause  to  rejoice  in  the 
event,  is  uncertain.  Should  she  be  followed  by  a  troop,  unless 
they  practise  Dean  Swift's  recommended  method  for  the  main 
tenance  of  the  poor,  it  is  not  easy  to  say  where  they  will  find 
victuals,  certainly  not  at  Olney. 

You  cannot  always  find  time  to  write,  and  I  cannot  always 
write  a  great  deal ;  not  for  want  of  time,  but  for  want  of 
something  equally  requisite  ;  perhaps  materials,  perhaps  spirits, 
or  perhaps  more  frequently  for  want  of  ability  to  overcome  an 
indolence  that  I  have  sometimes  heard  even  you  complain  of. 

I  beg  you  will  remember  me  to  Mrs.  Cowper.  We  are  very 
scrry  to  hear  of  Mrs.  Newton's  indisposition.  Mr.  Wright,  who 
called  here  three  times  before  he  could  find  me  at  home,  in 
formed  me,  the  day  before  yesterday,  that  poor  Lord  Dartmouth 
grows  worse.  His  account  of  him  is  indeed  a  most  unfavour- 
s.1  le  one. 

Thanks  for  the  cocoa  nuts  and  the  slide.     Mrs.  Unwin  joins 
love  to  both.     The  summer  being  so  far  advanced, 
She  and  her  sublimity 
Will  do  without  dimity. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  and  Mrs.  Newton's,  W.  C. 
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TO   THE   BEV.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  29,   1781. 

HAVING  given  the  case  you  laid  before  me  in  your  last  all  due 
consideration,  I  proceed  to  answer  it;  and  in  order  to  clear  my 
way,  shall,  in  the  first  place,  set  down  my  sense  of  those  pas 
sages  in  Scripture  which,  on  a  hasty  perusal,  seem  to  clash  with 
tlie  opinion  I  am  going  to  give — "  If  a  man  smite  .one  cheek, 
turn  the  other" — "If  he  take  thy  cloak,  let  him  take  thy  coat 
also."  That  is,  I  suppose,  rather  than  on  a  vindictive  principle 
avail  yourself  of  that  remedy  the  law  allows  you,  in  the  way  of 
retaliation,  for  that  was  the  subject  immediately  under  the  dis 
cussion  of  the  speaker.  Nothing  is  so  contrary  to  the  genius  of 
the  Gospel,  as  the  gratification  of  resentment  and  revenge  ;  but 
I  cannot  easily  persuade  myself  to  think,  that  the  author  of  that 
dispensation  could  possibly  advise  his  followers  to  consult  their 
own  peace  at  the  expense  of  the  peace  of  society,  or  inculcate  a 
universal  'abstinence  from  the  use  of  lawful  remedies,  to  the 
encouragement  of  injury  and  oppression. 

St.  Paul  again  seems  to  condemn  the  practice  of  going  to 
law,  "Why  do  ye  not  rather  suffer  wrong?"  &c.  But  if  we 
look  again,  we  shall  find  that  a  litigious  temper  had  obtained, 
and  was  prevalent  among  the  professors  of  the  day.  This  he 
condemned,  and  with  good  reason  ;  it  was  unseemly  to  the  last 
degree,  that  the  disciples  of  the  Prince  of  Peace  should  worry 
and  vex  each  other  with  injurious  treatment,  and  unnecessary 
disputes,  to  the  scandal  of  their  religion  in  the  eyes  of  the 
heathen.  But  surely  he  did  not  mean  any  more  than  his 
Master,  in  the  place  above  alluded  to,  that  the  most  harmless 
members  of  society  should  receive  no  advantage  of  its  laws,  or 
should  be  the  only  persons  in  the  world  who  should  derive 
no  benefit  from  those  institutions,  without  which  society  cannot 
subsist.  Neither  of  them  could  mean  to  throw  down  the  pale 
of  property,  and  to  lay  the  Christian  part  of  the  world  open, 
throughout  all  ages,  to  the  incursions  of  unlimited  violence  and 
wrong. 

By  this  time  you  are  sufficiently  aware,  that  I  think  you  have 
an  indisputable  right  to  recover  at  law  what  is  so  dishonestly 
withheld  from  you.  The  fellow,  I  suppose,  has  discernment 
enough  to  see  a  difference  between  you  and  the  generality 
of  the  clergy,  and  cunning  enough  to  conceive  the  purpose 
of  turning  your  meekness  and  forbearance  to  good  account,  and 
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of  coining  them  into  hard  cash,  -which  he  means  to  put  in  his 
pocket.  But  I  would  disappoint  him,  and  show  him,  that  though 
a  Christian  is  not  be  quarrelsome,  he  is  not  to  be  crushed  ; 
and  that  though  he  is  but  a  worm  before  God,  he  is  not  such 
a  worm  as  every  selfish  unprincipled  wretch  may  tread  upon 
at  his  pleasure. 

I  lately  heard  a  story  from  a  lady,  who  has  spent  many 
years  of  her  life  in  France,  somewhat  to  the  present  purpose. 
An  Abbe,  universally  esteemed  for  his  piety,  and  especially  for 
the  meekness  of  his  manners,  had  yet  undesignedly  given  some 
oftence  to  a  shabby  fellow  in  his  parish.  The  man,  concluding 
he  might  do  as  he  pleased  with  so  forgiving  and  gentle  a  cha 
racter,  struck  him  on  one  cheek,  and  bade  him  turn  the  other. 
The  good  man  did  so,  and  when  he  had  received  the  two  slaps, 
which  he  thought  himself  obliged  to  submit  to,  turned  again, 
and  beat  him  soundly.  I  do  not  wish  to  see  you  follow  the 
French  gentleman's  example,  but  I  believe  nobody  that  has 
heard  the  story  condemns  him  much  for  the  spirit  he  showed 
upon  the  occasion. 

I  had  the  relation  from  Lady  Austen,  sister  to  Mrs.  Jones, 
wife  of  the  minister  at  Clifton.  She  is  a  most  agreeable  woman, 
and  has  fallen  in  love  with  your  mother  and  me  ;  insomuch, 
that  I  do  not  know  but  she  may  settle  at  Olney.  Yesterday 
se'nnight  we  all  dined  together  in  the  Spinnie — a  most  de 
lightful  retirement,  belonging  to  Mrs.  Throckmorton  of  Wes- 
ton.  Lady  Austen's  lackey,  and  a  lad  that  waits  on  me  in 
the  garden,  drove  a  wheelbarrow  full  of  eatables  and  drinkables 
to  the  scene  of  our  Fete  Champetre.  A  board  laid  over  the 
top  of  the  wheelbarrow  served  us  for  a  table  ;  our  dining-room 
was  a  root-house  lined  with  moss  and  ivy.  At  six  o'clock,  the 
servants,  who  had  dined  under  a  great  elm  upon  the  ground,  at 
a  little  distance,  boiled  the  kettle,  and  the  said  wheel-barrow 
served  us  for  a  tea-table.  We  then  took  a  walk  into  the  wil 
derness,  about  half  a  mile  off,  and  were  at  home  again  a  little 
after  eight,  having  spent  the  day  together  from  noon  till  even 
ing  without  one  cross  occurrence,  or  the  least  weariness  of  each 
other.  A  happiness  few  parties  of  pleasure  can  boast  of. 

Yours,  with  our  joint  love,  W.  C. 

TO   MBS.    NEWTON. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Aug.   1781. 

THOUGH  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  favour  of  your  last,  and 
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ready  enough  to  acknowledge  the  debt,  the  present,  however,  is 
not  a  day  in  which  I  should  have  chosen  to  pay  it.  A  dejec 
tion  of  mind,  which  perhaps  may  be  removed  by.  to-morrow, 
rather  disqualifies  me  for  writing,  a  business  I  would  always 
perform  in  good  spirits,  because  melancholy  is  catching  espe 
cially  where  there  is  much  sympathy  to  assist  the  contagion. 
But  certain  poultry,  which  I  understand  are  about  to  pay  their 
respects  to  you,  have  advertised  for  an  agreeable  companion, 
and  I  find  myself  obliged  to  embrace  the  opportunity  of  going 
to  town  with  them  in  that  capacity. 

I  thank  you  for  your  little  abridgment  of  my  family's  history. 
Like  every  thing  that  relates  to  the  present  world,  in  which 
there  seems  to  be  nearly  an  equal  mixture  of  the  lamentable 
and  ridiculous,  it  affords  both  occasion  to  laugh  and  to  cry. 
In  this  single  instance  of  my  uncle,  I  can  see  cause  for  both. 
He  trembles  upon  the  verge  of  fourscore  :  a  white  hat  with 
a  yellow  lining  is  no  indication  of  wisdom  suitable  to  so  great 
an  age  ;  he  can  go  but  one  step  farther  in  the  road  of  impro 
priety,  and  direct  his  executor  to  bury  him  in  it.  He  is  a  very 
little  man,  and  had  he  lined  his  hat  with  pink  instead  of  yellow, 
might  have  been  gathered  by  a  natural  mistake  for  a  mush 
room,  and  sent  off  in  a  basket. 

While  the  world  lasts,  fashion  will  continue  to  lead  it  by  the 
nose.  And,  after  all,  what  can  fashion  do  for  its  most  obse 
quious  followers  ?  It  can  ring  the  changes  upon  the  same 
things,  and  it  can  do  no  more.  Whether  our  hats  be  white  or 
black,  our  caps  high  or  low, — whether  we  wear  two  watches  or 
one,  is  of  little  consequence.  There  is  indeed  an  appearance 
of  variety  ;  but  the  folly  and  vanity  that  dictates  and  adopts 
the  change,  are  invariably  the  same.  When  the  fashions  of  a 
particular  period  appear  more  reasonable  than  those  of  the  pre 
ceding,  it  is  not  because  the  world  is  grown  more  reasonable 
than  it  was  ;  but  because,  in  a  course  of  perpetual  changes, 
some  of  them  must  sometimes  happen  to  be  for  the  better. 
Neither  do  I  suppose  the  preposterous  customs  that  prevail  at 
present,  a  proof  of  its  greater  folly.  In  a  few  years,  perhaps 
next  year,  the  fine  gentleman  will  shut  up  his  umbrella,  and 
give  it  to  his  sister,  filling  his  hand  with  a  crab-tree  cudgel 
instead  of  it :  and  when  he  has  done  so,  will  he  be  wiser 
than  now?  By  no  means.  The  love  of  change  will  have  be 
trayed  him  into  a  propriety,  which,  in  reality,  he  has  no  taste 
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for,  all  his  merit  on  the  occasion  amounting  to  no  more  than 
this — that,  being  weary  of  one  plaything,  he  has  taken  up 
another. 

In  a  note  I  received  from  Johnson  last  week,  he  expresses 
a  wish  that  my  pen  may  be  still  employed.  Supposing  it  pos 
sible  that  he  would  yet  be  glad  to  swell  the  volume,  I  have 
given  him  an  order  to  draw  upon  me  for  eight  hundred  lines, 
if  he  chooses  it ;  Conversation,  a  piece  which  I  think  I  men 
tioned  in  my  last  to  Mr.  Newton,  being  finished.  If  Johnson 
sends  for  it,  I  shall  transcribe  it  as  soon  as  I  can,  and  transmit 
it  to  Charles  Square.  Mr.  Newton  will  take  the  trouble  to  for 
ward  it  to  the  press.  It  is  not  a  dialogue,  as  the  title  would 
lead  you  to  surmise  ;  nor  does  it  bear  the  least  resemblance 
to  Table  Talk,  except  that  it  is  serio-comic,  like  all  the  rest. 
My  design  in  it  is  to  convince  the  world  that  they  make  but 
an  indifferent  use  of  their  tongues,  considering  the  intention  of 
Providence  when  he  endued  them  with  the  faculty  of  speech ; 
to  point  out  the  abuses,  which  is  the  jocular  part  of  the  busi 
ness,  and  to  prescribe  the  remedy,  which  is  the  grave  and  sober. 

"We  felt  ourselves  not  the  less  obliged  to  you  for  the  cocoa- 
nuts,  though  they  were  good  for  nothing.  They  contained 
nothing  but  a  putrid  liquor,  with  a  round  white  lump,  which 
in  taste  and  substance  much  resembled  tallow,  and  was  of  the 
size  of  a  small  walnut.  Nor  am  I  the  less  indebted  to  your 
kindness  for  the  fish,  though  none  is  yet  come.  Mrs.  Unwin 
does  not  forget  the  eggs,  but  while  the  harvest  continues  pud 
dings  are  in  such  request,  that  the  farmers  will  not  part  with 
them. 

Our  joint  love  to  both,  and  to  Miss  Catlett,  if  at  home. 
Sir's  letter,  for  which  I  thank  him,  shaUhave  an  answer  as  soon 
as  possible.  Yours,  dear  madam, 

Most  affectionately,  W.  C. 

TO  THE  BEY.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Aug.  16,  1781. 

I  MIGHT  date  my  letter  from  the  greenhouse,  which  we  have 
converted  into  a  summer  parlour.  The  walls  hung  with  garden 
mats,  and  the  floor  covered  with  a  carpet,  the  sun  too  in  a  great 
measure  excluded,  by  an  awning  of  mats  which  forbids  him  to 
shine  any  where  except  upon  the  carpet,  it  affords  us  by  far  the 
pleasantest  retreat  in  Olney.  We  eat,  drink,  and  sleep,  where 
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we  always  did  ;  but  here  we  spend  all  the  rest  of  our  time,  and 
find  that  the  sound  of  the  wind  in  the  trees,  and  the  singing  of 
birds,  are  much  more  agreeable  to  our  ears  than  the  incessant 
barking  of  dogs  and  screaming  of  children.  Not  to  mention 
the  exchange  of  a  sweet  smelling  garden,  for  the  putrid  exhala 
tions  of  Silver  End.  It  is  an  observation  that  naturally  occurs 
upon  the  occasion,  and  which  many  other  occasions  furnish  an 
opportunity  to  make,  that  people  long  for  what  they  have  not, 
and  overlook  the  good  in  their  possession.  This  is  so  true  in 
the  present  instance,  that  for  years  past  I  should  have  thought 
myself  happy  to  enjoy  a  retirement  even  less  flattering  to  my 
natural  taste  than  this  in  which  I  am  now  writing  ;  and  have 
often  looked  wistfully  at  a  snug  cottage,  which,  on  account  of 
its  situation  at  a  distance  from  noise  and  disagreeable  objects, 
seemed  to  promise  me  all  I  could  wish  or  expect,  so  far  as  hap 
piness  may  be  said  to  be  local ;  never  once  adverting  to  this 
comfortable  nook,  which  affords  me  all  that  could  be  found  in 
the  most  sequestered  hermitage,  with  the  advantage  of  having 
all  those  accommodations  near  at  hand  which  no  hermitage  could 
possibly  afford  me.  People  imagine  they  should  be  happy  in  cir 
cumstances  which  they  would  find  insupportably  burthensome 
in  less  than  a  week.  A  man  that  has  been  clothed  in  fine 
linen,  and  fared  sumptuously  every  day,  envies  the  peasant 
under  a  thatched  hovel ;  who,  in  return,  envies  him  as  much 
his  palace  and  his  pleasure-ground.  Could  they  change  situa 
tions,  the  fine  gentleman  would  find  his  ceilings  were  too  low, 
and  that  his  casements  admitted  too  much  wind ;  that  he  had 
no  cellar  for  his  wine,  and  no  wine  to  put  in  his  cellar.  These, 
with  a  thousand  other  mortifying  deficiencies,  would  shatter  his 
romantic  project  into  innumerable  fragments  in  a  moment. 
The  clown,  at  the  same  time,  would  find  the  accession  of  so 
much  unwieldy  treasure  an  incumbrance  quite  incompatible 
with  an  hour's  ease.  His  choice  would  be  puzzled  by  variety. 
He  would  drink  to  excess,  because  he  would  foresee  no  end  of 
his  abundance ;  and  he  would  eat  himself  sick  for  the  same 
reason.  He  would  have  no  idea  of  any  other  happiness  than 
sensual  gratification  ;  would  make  himself  a  beast,  and  die  of 
his  good  fortune.  The  rich  gentleman  had,  perhaps,  or  might 
have  had,  if  he  pleased,  at  the  shortest  notice,  just  such  a  recess 
as  this ;  but  if  he  had  it,  he  overlooked  it,  or,  if  he  had  it  not, 
forgot  that  he  might  command  it  whenever  he  would.  The 
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rustic  too,  was  actually  in  possession  of  some  blessings,  which 
he  was  a  fool  to  relinquish,  but  which  he  could  neither  see  nor 
feel,  because  he  had  the  daily  and  constant  use  of  them  ;  such 
as  good  health,  bodily  strength,  a  head  and  a  heart  that  never 
ached,  and  temperance,  to  the  practice  of  which  he  was  bound 
by  necessity,  that,  humanly  speaking,  was  a  pledge  and  a  secu 
rity  for  the  continuance  of  them  all. 

Thus  I  have  sent  you  a  schoolboy's  theme.  When  I  write 
to  you,  I  do  not  write  without  thinking,  but  always  without 
premeditation  :  the  consequence  is,  that  such  thoughts  as  pass 
through  my  head  when  I  am  not  writing,  make  the  subject  of 
my  letters  to  you. 

Johnson  sent  me  lately  a  sort  of  apology  for  his  printer's 
negligence,  with  his  promise  of  greater  diligence  for  the  future. 
There  was  need  enough  of  both.  I  have  received  but  one  sheet 
since  you  left  us.  Still,  indeed,  I  see  that  there  is  time  enough 
before  us  ;  but  I  see  likewise  that  no  length  of  time  can  be  suf 
ficient  for  the  accomplishment  of  a  work  that  does  not  go 
forward.  I  know  not  yet  whether  he  will  add  Conversation  to 
those  poems  already  in  his  hands,  nor  do  I  care  much.  No  man 
ever  wrote  such  quantities  of  verse,  as  I  have  written  this  last 
year,  with  so  much  indifference  about  the  event,  or  rather,  with 
so  little  ambition  of  public  praise.  My  pieces  are  such  as  may 
possibly  be  made  useful.  The  more  they  are  approved,  the 
more  likely  they  are  to  spread,  and  consequently  to  attain  the 
end  of  usefulness  ;  which,  as  I  said  once  before,  except  my 
present  amusement,  is  the  only  end  I  propose.  And  even  in 
the  pursuit  of  this  purpose,  commendable  as  it  is  in  itself,  I 
have  not  the  spur  I  should  once  have  had  ; — my  labour  must 
go  unrewarded,  and  as  Mr.  Raban  once  said,  I  am  raising  a 
scaffold  before  a  house  that  others  are  to  live  in,  and  not  I. 

I  have  left  myself  no  room  for  politics,  which  I  thought, 
when  I  began,  would  have  been  my  principal  theme. 

Mr.  Symonds's  letters  certainly  are  not  here.  Our  servants 
never  touch  a  paper  without  leave,  and  are  so  observant  of  our 
injunction  in  this  particular,  that  unless  I  burn  the  covers  of 
the  news,  they  accumulate  till  they  make  a  litter. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.   JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Aug.  21,  1781. 

You  wish  you  could  employ  your  time  to  better  purpose,  yet 
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are  never  idle.  In  all  that  you  say  or  do  ;  whether  you  are 
alone,  or  pay  visits,  or  receive  them ;  whether  you  think  or 
write,  or  walk  or  sit  still ;  the  state  of  your  mind  is  such  as 
discovers,  even  to  yourself,  in  spite  of  all  its  wanderings,  that 
there  is  a  principle  at  bottom  whose  determined  tendency  is 
towards  the  best  things.  1  do  not  at  all  doubt  the  truth  of 
what  you  say,  when  you  complain  of  that  crowd  of  trifling 
thoughts  that  pesters  you  without  ceasing ;  but  then  you  always 
have  a  serious  thought  standing  at  the  door  of  your  imagina 
tion,  like  a  justice  of  peace  with  the  riot-act  in  his  hand,  ready 
to  read  it,  and  disperse  the  mob.  Here  lies  the  difference  be 
tween  you  and  me.  My  thoughts  are  clad  in  a  sober  livery, 
for  the  most  part  as  grave  as  that  of  a  bishop's  servants.  They 
turn  too  upon  spiritual  subjects,  but  the  tallest  fellow  and  the 
loudest  among  them  all,  is  he  who  is  continually  crying  with  a 
loud  voice,  Actum  est  de  te;  periisti!  You  wish  for  more 
attention,  I  for  less.  Dissipation  itself  would  be  welcome  to 
me,  so  it  were  not  a  vicious  one ;  but  however  earnestly  invited, 
is  coy,  and  keeps  at  a  distance.  Yet  with  all  this  distressing 
gloom  upon  my  mind,  I  experience,  as  you  do,  the  slipperiness 
of  the  present  hour,  and  the  rapidity  with  which  time  escapes 
me.  Every  thing  around  us,  and  every  thing  that  befalls  us, 
constitutes  a  variety  which,  whether  agreeable  or  otherwise, 
has  still  a  thievish  propensity,  and  steals  from  us  days,  months, 
and  years,  with  such  unparalleled  address,  that  even  while  we 
say  they  are  here,  they  are  gone.  From  infancy  to  manhood 
is  rather  a  tedious  period,  chiefly,  I  suppose,  because  at  that 
time  we  act  under  the  controul  of  others,  and  are  not  suffered 
to  have  a  will  of  our  own.  But  thence  downward  into  the  vale 
of  years,  is  such  a  declivity,  that  we  have  just  an  opportunity 
to  reflect  upon  the  steepness  of  it,  and  then  find  ourselves  at  the 
bottom. 

Here  is  a  new  scene  opening,  which,  whether  it  perform  what 
it  promises  or  not,  will  add  fresh  plumes  to  the  wings  of  time ; 
at  least  while  it  continues  to  be  a  subject  of  contemplation.  If 
the  project  take  effect,  a  thousand  varieties  will  attend  the 
change  it  will  make  in  our  situation  at  Olney.  If  not,  it  will 
serve,  however,  to  speculate  and  converse  upon,  and  steal  away 
many  hours,  by  engaging  our  attention,  before  it  be  entirely 
dropped.  Lady  Austen,  very  desirous  of  retirement,  especially 
of  a  retirement  near  her  sister,  an  admirer  of  Mr.  Scott  as  a 
preacher,  and  of  your  two  humble  servants  now  in  the  green- 
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house,  as  the  most  agreeable  creatures  in  the  world,  is  at  pre 
sent  determined  to  settle  here.  That  part  of  our  great  building 
which  is  at  present  occupied  by  Dick  Coleman,  his  wife,  child, 
and  a  thousand  rats,  is  the  corner  of  the  world  she  chooses, 
above  all  others,  as  the  place  of  her  future  residence.  Next 
spring  twelvemonth  she  begins  to  repair  and  beautify,  and  the 
following  winter  (by  which  time  the  lease  of  her  house  in  town 
will  determine)  she  intends  to  take  possession.  I  am  highly 
pleased  with  the  plan,  on  Mrs.  Unwin's  account,  who,  since 
Mrs.  Newton's  departure,  is  destitute  of  all  female  connexion, 
and  has  not,  in  any  emergency,  a  woman  to  speak  to.  Mrs. 
Scott  is  indeed  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  an  excellent  person, 
but  always  engaged  by  a  close  attention  to  her  family,  and  no 
more  than  ourselves  a  lover  of  visiting.  But  these  things  are 
all  at  present  in  the  clouds.  Two  years  must  intervene,  and  in 
two  years  not  only  this  project,  but  all  the  projects  in  Europe 
may  be  disconcerted. 

Cocoa-nut  naught, 

Fish  too  dear, 

None  must  he  bought 

For  us  that  are  here. 

No  lobster  on  earth, 
That  ever  I  saw, 
To  me  would  be  worth 
Sixpence  a  claw. 

So,  dear  madam  wait 
Till  fish  can  be  got 
At  a  reas'nable  rate, 
Whether  lobster  or  aot ; 

Till  the  French  and  the  Dutch 
Have  quitted  the  seas, 
And  then  send  as  much 
And  as  oft  as  you  please. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Aug.  25,  1781. 

BY  Johnson's  last  note  (for  I  have  received  a  packet  from  him 
since  I  wrote  last  to  you)  I  am  ready  to  suspect  that  you 
have  seen  him,  and  endeavoured  to  quicken  his  proceedings. 
His  assurance  of  greater  expedition  leads  me  to  think  so.  I 
know  little  of  booksellers  and  printers,  but  have  heard  from 
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others  that  they  are  the  most  dilatory  of  all  people  ;  otherwise, 
I  am  not  in  a  hurry,  nor  would  be  so  troublesome :  but  am 
obliged  to  you  nevertheless  for  your  interference,  if  his  pro 
mised  alacrity  be  owing  to  any  spur  that  you  have  given  him. 
He  chooses  to  add  Conversation  to  the  rest,  and  says  he  will 
give  me  notice  when  he  is  ready  for  it ;  but  I  shall  send  it 
to  you  by  the  first  opportune  conveyance,  and  beg  you  to  de 
liver  it  over  to  him.  He  wishes  me  not  to  be  afraid  of  making 
the  volume  too  large  ;  by  which  expression  I  suppose  he  means, 
that  if  T  had  still  another  piece,  there  would  be  room  for  it.  At 
present  I  have  not,  but  am  in  the  way  to  produce  another,  faveat 
modb  Musa.  I  have  already  begun  and  proceeded  a  little  way 
in  a  poem  called  Retirement.  My  view  in  choosing  that  subject 
is  to  direct  to  the  proper  use  of  the  opportunities  it  aifords 
for  the  cultivation  of  a  man's  best  interests  ;  to  censure  the  vices 
and  the  follies  which  people  carry  with  them  into  their  retreats, 
where  they  make  no  other  use  of  their  leisure  than  to  gratify 
themselves  with  the  indulgence  of  their  favourite  appetites,  and 
to  pay  themselves,  by  a  life  of  pleasure,  for  a  life  of  busi 
ness.  In  conclusion,  I  would  enlarge  upon  the  happiness  of 
that  state,  when  discreetly  enjoyed  and  religiously  improved. 
But  all  this  is,  at  present,  in  embryo.  I  generally  despair  of 
my  progress  when  I  begin  ;  but  if,  like  my  travelling  'sqxiire, 
I  should  kindle  as  I  go,  this  likewise  may  make  a  part  of  the 
volume,  for  I  have  time  enough  before  me. 

Susan  Roberts  has  been  supposed  dying  for  some  time,  was 
speechless  for  a  week,  then  grew  better,  was  seized  with 
violent  convulsions,  and  is  again  grown  better.  Mr.  Scott  is 
recovered,  though  when  we  paid  him  our  last  morning  visit  we 
found  him  a  little  disconcerted  by  the  brutality  and  profane- 
ness  of  a  drunken  fellow  whom  he  had  just  been  yoking  with 
a  pregnant  lady.  The  church  was  filled  with  idle  folks  upon 
the  occasion,  who  could  not  be  persuaded  to  behave  with  any 
degree  of  decency  or  decorum,  and  the  wretch  himself  was  as 
insolent  as  ignorance  and  strong  drink  could  make  him. 

I  forgot  to  mention  that  Johnson  uses  the  discretion  my  poet- 
ship  has  allowed  him,  with  much  discernment.  He  has  suggested 
several  alterations,  or  rather  marked  several  defective  passages, 
which  I  have  corrected,  much  to  the  advantage  of  the  poems. 
In  the  last  sheet  he  sent  me,  he  noted  three  such,  all  which 
I  have  reduced  into  better  order.  In  the  foregoing  sheet,  I 
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assented  to  his  criticisms  in  some  instances,  and  chose  to  abide 
bythe  original  expression  in  others.  Thus  we  jog  on  together 
comfortably  enough ;  and  perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  for 
authors  in  general,  if  their  booksellers,  when  men  of  some 
taste,  were  allowed,  though  not  to  tinker  the  work  themselves, 
yet  to  point  out  the  flaws,  and  humbly  to  recommend  an  im 
provement. 

The  embargo  I  would  have  laid  upon  the  present  of  fish 
reached  you,  I  find,  too  late,  and  we  are  now  to  return  our 
thanks  for  three  pair  of  fine  soles,  on  which  we  feasted  noon 
and  night :  but  I  beg  that  said  embargo  may  have  its  effect 
in  future  ;  and  that  Mrs.  Newton  will  not  think  of  sending 
more  till  the  price  is  fallen.  Once  more  love,  thanks,  and 
adieu !  Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.    WILLIAM   TTNWIN. 

MY    DEAR  FRIEND,  August  25,  1781. 

\\TE  rejoice  with  you  sincerely  in  the  birth  of  another  son,  and 
in  the  prospect  you  have  of  Mrs.  Unwin's  recovery  ;  may  your 
three  children,  and  the  next  three,  when  they  shall  make  their 
appearance,  prove  so  many  blessings  to  their  parents,  and 
make  you  wish  that  you  had  twice  the  number.  But  what 
made  you  expect  daily  that  you  should  hear  from  me  ?  Letter 
for  letter  is  the  Vw  of  all  correspondence  whatsoever,  and 
because  I  wrote  last,  I  have  indulged  myself  for  some  time  in 
expectation  of  a  a'  leet  from  you.  Not  that  I  govern  myself 
entirely  by  the  punctilio  of  reciprocation,  but  having  been 
pretty  much  occupied  of  late,  I  was  not  sorry  to  find  myself 
at  liberty  to  exercise  my  discretion,  and  furnished  with  a  good 
excuse  if  I  chose  to  be  silent. 

I  expected,  as  you  remember,  to  have  been  published  last 
spring,  and  was  disappointed.  The  delay  has  afforded  me 
an  opportunity  to  increase  the  quantity  of  my  publication  by 
about  a  third  ;  and  if  my  muse  has  not  forsaken  me,  which  I 
rather  suspect  to  be  the  case,  may  possibly  yet  add  to  it.  I 
have  a  subject  in  hand,  which  promises  me  a  great  abundance  of 
poetical  matter,  by  which,  for  want  of  a  something  I  am  not 
able  to  describe,  I  cannot  at  present  proceed  with.  The  name 
of  it  is  "Retirement"  and  my  purpose,  to  recommend  the 
proper  improvement  of  it,  to  set  forth  the  requisites  for  that 
end,  and  to  enlarge  upon  the  happiness  of  that  state  of  lifet 
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when  managed  as  it  ought  to  be.  In  the  course  of  my  journey 
through  this  ample  theme,  I  should  wish  to  touch  upon  the 
characters,  the  deficiencies,  and  the  mistakes  of  thousands, 
who  enter  on  a  scene  of  retirement,  unqualified  for  it  in  every 
respect,  and  with  such  designs  as  have  no  tendency  to  promote 
either  their  own  happiness  or  that  of  others.  But  as  I  have 
told  you  before,  there  are  times  when  I  am  no  more  a  poet 
than  I  am  a  mathematician  ;  and  when  such  a  time  occurs,  I 
always  think  it  better  to  give  up  the  point,  than  to  labour  it  in 
vain.  I  shall  yet  again  be  obliged  to  trouble  you  for  franks  ; 
the  addition  of  three  thousand  lines,  or  near  that  number, 
having  occasioned  a  demand  which  I  did  not  always  foresee  : 
but  your  obliging  friend,  and  your  obliging  self,  having 
allowed  me  the  liberty  of  application,  I  make  it  without  apology. 
The  solitude,  or  rather  the  duality  of  our  condition  at  Olney, 
seems  drawing  to  .a  conclusion.  You  have  not  forgot,  per 
haps,  that  the  building  we  inhabit  consists  of  two  mansions. 
And  because  you  have  only  seen  the  inside  of  that  part  of  it 
which  is  in  our  occupation,  I  therefore  inform  you,  that  the 
other  end  of  it  is  by  far  the  most  superb,  as  well  as  the  most 
commodious.  Lady  Austen  has  seen  it,  has  set  her  heart  upon 
it,  is  going  to  fit  it  up  and  furnish  it,  and  if  she  can  get  rid  of 
the  remaining  two  years  of  the  lease  of  her  London  house,  Mill 
probably  enter  upon  it  in  a  twelve-month.  You  will  be  pleased 
with  this  intelligence,  because  I  have  already  told  you,  that 
she  is  a  woman  perfectly  well  bred,  sensible,  and  in  every 
respect  agreeable  ;  and  above  all,  because  she  loves  your 
mother  dearly.  It  has  in  my  eyes,  (and  I  doubt  not  it  will 
have  the  same  in  yours,)  strong  marks  of  providential  interpo 
sition.  A  female  friend,  and  one  who  bids  fair  to  prove  hersell 
worthy  of  the  appellation,  comes,  recommended  by  a  variety  of 
considerations,  to  such  a  place  as  Olney.  Since  Mr.  Newton 
went,  and  till  this  lady  came,  there  was  not  in  the  kingdom  a 
retirement  more  absolutely  such  than  ours.  We  did  not  want 
company,  but  when  it  came,  we  found  it  agreeable.  A  person 
that  has  seen  much  of  the  world,  and  understands  it  well,  has 
high  spirits,  a  lively  fancy,  and  great  readiness  of  conversation, 
introduces  a  sprightliness  into  such  a  scene  as  this,  which,  if 
it  was  peaceful  before,  is  not  the  worse  for  being  a  little  en 
livened.  In  case  of  illness  too,  to  which  all  are  liable,  it  was 
rather  a  gloomy  prospect,  if  we  allowed  ourselves  to  advert  to 
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it,  that  there  was  hardly  a  woman  in  the  place  from  -whom 
it  would  have  been  reasonable  to  have  expected  either  comfort 
or  assistance.  The  present  curate's  wife  is  a  valuable  person, 
but  has  a  family  of  her  own,  and  though  a  neighbour,  is  not  a 
very  near  one.  But  if  this  plan  is  effected  we  shall  be  in  a 
manner  one  family,  and  I  suppose  never  pass  a  day  without 
some  intercourse  with  each  other. 

Your  mother  sends  her  warm  affections,  and  welcomes  into 
the  world  the  new-born  William. 

Yours,  My  dear  friend,         W.  C. 

TO  THE  EEV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Sept.  9,   1781. 

I  AM  not  willing  to  let  the  post  set  off  without  me,  though  I 
have  nothing  material  to  put  into  his  bag.  I  am  writing  in  the 
greenhouse,  where  my  myrtles,  ranged  before  the  windows, 
make  the  most  agreeable  blind  imaginable  ;  where  I  am  undis 
turbed  by  noise,  and  where  I  see  none  but  pleasing  objects. 
The  situation  is  as  favourable  to  my  purpose  as  I  could  wish  ; 
but  the  state  of  my  mind  is  not  so,  and  the  deficiencies  I  feel 
there  are  not  to  be  remedied  by  the  stillness  of  my  retirement, 
or  the  beauty  of  the  scene  before  me.  I  believe  it  is  in  part 
owing  to  the  excessive  heat  of  the  weather,  that  I  find  myself 
so  much  at  a  loss  when  I  attempt  either  verse  or  prose  :  my 
animal  spirits  are  depressed,  and  dulness  is  the  consequence. 
That  dulness,  however,  is  all  at  your  service  ;  and  the  portion 
of  it  that  is  necessary  to  fill  up  the  present  epistle,  I  send  you 
without  the  least  reluctance. 

I  am  sorry  to  find  that  the  censure  I  have  passed  upon  Oc- 
ciduus  is  even  better  founded  than  I  supposed.  Lady  Austen 
has  been  at  his  sabbatical  concerts,  which  it  seems  are  com 
posed  of  song-tunes  and  psalm-tunes  indiscriminately  ;  music 
without  words  —  and  I  suppose  one  may  say,  consequently, 
without  devotion.  On  a  certain  occasion,  when  her  niece  was 
sitting  at  her  side,  she  asked  his  opinion  concerning  the  lawful 
ness  of  such  amusements  as  are  to  be  found  at  Vauxhall  or 
Ranelagh  ;  meaning  only  to  draw  from  him  a  sentence  of  dis 
approbation,  that  Miss  Green  might  be  the  better  reconciled  to 
the  restraint  under  which  she  was  held,  when  she  found  it  war 
ranted  by  the  judgement  of  so  famous  a  divine.  But  she  was 
disappointed  :  he  accounted  them  innocent,  and  recommended 
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them  as  useful.  Curiosity,  he  said,  was  natural  to  young  per 
sons  ;  and  it  was  wrong  to  deny  them  a  gratification  which 
they  might  be  indulged  in  with  the  greatest  safety ;  because 
the  denial  being  unreasonable,  the  desire  of  it  would  still  sub 
sist.  It  was  but  a  walk,  and  a  walk  was  as  harmless  in  one 
place  as  another ;  with  other  arguments  of  a  similar  import, 
which  might  have  proceeded  with  more  grace,  at  least  with 
less  offence,  from  the  lips  of  a  sensual  layman.  He  seems, 
together  with  others  of  our  acquaintance,  to  have  suffered  con 
siderably  in  his  spiritual  character  by  his  attachment  to  music. 
The  lawfulness  of  it,  when  used  with  moderation,  and  in  its 
proper  place,  is  unquestionable  ;  but  I  believe  that  wine  itself, 
though  a  man  be  guilty  of  habitual  intoxication,  does  not  more 
debauch  and  befool  the  natural  understanding,  than  music, 
always  music,  music  in  season  and  out  of  season,  weakens  and 
destroys  the  spiritual  discernment.  If  it  is  not  used  with  an 
unfeigned  reference  to  the  worship  of  God,  and  with  a  design 
to  assist  the  soul  in  the  performance  of  it,  which  cannot  be  the 
case  when  it  is  the  only  occupation,  it  degenerates  into  a  sen 
sual  delight,  and  becomes  a  most  powerful  advocate  for  the 
admission  of  other  pleasures,  grosser  perhaps  in  degree,  but  in 
their  kind  the  same. 

Mr.  Monk,  though  a  simple,  honest,  good  man — such,  at 
least,  he  appears  to  us — is  not  likely  to  give  general  satisfaction. 
He  preaches  the  truth,  it  seems,  but  not  the  whole  truth ;  and 
a  certain  member  of  that  church,  who  signed  the  letter  of  invi 
tation,  which  was  conceived  in  terms  sufficiently  encouraging, 
is  likely  to  prove  one  of  his  most  strenuous  opposers.  The 
little  man,  however,  has  an  independent  fortune,  and  has  no 
thing  to  do  but  to  trundle  himself  away  to  some  other  place, 
where  he  may  find  hearers,  neither  so  nice  nor  so  wise  as  we 
are  at  Olney.  Yours,  my  dear  Sir, 

with  our  united  love,         W.  C. 

TO  MBS.   1STEWTON.  Sept.  16,  1781. 

A  NOBLE  theme  demands  a  noble  verse, 
In  such  I  thank  you  for  your  fine  oysters. 
The  barrel  was  magnificently  large, 
But  being  sent  to  Olney  at  free  charge, 
Was  not  inserted  in  the  driver's  list, 
And  therefore  overlook' d,  forgot,  or  miss'd; 
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For  when  the  messenger  whom  we  dispatch' d 
Enquired  for  oysters,  Hob  his  noddle  scratch' d, 
Denying  that  his  waggon  or  his  wain 
Did  any  such  commodity  contain. 
In  consequence  of  which,  your  welcome  boon 
Did  not  arrive  till  yesterday  at  noon  ; 
In  consequence  of  which  some  chanced  to  die, 
And  some  though  very  sweet,  were  very  dry. 
Now  Madam  says,  (and  what  she  says  must  still 
Deserve  attention,  say  she  what  she  will,) 
That  what  we  call  the  Diligence,  be-case 
It  goes  to  London  with  a  swifter  pace, 
Would  better  suit  the  carriage  of  your  gift, 
Returning  downward  with  a  pace  as  swift ; 
And  therefore  recommends  it  with  this  aim — 
To  save  at  least  three  days, — the  price  the  same  ; 
For  though  it  will  not  carry  or  convey 
For  less  than  twelve  pence,  send  whate'er  you  may, 
For  oysters  bred  upon  the  salt  sea  shore, 
Pack'd  in  a  barrel,  they  will  charge  no  more. 
News  have  I  none  that  I  can  deign  to  write, 
Save  that  it  rain'd  prodigiously  last  night ; 
And  that  ourselves  were,  at  the  seventh  hour, 
Caught  in  the  first  beginning  of  the  shower  ; 
But  walking,  running,  and  with  much  ado, 
Got  home — just  time  enough  to  be  wet  through. 
Yet  both  are  well,  and  wond'rous  to  be  told, 
Soused  as  we  were,  we  yet  have  caught  no  cold  ; 
And  wishing  just  the  same  good  hap  to  you, 
We  say,  good  Madam,  and  good  Sir,  Adieu  ! 

TO   MB.    JOHNSON,  BOOKSELLEE. 

SIR,  Sept.  16,  1781. 

BY  your  not  mentioning  it,  I  suppose  you  have  not  yet  received 
Conversation  ;  shall  be  glad  to  know  it  when  you  have.     Re 
tirement  is  grown  to  about  five  hundred  lines,  so  that  I  begin 
to  hope  I  shall  reach  the  end  of  it. 
"  Cry  aloud,"  &c. 

Though  the  verse  has  rather  an  unusual  run,  I  chose  to 
begin  it  in  that  manner  for  the  sake  of  animation,  and  am  not 
able  to  alter  it  without  flattening  its  energy  quite  away. 

s.  c. — 2.  A  A 
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"  Providence  adverse,"  &c. 

The  reduplication  of  those  words  was  a  point  I  rather  la 
boured  for  the  sake  of  emphasis,  and  the  transposition  of  them 
strikes  me  as  artful,  and  as  having  an  agreeable  effect  upon  the 
ear. 

"  Cured  of  golden  calves,"  &c. 

The  expression  has  a  figurative  boldness  in  it,  which  appears 
to  me  poetical. 

All  your  other  marks  have  been  attended  to,  and  I  thank 
you  for  them. 

I  am,  Sir, 
Your  most  obedient,  W*.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  The  Greenhouse,  Sept.  18,  1781. 

I  EETTJSN  your  preface,  with  many  thanks  for  so  affectionate 
an  introduction  to  the  public.  I  have  observed  nothing  that 
in  my  judgement  required  alteration,  except  a  single  sentence 
in  the  first  paragraph,  which  I  have  not  obliterated,  that  you 
may  restore  it  if  you  please,  by  obliterating  my  interlineation. 
My  reason  for  proposing  an  amendment  of  it  was,  that  your 
meaning  did  not  strike  me,  which  therefore  I  have  endeavoured 
to  make  more  obvious.  The  rest  is  what  I  would  wish  it  to 
be.  You  say,  indeed,  more  in  my  commendation,  than  I  can 
modestly  say  of  myself;  but  sometliing  will  be  allowed  to  the 
partiality  of  friendship,  on  so  interesting  an  occasion. 

I  have  no  objection  in  the  world  to  your  conveying  a  copy 
to  Dr.  Johnson  ;  though  I  well  know  that  one  of  his  pointed 
sarcasms,  if  he  should  happen  to  be  displeased,  would  soon 
find  its  ways  into  all  companies,  and  spoil  the  sale.  He  writes, 
indeed,  like  a  man  that  thinks  a  great  deal,  and  that  sometimes 
thinks  religiously  :  but  report  informs  me  that  he  has  been 
severe  enough  in  his  animadversions  upon  Dr.  Watts,  who  was 
nevertheless,  if  I  am  in  any  degree  a  judge  of  verse,  a  man  of 
true  poetical  ability  ;  careless,  indeed,  for  the  most  part,  and 
inattentive  too  often  to  those  niceties  which  constitute  elegance 
of  expression,  but  frequently  sublime  in  his  conceptions,  and 
masterly  in  his  execution.  Pope,  I  have  heard,  had  placed  him 
once  in  the  Dunciad ;  but  on  being  advised  to  read  before  he 
judged  him,  was  convinced  that  he  deserved  other  treatment, 
and  thrust  somebody's  blockhead  into  the  gap,  whose  name, 
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consisting  of  a  monosyllable,  happened  to  fit  it.  Whatever 
faults,  however,  I  may  be  chargeable  with  as  a  poet,  I  cannot 
accuse  myself  of  negligence.  I  never  suffer  a  line  to  pass  till 
I  have  made  it  as  good  as  I  can ;  and  though  my  doctrines 
may  offend  this  king  of  critics,  he  will  not,  I  flatter  myself, 
be  disgusted  by  slovenly  inaccuracy,  either  in  the  numbers, 
rhymes,  or  language.  Let  the  rest  take  its  chance.  It  is  pos 
sible  he  may  be  pleased ;  and  if  he  should,  I  shall  have  en 
gaged  on  my  side  one  of  the  best  trumpeters  in  the  kingdom. 
Let  him  only  speak  as  favourably  of  me  as  he  has  spoken  of 
Sir  Richard  Blackmore  (who,  though  he  shines  in  his  poem 
called  Creation,  has  written  more  absurdities  in  verse  than  any 
writer  of  our  country),  and  my  success  will  be  secured. 

I  have  often  promised  myself  a  laugh  with  you  about  your 
pipe,  but  have  always  forgotten  it  when  I  have  been  writing, 
and  at  present  I  am  not  much  in  a  laughing  humour.  You  will 
observe,  however,  for  your  comfort  and  the  honour  of  that 
same  pipe,  that  it  hardly  falls  within  the  line  of  my  censure. 
You  never  fumigate  the  ladies,  or  force  them  out  of  company  ; 
nor  do  you  use  it  as  an  incentive  to  hard  drinking.  Your 
friends,  indeed,  have  reason  to  complain  that  it  frequently  de 
prives  them  of  the  pleasure  of  your  own  conversation  while  it 
leads  you  either  into  your  study  or  your  garden  ;  but  in  all 
other  respects  it  is  as  innocent  a  pipe  as  can  be.  Smoke  away, 
therefore  ;  and  remember  that  if  one  poet  has  condemned  the 
practice,  a  better  than  he  (the  witty  and  elegant  Hawkins 
Browne,)  has  been  warm  in  the  praise  of  it. 

Retirement  grows,  but  more  slowly  than  any  of  its  predeces 
sors.  Time  was  when  I  could  with  ease  produce  fifty,  sixty,  or 
seventy  lines  in  a  morning  :  now,  I  generally  fall  short  of  thirty, 
and  am  sometimes  forced  to  be  content  with  a  dozen.  It  con 
sists  at  present,  I  suppose,  of  between  six  and  seven  hundred  ; 
so  that  there  are  hopes  of  an  end,  and  I  dare  say  Johnson  will 
give  me  time  enough  to  finish  it. 

I  nothing  add  but  this — that  still  /  am 

Your  most  affectionate  and  humble  WILLIAM. 

TO   THE   KEV.   WILLIAM   UKWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Sept.  26,    1781. 

I  MAY  I  suppose,  congratulate  you  on  your  safe  arrival  at  Brigh- 
thelmstone ;  and  am  the  better  pleased  with  your  design  to 

A  A2 
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close  the  summer  there,  because  I  am  acquainted  with  the 
place,  and,  by  the  assistance  of  fancy,  can  without  much 
difficulty  join  myself  to  the  party,  and  partake  with  you  in 
/our  amusements  and  excursions.  It  happened  singularly 
enough,  that  just  before  I  received  your  last,  in  which  you 
apprize  me  of  your  intended  journey,  I  had  been  writing  upon 
the  subject,  having  found  occasion  towards  the  close  of  my 
last  poem,  called  Retirement  to  take  some  notice  of  the  modern 
passion  for  sea-side  entertainments,  and  to  direct  to  the  means 
by  which  they  might  be  made  useful  as  well  as  agreeable.  I 
think  with  you,  that  the  most  magnificent  object  under  heaven 
is  the  great  deep  ;  and  cannot  but  feel  an  unpolite  species  of 
astonishment,  when  I  consider  the  multitudes  that  viewit  without 
emotion,  and  even  without  reflection.  In  all  its  various  forms,  it 
is  an  object  of  all  others  the  most  suited  to  affect  us  with  lasting 
impressions  of  the  awful  Power  that  created  and  controls  it.  I 
am  the  less  inclined  to  think  this  negligence  excusable,  because, 
at  a  time  of  life  when  I  gave  as  little  attention  to  religious  sub 
jects  as  almost  any  man,  I  yet  remember  that  the  waves  would 
preach  to  me,  and  that  in  the  midst  of  dissipation  I  had  an 
ear  to  hear  them.  One  of  Shakspeare's  characters  says, — "I 
am  never  merry  when  I  hear  sweet  music."  The  same  effect 
that  harmony  seems  to  have  had  upon  him,  I  have  experienced 
from  the  sight  and  sound  of  the  ocean,  which  have  often  com 
posed  my  thoughts  into  a  melancholy  not  unpleasiug,  nor 
without  its  use.  So  much  for  Signor  Nettuno. 

Lady  Austen  goes  to  London  this  day  se'nnight.  We  have 
told  her  that  you  shall  visit  her ;  which  is  an  enterprise  you 
may  engage  in  with  the  more  alacrity,  because  as  she  loves 
every  thing  that  has  any  connexion  with  your  mother,  she  is 
sure  to  feel  a  sufficient  partiality  for  her  son.  Add  to  this,  that 
your  own  personal  recommendations  are  by  no  means  small,  or 
such  as  a  woman  of  her  fine  taste  and  discernment  can  possibly 
overlook.  She  has  many  features  in  her  character  which  you 
will  admire ;  but  one,  in  particular^  on  account  of  the  rarity 
of  it,  will  engage  your  attention  and  esteem.  She  has  a  degree 
of  gratitude  in  her  composition,  so  quick  a  sense  of  obligation, 
as  is  hardly  to  be  found  in  any  rank  of  life,  and,  if  report  say 
true,  is  scarce  indeed  in  the  superior.  Discover  but  a  wish  to 
please  her,  and  she  never  forgets  it ;  not  only  thanks  you, 
but  the  tears  will  start  into  her  eyes  at  the  recollection  of  the 
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smallest  service.  With  these  fine  feelings  she  has  the  most, 
and  the  most  harmless  vivacity  you  can  imagine.  In  short,  she 
is — what  you  will  find  her  to  be,  upon  half  an  hour's  con 
versation  with  her ;  and  when  I  hear  you  have  a  journey  to 
town  in  contemplation,  I  will  send  you  her  address. 

Your  mother  is  well,  and  joins  with  me  in  wishing  that  you 
may  spend  your  time  agreeably  upon  the  coast  of  Sussex. 

Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   MR.   JOHNSON,  BOOKSELLEX. 
SIR.  October  1,  1781. 

I  EXPECT  to  finish  Retirement  in  a  day  or  two,  and  as  soon  as 
transcribed  I  shall  forward  it  to  Mr.  Newton.  This  addition, 
I  think,  will  swell  the  volume  to  a  respectable  size,  consisting, 
as  I  guess,  of  between  seven  and  eight  hundred  lines.  I  may 
now  grant  myself  a  respite,  and  watch  the  success  of  the  pre 
sent  undertaking,  determining  myself  by  the  event,  whether  to 
resume  my  occupation  as  an  author  or  drop  it  for  ever. 
I  am,  Sir,  Your  most  obedient  Servant,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Oct.  3,  1781. 

YOUR  draft  is  worded  for  twenty  pounds,  and  figured  for  twen 
ty-one.  I  thought  it  more  likely  the  mistake  should  be  made 
in  the  figures  than  in  the  words,  and  have  sent  you  a  receipt 
accordingly.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  it,  and  no  less  bound  to 
acknowledge  your  kindness  in  thinking  for  a  man  so  little  ac 
customed  to  think  for  himself.  The  result  of  my  deliberations 
on  the  subject  proposed  is,  that  it  will  be  better,  on  many  ac 
counts,  to  sell  the  chambers,  and  to  deposit  the  money  in  the 
funds.  Public  credit  wants  a  lift,  and  I  would  willingly  shew 
my  readiness  to  afford  it  one  at  so  critical  a  juncture.  If  you 
can  sell  Morgan  at  the  same  time,  so  as  to  turn  him  to  any  ac 
count,  you  have  my  free  leave  to  do  it.  It  has  been  a  dry  sum 
mer,  and  frogs  may  possibly  be  scarce,  and  fetch  a  good  price  ; 
though  how  his  frogship  has  attained  to  the  honour  of  that  ap 
pellation,  at  this  distance  from  the  scene  of  his  activity,  I  am 
not  able  to  conjecture. 

I  hope  you  had  a  pleasant  vacation,  and  have  laid  in  a  fresh 
stock  of  health  and  spirits  for  the  business  of  the  approaching 
winter.  As  for  me,  I  have  just  finished  my  last  piece  called  Re 
tirement :  which,  as  soon  as  it  is  fit  to  appear  in  public,  shall, 
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together  with  all  the  rest  of  its  fraternity,  lay  itself  at  your 
feet. 

My  affectionate  respects  attend  Mrs.  Hill  and  yourself. 

Yours  truly,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   KEY.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  4.  1781. 

I  GENEEALLT  write  the  day  before  the  post,  but  yesterday 
had  no  opportunity,  being  obliged  to  employ  myself  in  settling 
my  greenhouse  for  the  winter.  I  am  now  writing  before  break 
fast,  that  I  may  avail  myself  of  every  inch  of  time  for  the  pur 
pose.  N.B.  An  expression  a  critic  would  quarrel  with,  and  call 
it  by  some  hard  name,  signifying  a  jumble  of  ideas,  and  an  un 
natural  match  between  time  and  space. 

I  am  glad  to  be  undeceived  respecting  the  opinion  I  had  been 
erroneously  led  into  on  the  subject  of  Johnson's  criticism  on 
Watts.  Nothing  can  be  more  judicious,  or  more  characteristic 
of  a  distinguishing  taste,  than  his  observations  upon  that 
writer ;  though  I  think  him  a  little  mistaken  in  his  notion, 
that  divine  subjects  have  never  been  poetically  treated  with 
success.  A  little  more  Christian  knowledge  and  experience 
would  perhaps  enable  him  to  discover  excellent  poetry,  upon 
spiritual  themes,  in  the  aforesaid  little  Doctor.  I  perfectly 
acquiesce  in  the  propriety  of  sending  Johnson  a  copy  of  my 
productions ;  and  I  think  it  would  be  well  to  send  it  in  our 
joint  names,  accompanied  with  a  handsome  card,  such  an  one 
as  you  will  know  how  to  fabricate,  and  such  as  may  predis 
pose  him  to  a  favourable  perusal  of  the  book,  by  coaxing  him 
into  a  good  temper ;  for  he  is  a  great  bear,  with  ah1  his  learn 
ing  and  penetration. 

I  forgot  to  tell  you  in  my  last,  that  I  was  well  pleased 
with  your  proposed  appearance  in  the  title  page  under  the 
name  of  the  editor.  I  do  not  care  under  how  many  names 
you  appear  in  a  book  that  calls  me  its  author.  In  my  last  piece, 
which  I  finished  the  day  before  yesterday,  I  have  told  the  public 
that  I  live  upon  the  banks  of  the  Ouse :  that  public  is  a 
great  simpleton  if  it  does  not  know  that  you  live  in  London  ; 
it  will  consequently  know  that  I  had  need  of  the  assistance  of 
some  friend  in  town,  and  that  I  could  have  recourse  to  nobody 
with  more  propriety  than  yourself.  I  shall  transcribe  and  sub 
mit  to  your  approbation  as  fast  as  possible.  I  have  now,  I 
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think,  finished  my  volume ;  indeed  I  am  almost  weary  of  com 
posing,  having  spent  a  year  in  doing  nothing  else.  I  reckon 
my  volume  will  consist  of  about  eight  thousand  lines.  The  sea 
son  of  dispatch  which  Johnson  has  so  often  promised  is  not 
yet  arrived ;  a  fortnight,  and  sometimes  three  weeks  elapse 
before  I  am  supplied  with  a  new  sheet;  the  next  brings  us  into 
the  middle  of  Hope,  which  I  account  the  middle  of  the  volume, 
consequently,  unless  he  proceeds  with  more  celerity,  the  pub 
lishing  moment  will  escape  us  this  year,  as  it  did  the  last :  for 
his  own  sake,  however,  I  should  suppose  he  will  catch  it  if 
he  can,  and  be  ready  to  exhibit  by  the  meeting  of  Parliament 
after  the  Christmas  recess. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  well,  and  sends  her  love.  Our  thanks  are 
due  for  a  fine  piece  of  skait  and  some  prawns,  both  as  fresh 
as  when  they  took  leave  of  their  native  element.  We  heartily 
wish  Mrs.  Newton  better  than  pretty  well,  and  the  recovery  of 
all  the  invalids  in  your  family.  Yours,  my  dear  friend, 

W.  C. 

TO   THE  EEV.  WILLIAM  TJNWIN. 

MY    DEAR   FRIEND,  October  6,  1781. 

WHAT  a  world  are  you  daily  conversant  with,  which  I  have  not 
seen  these  twenty  years,  and  shall  never  see  again !  The  arts 
of  dissipation  (I  suppose)  are  no  where  practised  with  more 
refinement  or  success  than  at  the  place  of  your  present  resi 
dence.  By  your  account  of  it,  it  seems  to  be  just  what  it 
was  when  I  visited  it,  a  scene  of  idleness  and  luxury,  music, 
dancing,  cards,  walking,  riding,  bathing,  eating,  drinking, 
coffee,  tea,  scandal,  dressing,  yawning,  sleeping ;  the  rooms 
perhaps  more  magnificent,  because  the  proprietors  are  grown 
richer,  but  the  manners  and  occupations  of  the  company  just 
the  same.  Though  my  life  has  long  been  like  that  of  a  recluse, 
I  have  not  the  temper  of  one,  nor  am  I  in  the  least  an  enemy 
to  cheerfulness  and  good  humour ;  but  I  cannot  envy  you 
your  situation ;  I  even  feel  myself  constrained  to  prefer  the 
silence  of  this  nook,  and  the  snug  fireside  in  our  own  dimi 
nutive  parlour,  to  all  the  splendour  and  gaiety  of  Brighton. 

You  ask  me,  how  I  feel  on  the  occasion  of  my  approaching 
publication.  Perfectly  at  my  ease.  If  I  had  not  been  pretty 
well  assured  before  hand  that  my  tranquillity  would  be  but 
little  endangered  by  such  a  measure,  I  would  never  have  en 
gaged  in  it;  for  I  cannot  bear  disturbance.  I  have  had  in  view 
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two  principal  objects  ;  first,  to  amuse  myself, — and  secondly,  to 
compass  that  point  in  such  a  manner,  that  others  might  possibly 
be  the  better  for  my  amusement.  If  I  have  succeeded,  it  wifl 
give  me  pleasure  ;  but  if  I  have  failed,  I  shall  not  be  mortified 
to  the  degree  that  might  perhaps  be  expected.  I  remember 
an  old  adage,  (though  not  -where  it  is  to  be  found,)  "bene 
vixit,  qui  bene  latuit,"  and  if  I  had  recollected  it  at  the  right 
time,  it  should  have  been  the  motto  to  my  book.  By  the  way, 
it  will  make  an  excellent  one  for  Retirement,  if  you  can  but  tell 
me  whom  to  quote  for  it.  The  critics  cannot  deprive  me  of 
the  pleasure  I  have  in  reflecting,  that  so  far  as  my  leisure  has 
been  employed  in  writing  for  the  public,  it  has  been  conscien 
tiously  employed,  and  with  a  view  to  their  advantage.  There  is 
nothing  agreeable,  to  be  sure,  in  being  chronicled  for  a  dunce; 
but  I  believe  there  lives  not  a  man  upon  earth  who  would  be 
less  affected  by  it  than  myself.  With  all  this  indifference  to 
fame,  which  you  know  me  too  well  to  suppose  me  capable  of 
affecting,  I  have  taken  the  utmost  pains  to  deserve  it.  This 
may  appear  a  mystery  or  a  paradox  in  practice,  but  it  is  true. 
I  considered  that  the  taste  of  the  day  is  refined,  and  delicate 
to  excess,  and  that  to  disgust  the  delicacy  of  taste,  by  a  slo 
venly  inattention  to  it,  would  be  to  forfeit  at  once  all  hope  of 
being  useful ;  and  for  this  reason,  though  I  have  written  more 
verse  this  last  year  than  perhaps  any  man  in  England,  I  have 
finished,  and  polished,  and  touched,  and  retouched,  with  the 
utmost  care.  If  after  all  I  should  be  converted  into  waste 
paper,  it  may  be  my  misfortune,  but  it  will  not  be  my  fault.  I 
shall  bear  it  with  the  most  perfect  serenity. 

I  do  not  mean  to  give a  copy  :  he  is  a  good-natured 

little  man,  and  crows  exactly  like  a  cock,  but  knows  no  more 
of  verse  than  the  cock  he  imitates. 

Whoever  supposes  that  Lady  Austen's  fortune  is  preca 
rious,  is  mistaken.  I  can  assure  you,  upon  the  ground  of  the 
most  circumstantial  and  authentic  information,  that  it  is  both 
genteel  and  perfectly  safe.  Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  14,  1781. 

I  WOULD  not  willingly  deprive  you  of  any  comfort,  and  there 
fore  would  wish  you  to  comfort  yourself  as  much  as  you  can 
with  a  notion  that  you  are  a  more  bountiful  correspondent  than 
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I.  You  will  give  me  leave  in  the  mean  time,  however,  to  as 
sert  to  myself  a  share  in  the  same  species  of  consolation,  and 
to  enjoy  the  flattering  recollection  that  I  have  sometimes  writ 
ten  three  letters  to  your  one.  I  never  knew  a  poet,  except 
myself,  who  was  punctual  in  any  thing,  or  to  be  depended  on 
for  the  due  discharge  of  any  duty,  except  what  he  thought  he 
owed  to  the  Muses.  The  moment  a  man  takes  it  into  his  fool 
ish  head  that  he  has  what  the  world  calls  Genius,  he  gives  him 
self  a  discharge  from  the  servile  drudgery  of  all  friendly  offi 
ces,  and  becomes  good  for  nothing,  except  in  the  pursuit  of 
his  favourite  employment.  But  I  am  not  yet  vain  enough  to 
think  myself  entitled  to  such  self-conferred  honours,  and 
though  I  have  sent  much  poetry  to  the  press,  or,  at  least,  what 
I  hope  my  readers  will  account  such,  am  still  as  desirous  as 
ever  of  a  place  in  your  heart,  and  to  take  all  opportunities  to 
convince  you  that  you  have  still  the  same  in  mine.  My  atten 
tion  to  my  poetical  function  has,  I  confess,  a  little  interfered 
of  late  with  my  other  employments,  and  occasioned  my  writing 
less  frequently  than  I  should  have  otherwise  done.  But  it  is 
over,  at  least  for  the  present,  and  I  think  for  some  time  to 
come.  I  have  transcribed  Retirement,  and  send  it.  You  will 
be  so  good  as  to  forward  it  to.  Johnson,  who  will  forward  it,  I 
suppose,  to  the  public,  in  his  own  time  ;  but  not  very  speedily, 
moving  as  he  does.  The  post  brought  me  a  sheet  this  after 
noon,  but  we  have  not  yet  reached  the  end  of  Hope. 

Mr.  Scott,  I  perceive  by  yours  to  him,  has  mentioned  one 
of  his  troubles,  but  I  believe  not  the  principal  one.  The  ques 
tion,  whether  he  shall  have  an  assistant  at  the  great  house  in 
Mr.  G.  Raban,  is  still  a  question,  or,  at  least,  a  subject  of  dis 
content,  between  Mr.  Scott  and  the  people.  In  a  tete-a-tete 
I  had  with  this  candidate  for  the  chair,  in  the  course  of  the 
last  week,  I  told  him  my  thoughts  upon  the  subject  plainly  ; 
advised  him  to  change  places,  by  the  help  of  fancy,  with  Mr. 
Scott,  for  a  moment,  and  to  ask  himself  how  he  would  like  a 
self-intruded  deputy ;  advised  him  likewise  by  no  means  to  ad 
dress  Mr.  Scott  any  more  upon  the  matter,  for  that  he  might 
be  sure  he  would  never  consent  to  it ;  and  concluded  with  tell 
ing  him,  that  if  he  persisted  in  his  purpose  of  speaking  to  the 
people,  the  probable  consequence  would  be,  that  sooner  or 
later,  Mr.  Scott  would  be  forced  out  of  the  parish,  and  the 
blame  of  his  expulsion  would  all  light  upon  him.  He  heard, 
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approved  and,  I  think  the  very  next  day,  put  all  my  good  counsel 
to  shame,  at  least  a  considerable  part  of  it,  by  applying  to  Mr. 
Scott,  in  company  with  Mr.  Perry,  for  his  permission  to  speak 
at  the  Sunday  evening  lecture.  Mr.  Scott,  as  I  had  foretold, 
was  immoveable  ;  but  offered,  for  the  satisfaction  of  his  hear 
ers,  to  preach  three  times  to  them  on  the  Sabbath,  which  he 
could  have  done,  Mr.  Jones  having  kindly  offered,  though 
without  their  knowledge,  to  officiate  for  him  at  Weston.  Mr. 
Raban  answered,  "  That  will  not  do,  Sir ;  it  is  not  what  the 
people  wish ;  they  want  variety."  Mr.  Scott  replied  very 
wisely,  "  If  they  do,  they  must  be  content  without  it ;  it  is  not 
my  duty  to  indulge  that  humour."  This  is  the  last  intelligence 
I  have  had  upon  the  subject.  I  received  it  not  from  Mr. 
Scott,  but  from  an  ear-witness. 

I  did  not  suspect,  till  the  Reviewers  told  me  so,  that  you 
are  made  up  of  artifice  and  design,  and  that  your  ambition  is 
to  delude  your  hearers.  Well — I  suppose  they  please  them 
selves  with  the  thought  of  having  mortified  you ;  but  how 
much  are  they  mistaken !  They  shot  at  you,  and  their  arrow 
struck  the  Bible,  recoiling,  of  course,  upon  themselves.  My 
turn  will  come,  for  I  think  I  shall  hardly  escape  a  threshing. 
Yours,  my  dear  Sir, 

and  Mrs.  Newton's,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   MR8.    COWPER. 

MY    DEAR    COUSIN,  Oct.    19,  1781. 

YOUR  fear  lest  I  should  think  you  unworthy  of  my  corres 
pondence,  on  account  of  your  delay  to  answer,  may  change 
sides  now,  and  more  properly  belongs  to  me.  It  is  long  since 
I  received  your  last,  and  yet  I  believe  I  can  say  truly,  that  not 
a  post  has  gone  by  me  since  the  receipt  of  it  that  has  not  re 
minded  me  of  the  debt  I  owe  you,  for  your  obliging  and  un 
reserved  communications  both  in  prose  and  verse,  especially  for 
the  latter,  because  I  consider  them  as  marks  of  your  peculiar 
confidence.  The  truth  is,  I  have  been  such  a  verse-maker 
myself,  and  so  busy  in  preparing  a  volume  for  the  press,  which 
I  imagine  will  make  its  appearance  in  the  course  of  the 
winter,  that  I  hardly  had  leisure  to  listen  to  the  calls  of  any 
other  engagement.  It  is  however  finished,  and  gone  to  the 
printer's,  and  I  have  nothing  now  to  do  with  it,  but  to  cor 
rect  the  sheets  as  they  are  sent  to  me,  and  consign  it  over  to 
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the  judgement  of  the  public.  It  is  a  bold  undertaking  at  this 
time  of  day,  when  so  many  writers  of  the  greatest  abilities  have 
gone  before,  who  seem  to  have  anticipated  every  valuable  sub 
ject,  as  well  as  all  the  graces  of  poetical  embellishment,  to  step 
forth  into  the  world  in  the  character  of  a  bard,  especially  when 
it  is  considered,  that  luxury,  idleness,  and  vice,  have  debauched 
the  public  taste,  and  that  nothing  hardly  is  welcome  but  child 
ish  fiction,  or  what  has  at  least  a  tendency  to  excite  a  laugh.  I 
thought,  however,  that  I  had  stumbled  upon  some  subjects, 
that  had  never  before  been  poetically  treated,  and  upon  some 
others,  to  which  I  imagined  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  give 
an  air  of  novelty  by  the  manner  of  treating  them.  My  sole 
drift  is  to  be  useful;  a  point  which  however  I  knew  I  should  in 
vain  aim  at,  unless  I  could  be  likewise  entertaining.  I  have 
therefore  fixed  these  two  strings  upon  my  bow,  and  by  the  help 
of  both  have  done  my  best  to  send  my  arrow  to  the  mark. 
My  readers  will  hardly  have  begun  to  laugh,  before  they  will 
be  called  upon  to  correct  that  levity,  and  peruse  me  with  a  more 
serious  air.  As  to  the  effect,  I  leave  it  alone  in  His  hands, 
who  can  alone  produce  it :  neither  prose  nor  verse  can  reform 
the  manners  of  a  dissolute  age,  much  less  can  they  inspire  a 
sense  of  religious  obligation,  unless  assisted  and  made  effica 
cious  by  the  power  who  superintends  the  truth  he  has  vouch 
safed  to  impart. 

You  made  my  heart  ache  with  a  sympathetic  sorrow,  when 
you  described  the  state  of  your  mind  on  occasion  of  your  late 
visit  into  Hertfordshire.  Had  I  been  previously  informed  of 
your  journey  before  you  made  it,  I  should  have  been  able  to 
have  foretold  all  your  feelings  with  the  most  unerring  certainty 
of  prediction.  You  will  never  cease  to  feel  upon  that  subject ; 
but  with  your  principles  of  resignation,  and  acquiescence  in 
the  divine  will,  you  will  always  feel  as  becomes  a  Christian. 
We  are  forbidden  to  murmur,  but  we  are  not  forbidden  to 
regret ;  and  whom  we  loved  tenderly  while  living  we  may 
still  pursue  with  an  affectionate  remembrance,  without  having 
any  occasion  to  charge  ourselves  with  rebellion  against  the 
sovereignty  that  appointed  a  separation.  A  day  is  coming 
when  I  am  confident  you  will  see  and  know,  that  mercy  to 
both  parties  was  the  principal  agent  in  a  scene,  the  recollection 
of  which  is  still  painful.  W.  C. 
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TO  ME.  JOHNSON,  BOOKSELLER. 

SIR,  Olney,  Oct.  20,  1781. 

I  ACKNOWLEDGE  with  pleasure  the  accuracy  of  your  remark 
on  the  two  lines  you  have  scored  in  the  first  page  of  the  in 
closed  sheet ;  but  though  the  word  there  in  its  critical  anc 
proper  use  is  undoubtedly  an  adverb  denoting  locality,  yet  I 
cannot  but  think  that  in  the  familiar  strain  of  poetical  colloquy 
(especially  if  the  gay  careless  air  of  the  speaker  in  the  present 
instance  be  considered)  a  less  exact  application  of  it  may  be 
allowed.  We  say  in  common  speech — you  was  scrupulous  on 
that  occasion  ;  there  I  think  you  was  wrong, — meaning  in 
that  part  of  your  conduct.  I  do  not  know  indeed  that  I 
should  hesitate  to  give  it  that  sense,  if  I  were  writing  prose 
for  the  press  instead  of  verse,  or  on  any  other  occasion  what 
soever. 

The  unexpected  arrival  of  the  inclosed  so  soon  after  the 
foregoing  sheet  has  inspired  me  with  hopes  that  your  printer 
is  about  to  proceed  with  the  alacrity  he  promised  so  long  since. 
It  proves,  however,  that  he  is  capable  of  great  dispatch  when 
he  is  pleased  to  use  it. 

I  am  Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  Servant,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   REV.   JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Oct.  22,  1781. 

MR.  BATES,  without  intending  it,  has  passed  a  severer  censure 
upon  the  modern  world  of  readers,  than  any  that  can  be  found 
in  my  volume.  If  they  are  so  merrily  disposed,  in  the  midst 
of  a  thousand  calamities,  that  they  will  not  deign  to  read  a  pre 
face  of  three  or  four  pages,  because  the  purport  of  it  is  serious, 
they  are  far  gone  indeed,  and  in  the  last  stage  of  a  phrenzy, 
such  as  I  suppose  has  prevailed  in  all  nations  that  have  been 
exemplarily  punished,  just  before  the  infliction  of  the  sentence. 
But  though  he  lives  in  the  world  he  has  so  ill  an  opinion  of,  and 
ought  therefore  to  know  it  better  than  I,  who  have  no  inter 
course  with  it  at  all,  I  am  willing  to  hope  that  he  may  be  mis 
taken.  Curiosity  is  an  universal  passion.  There  are  few  people 
who  think  a  book  worth  their  reading,  but  feel  a  desire  to 
know  something  about  the  writer  of  it.  This  desire  will  natu 
rally  lead  them  to  peep  into  the  preface,  where  they  will  soon 
find  that  a  little  perseverance  will  furnish  them  with  some  in- 
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formation  on  the  subject.  If,  therefore,  your  preface  finds  no 
readers,  I  shall  take  it  for  granted  that  it  is  because  the  book 
itself  is  accounted  not  worth  their  notice.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
it  is  quite  sufficient  that  I  have  played  the  antic  myself  for  their 
diversion  ;  and  that,  in  a  state  of  dejection  such  as  they  are  ab 
solute  strangers  to,  I  have  sometimes  put  on  an  air  of  cheerfulness 
and  vivacity,  to  which  I  am  myself  in  reality  a  stranger,  for  the 
sake  of  winning  their  attention  to  more  useful  matter.  I  cannot 
endure  the  thought  for  a  moment,  that  you  should  descend  to 
my  level  on  the  occasion,  and  court  their  favour  in  a  style  not 
more  unsuitable  to  your  function,  than  to  the  constant  and  con 
sistent  strain  of  your  whole  character  and  conduct.  No — let 
the  preface  stand.  I  cannot  mend  it.  I  could  easily  make  a 
jest  of  it,  but  it  is  better  as  it  is. 

"  By  the  way — will  it  not  be  proper,  as  you  have  taken  some 
notice  of  the  modish  dress  I  wear  in  Table-Talk,  to  include 
Conversation  in  the  same  description,  which  is  (the  first  half  of 
it,  at  least,)  the  most  airy  of  the  two  ?  They  will  otherwise 
think,  perhaps,  that  the  observation  might  as  well  have  been 
spared  entirely  ;  though  I  should  have  been  sorry  if  it  had,  for 
when  I  am  jocular  I  do  violence  to  myself,  and  am  therefore 
pleased  with  your  telling  them,  in  a  civil  way,  that  I  play  the 
fool  to  amuse  them,  not  because  I  am  one  myself,  but  because 
I  have  a  foolish  world  to  deal  with. 

I  am  inclined  to  think  that  Mr.  Scott  will  no  more  be 
troubled  by  Mr.  Raban,  with  applications  of  the  sort  I  men 
tioned  in  my  last.  Mr.  Scott,  since  I  wrote  that  account,  has 
related  to  us,  himself,  what  passed  in  the  course  of  their  inter 
view  ;  and,  it  seems,  the  discourse  ended  with  his  positive  assu 
rance,  that  he  never  would  consent  to  the  measure,  though  at 
the  same  time,  he  declared  he  would  never  interrupt  or  attempt 
to  suppress  it.  To  which  Mr.  Raban  replied,  that  unless  he 
had  his  free  consent,  he  should  never  engage  in  the  office.  It  is 
to  be  hoped,  therefore,  that,  in  time,  that  part  of  the  people, 
who  may  at  present  be  displeased  with  Mr.  Scott,  for  with 
holding  his  consent,  will  grow  cool  upon  the  subject,  and  be 
satisfied  with  receiving  their  instruction  from  their  proper 
minister. 

I  beg  you  will,  on  no  future  occasion,  leave  a  blank  for  Mrs. 
Newton,  xinless  you  have  first  engaged  her  promise  to  fill  it : 
for  thus  we  lose  the  pleasure  of  your  company,  without  being 
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indemnified  for  the  loss,  by  the  acquisition  of  hers.  Johnson 
sent  me  two  sheets  in  the  course  of  the  last  ten  days,  to  my 
great  astonishment.  I  complimented  him  upon  his  alacrity  in 
hopes  that  encouragement  might  ensure  the  continuance  of  it. 
The  next  sheet  will  bring  the  beginning  of  Charity.  Our  love 
to  you  both.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.    WILLIAM  TTNWTN. 

MY    DEAR   WILLIAM,  NOV.  5,  1781. 

I  GIVE  you  joy  of  your  safe  return  from  the  lips  of  the  great 
deep.  You  did  not  indeed  discern  many  signs  of  sobriety, 
or  true  wisdom,  among  the  people  of  Brighthelmstone,  but  it 
is  not  possible  to  observe  the  manners  of  a  multitude,  of  what 
ever  rank,  without  learning  something  ;  I  mean,  if  a  man  has 
a  mind  like  yours,  capable  of  reflection.  If  he  sees  no 
thing  to  imitate,  he  is  sure  to  see  something  to  avoid ;  if 
nothing  to  congratulate  his  fellow  creatures  upon,  at  least  much 
to  excite  his  compassion.  There  is  not,  I  think,  so  melancholy 
a  sight  in  the  world, — (an  hospital  is  not  to  be  compared  with 
it, — )  as  that  of  a  thousand  persons  distinguished  by  the  name 
of  gentry,  who,  gentle  perhaps  by  nature,  and  made  more 
gentle  by  education,  have  the  appearance  of  being  innocent 
and  inoffensive,  yet  being  destitute  of  all  religion,  or  not  at  aD 
governed  by  the  religion  they  profess,  are  none  of  them  at  any 
great  distance  from  an  eternal  state,  where  self-deception  will 
be  impossible,  and  where  amusements  cannot  enter.  Some 
of  them,  we  may  say,  will  be  reclaimed ; — it  is  most  pro 
bable  indeed  that  some  of  them  will,  because  mercy,  if  one 
may  be  allowed  the  expression,  is  fond  of  distinguishing  itself 
by  seeking  its  objects  among  the  most  desperate  cases ;  but 
the  Scripture  gives  no  encouragement  to  the  warmest  charity  to 
hope  for  deliverance  for  them  all.  When  I  see  an  afflicted  and 
an  unhappy  man,  I  say  to  myself,  there  is  perhaps  a  man  whom 
the  world  would  envy,  if  they  knew  the  value  of  his  sorrows, 
which  are  possibly  intended  only  to  soften  his  heart,  and  to 
turn  his  'affections  toward  their  proper  centre.  But  when  I  see 
or  hear  of  a  crowd  of  voluptuaries,  who  have  no  ears  but  for 
music,  no  eyes  but  for  splendour,  and  no  tongue  but  for  im 
pertinence  and  folly, — I  say,  or  at  least  I  see  occasion  to  say 
— This  is  madness  ! — This  persisted  in  must  have  a  tragical 
conclusion. — It  will  condemn  you,  not  only  as  Christians  un- 
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worthy  of  the  name  but  as  intelligent  creatures. — You  know 
by  the  light  of  nature,  if  you  have  not  quenched  it,  that  there 
is  a  God,  and  that  a  life  like  yours  cannot  be  according  to  his 
will. 

I  ask  no  pardon  of  you  for  the  gravity  and  gloominess  of 
these  reflections,  which  I  stumbled  on  when  I  least  expected 
it ;  though,  to  say  the  truth,  these  or  others  of  a  like  com 
plexion  are  sure  to  occur  to  me,  when  I  think  of  a  scene  of 
public  diversion  like  that  you  have  lately  left. 

I  remember  Mr. well ;  a  man  famous  for  nothing  but 

idling  away  his  time  at  the  coffee-house,  and  bathing  upon 
the  open  beach  without  the  decent  use  of  a  machine.  I  may 
say  upon  the  surest  ground,  that  the  world  to  which  he  con 
forms  despises  him  for  doing  so ;  because  I  remember  well 
that  I  and  my  party,  who  had  not  a  grain  of  religion  amongst 
us,  always  mentioned  him  with  disdain  ;  his  charitable  pro 
fanation  of  the  sabbath  will  never  earn  him  any  other  wages. 

I  am  inclined  to  hope  that  Johnson  told  you  the  truth, 
when  he  said  he  should  publish  me  soon  after  Christmas.  His 
press  has  been  rather  more  punctual  in  its  remittances  than  it 
used  to  be ;  we  have  now  but  little  more  than  two  of  the 
longest  pieces,  and  the  small  ones  that  are  to  follow,  by  way 
of  epilogue,  to  print  off,  and  then  the  affair  is  finished.  But 
once  more  I  am  obliged  to  gape  for  franks ;  only  these, 
which  I  hope  will  be  the  last  1  shall  want,  at  yours  and  Mr. 
Smith's  convenient  leisure. 

We  rejoice  that  you  have  so  much  reason  to  be  satisfied  with 
John's  proficiency.  The  more  spirit  he  has  the  better,  if  his 
spirit  be  but  manageable,  and  put  under  such  management 
as  your  prudence  and  Mrs.  Unwin's  will  suggest.  I  need 
not  guard  you  against  severity,  of  which  I  conclude  there  is  no 
need,  and  which  I  am  sure  you  are  not  at  all  inclined  to 
practise  without  it ;  but  perhaps  if  I  was  to  whisper,  "  beware 
of  too  much  indulgence !" — I  should  only  give  a  hint  that 
the  fondness  of  a  father  for  a  fine  boy  might  seem  to  justify. 
I  have  no  particular  reason  for  the  caution,  at  this  distance  it 
is  not  possible  that  I  should,  bxit  in  a  case  like  yours  an  ad 
monition  of  that  sort  seldom  wants  propriety. 

Your  mother  has  been  considerably  indisposed  with  a  sore 
throat  and  feverish  complaint,  but  is  well  again,  except  that  her 
strength,  which  is  never  that  of  an  Amazon,  is  not  quite  re- 
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stored.  Her  love  attends  you  and  your  family,  and  mine  goes 
with  it. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C.  . 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT    DEAR   FRIEND,  NOV.    7,    1781. 

So  far  as  Johnson  is  to  be  depended  on,  and  I  begin  to  hope 
that  he  is  now  in  earnest,  I  think  myself  warranted  to  fur 
nish  you  with  an  answer  to  the  question  which  you  say  so  often 
meets  you.  Mr.  Unwin  made  the  same  enquiry  at  his  shop  in 
his  way  to  Stock  from  Brighthelmstone,  when  he  assured  him 
that  the  book  would  be  printed  off  in  a  month,  and  ready  for 
publication  after  the  holidays.  For  some  time  past  the  busi 
ness  has  proceeded  glibly,  and  if  he  perseveres  at  the  same  rate, 
it  is  probable  his  answer  will  prove  a  true  one. 

Having  discontinued  the  practice  of  verse-making  for  some 
weeks,  I  now  feel  quite  incapable  of  resuming  it ;  and  can  only 
wonder  at  it,  as  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  incidents  in 
my  life,  that  I  should  have  composed  a  volume.  Had  it  been 
suggested  to  me  as  a  practicable  thing,  in  better  days,  though 
I  should  have  been  glad  to  have  found  it  so,  many  hindrances 
would  have  conspired  to  withhold  me  from  such  an  enterprise. 
I  should  not  have  dared,  at  that  time  of  day,  to  have  committed 
my  name  to  the  public,  and  my  reputation  to  the  hazard  of 
their  opinion.  But  it  is  otherwise  with  me  now.  I  am  more 
indifferent  about  what  may  touch  me  in  that  point,  than  ever 
I  was  in  my  life.  The  stake  that  would  then  have  seemed 
important,  now  seems  trivial ;  and  it  is  of  little  consequence 
to  me,  who  no  longer  feel  myself  possessed  of  what  I  accounted 
infinitely  more  valuable,  whether  the  world's  verdict  shah1  pro 
nounce  me  a  poet,  or  an  empty  pretender  to  the  title.  This 
happy  coldness  towards  a  matter  so  generally  interesting  to  all 
rhymers,  left  me  quite  at  liberty  for  the  undertaking,  unfettered 
by  fear,  and  under  no  restraints  of  that  diffidence,  which  is 
my  natural  temper,  and  which  would  either  have  made  it  im 
possible  for  me  to  commence  an  author  by  name,  or  would  have 
insured  my  miscarriage  if  I  had.  In  my  last  dispatches  to 
Johnson,  I  sent  him  a  new  edition  of  the  title-page,  having  dis 
carded  the  Latin  paradox  which  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
former,  and  added  a  French  motto  to  that  from  Virgil.  It  is 
taken  from  a  volume  of  the  excellent  Caraccioli,  called  Jouis- 
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sance  de  soi-meme,  and  strikes  me  as  peculiarly  apposite  to  my 
purpose. 

Mr.  Bull  is  an  honest  man.  We  have  seen  him  twice 
since  he  received  your  orders  to  march  hither,  and  faithfully 
told  us  it  was  in  consequence  of  those  orders  that  he  came. 
He  dined  with  us  yesterday  ;  we  were  all  in  pretty  good  spirits, 
and  the  day  passed  very  agreeably.  It  is  not  long  since  he 
called  on  Mr.  Scott.  Mr.  Raban  came  in.  Mr.  Bull  began, 
addressing  himself  to  the  former,  My  friend,  you  are  in  trouble 
you  are  unhappy ;  I  read  it  in  your  countenance.  Mr.  Scott 
replied,  he  had  been  so,  but  he  was  better.  Come  then,  says 
Mr.  Bull,  I  will  expound  to  you  the  cause  of  all  your  anxiety. 
You  are  too  common  ;  you  make  yourself  cheap.  Visit  your 
people  less,  and  converse  more  with  your  own  heart.  How 
often  do  you  speak  to  them  in  the-  week  ? — "  Thrice." — Ay, 
there  it  is  !  Your  sermons  are  an  old  ballad  ;  your  prayers  are 
an  old  ballad ;  and  you  are  an  old  ballad  too. — "  I  would  wish 
to  tread  in  the  steps  of  Mr.  Newton." — -You  do  well  to  follow 
his  steps  in  all  other  instances ;  but  in  this  instance  you  are 
wrong ;  and  so  was  he.  Mr.  Newton  trod  a  path  which  no 
man  but  himself  could  have  used  so  long  as  he  did,  and  he 
wore  it  out  long  before  he  went  from  Olney.  Too  much  fa 
miliarity  and  condescension  cost  him  the  estimation  of  his 
people.  He  thought  he  should  insure  their  love,  to  which  he  had 
the  best  possible  title,  and  by  those  very  means  he  lost  it.  Be 
wise,  my  friend ;  take  warning  ;  make  yourself  scarce,  if  you 
wish  that  persons  of  little  understanding  should  know  how 
to  prize  you. 

When  he  related  to  us  this  harangue,  so  nicely  adjusted 
to  the  case  of  the  third  person  present,  it  did  us  both  good,  and 
as  Jacques  says, 

"  It  made  my  lungs  to  crow  like  chanticleer." 

Mrs.  Unwin  wishes  me  to  inform  you,  that  the  character 

of  Thomas is  no  longer  a  doubtful  one  at  Olney.     He  is 

much  addicted  to  public-houses,  and  everybody  knows  it.  Geary 
Ball  led  him  home  drunk  from  one  of  them  not  long  since, 
where  he  had  been  playing  at  quoits,  and  regaling  himself  with 
drink  till  he  was  unable  to  stand  unsupported.  She  thought  it 
the  part  of  a  friend  to  communicate  to  you  this  piece  of  intel 
ligence,  that  you  may  not  lend  him  money  and  lose  it.  He  used 

s.  c. — 2.  B  B 
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frequently  to  borrow  of  us,  but  we  intend  henceforth  to  dis 
continue  our  aids  of  that  sort. 

I  have  only  seen  Mr.  Jones  since  I  received  your  last,  and 
have  had  no  opportunity  to  mention  to  him  your  enquiry.  He 
was  alive,  yesterday,  however,  and  not  long  since  spoke  of 
an  intended  journey  to  London. 

We  wish  your  letter  to  your  parishioners  may  have  the  best 
effects,  and  shall  be  glad  to  read  it.  Many  thanks  for  three 
couple  of  mackerel,  perfectly  fresh.  Our  love  of  you  both, 
though  often  sent  to  London,  is  still  with  us.  If  it  is  not  an 
inexhaustible  well,  (there  is  but  one  love  that  can,  with  pro 
priety,  be  called  so,)  it  is,  however,  a  very  deep  one,  and  not 
likely  to  fail  while  we  are  living. 

Yours,  my  dear  sir,  W.  C. 

TO  THE  BET.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR  FRIEND,  NOV.  19,  1781. 

I  REALLY  think  your  apprehensions  for  Mr.  Madan  are  but 
too  well  founded.  I  should  be  more  concerned  than  surprised  to 
find  them  verified.  Sangtiine  and  confident  as  he  has  been, 
his  mortification  will  be  extreme  when  he  finds  that  what  he 
took  for  terra firma,  was  a  mere  vapour  hanging  in  the  horizon, 
in  pursuit  of  which  he  has  run  his  vessel  upon  shoals  that  must 
prove  fatal  to  her.  Discoverers  of  truth  are  generally  sober, 
modest,  and  humble ;  and  if  their  discoveries  are  less  valued 
by  mankind  than  they  deserve  to  be,  can  bear  the  disappoint- 
mentwith  patience  and  equality  of  temper.  But  hasty  reasoners 
and  confident  asserters  are  generally  wedded  to  an  hypothesis, 
and  transported  with  joy  at  their  fancied  acquisitions,  are  im 
patient  under  contradiction,  and  grow  wild  at  the  thoughts  of 
a  refutation.  Never  was  an  air-built  castle  more  completely  de 
molished  than  his  is  likely  to  be ;  I  wish  with  you  that  he 
may  be  able  to  sustain  the  shock,  but  am  at  a  loss  to  con 
ceive  how  he  should  do  it.  After  awakening  the  attention  of 
mankind,  and  caUirig  the  world  around  him  to  listen  to  his 
'Evpriica,  after  having  distressed  the  serious,  and  excited  the  cu 
riosity,  (perhaps  the  appetite,)  of  the  giddy  and  unthinking, 
to  find  himself  baffled  with  so  much  ease,  and  refuted  with  such 
convincing  perspicuity  on  the  part  of  his  opponent,  must  give 
a  terrible  blow  to  every  passion  that  engaged  him  in  the  task, 
arid  that  was  soothed  and  gratified  to  the  utmost  by  his  fancied 
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success  in  it.  This  may,  (and  every  considerate  person  will  wish 
it  may,)  dispose  him  to  a  serious  recollection  and  examination 
of  his  past  conduct,  and  work  in  him  a  reform  more  valuable 
to  him  than  the  possession  of  all  Solomon's  wives  would  be, 
or  even  the  establishment  of  polygamy  by  law.  Surely  the 
poor  lunatic  who  uses  his  blanket  for  a  robe,  and  imagines  that 
a  few  straws  struck  whimsically  through  his  hair  are  a  royal 
diadem,  is  not  more  to  be  pitied,  perhaps  less,  than  the  pro 
found  reasonerwho  turns  over  shelves  of  folios  with  infinite 
industry  and  toil,  and  at  the  end  of  all  his  labour  finds  that  he 
has  grasped  a  shadow,  and  made  himself  a  jest  to  the  bystander. 

I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  if,  when  you  have  had  an  opportu 
nity  to  learn,  you  will  let  me  know  how  he  bears  the  brunt, 
whether  he  hardens  himself  against  conviction,  which  in  this 
case  is  scarcely  possible,  whether  he  repents  of  what  is  past, 
or  whether  he  is  quite  overwhelmed  by  regret  and  fruitless 
sorrow. 

You  do  me  an  honour  I  little  deserve  when  you  ask  my  opinion 
upon  any  occasion,  and  speak  of  being  determined  by  it.  Such 
as  it  is,  however,  it  is  always  at  your  service,  and  would  be  if  it 
were  better  worth  your  having. — The  dictates  of  compassion 
and  humanity  prompt  you  to  interpose  your  good  offices  in  order 
to  prevent  the  publication  with  which  this  unhappy  man  is 
threatened  by  Mr.  Haweis.  They  are  advisers  you  may  safely 
listen  to,  and  deserve  the  more  attention  on  the  present  occa 
sion,  as  you  are  perhaps  the  only  man  in  the  world  to  whom 
such  a  design  has  been  suggested,  and  who  would  know  how 
to  manage  the  execution  of  it  with  sufficient  delicacy  and  dis 
cretion.  The  book  and  the  author  are  distinct  subjects,  and 
will  be  for  ever  accounted  such  by  all  reasonable  persons.  The 
author,  indeed,  may  suffer  by  the  follies  of  the  book,  but  the 
latter  ought  not  to  be  judged  by  the  character  of  the  writer. 
If  it  were  otherwise,  yet  in  this  case  there  can  be  no  need  of 
Mr.  Haweis,  the  point  in  dispute  being  already  tried,  and  Mr. 
Madan's  arguments  condemned  at  the  bar  of  the  public.  Mr. 
Haweis  will  hurt  himself  more  by  one  such  ungenerous  proceed 
ing,  than  he  can  possibly  hurt  Mr.  Madan  by  divulging,  if  he 
can  do  it,  a  thousand  irregularities  in  his  conduct.  Sensual 
and  lawless  gratifications  are  odious  enough,  especially  in  a 
minister ;  but  double  detestation  attends  the  man  who,  to  gra 
tify  a  present  enmity,  avails  himself  of  secrets  he  could  never 
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have  had  possession  of,  had  he  not  once  professed  himself  a 
friend.  If  it  should  happen  too  that  Mr.  Madan's  intellects 
should  be  swept  away  by  such  a  deluge  of  obloquy  and  de 
traction,  following  close  upon  his  present  disappointment,  (an 
event  not  at  all  improbable,)  Mr.  Haweis  will  have  reason  to 
wish  that  he  had  taken  his  life  rather  than  destroyed  his 
character.  He  thinks  perhaps  the  interest  of  the  cause  demands 
it  of  him ;  but  when  was  the  cause  promoted  by  a  discovery 
of  the  vices  or  follies  of  its  advocates  and  professors  ?  On  the 
whole,  therefore,  if  I  must  advise,  I  would  advise  to  write. 

I  believe  I  returned  Mrs.  Newton  thanks  for  the  cocoa  nuts 
as  soon  as  we  received  them,  but  have  now  a  fresh  occasion  to 
thank  her,  Mrs.  Unwin  having  received  much  benefit  from 
them,  and  found  her  health  improved  ever  since  she  began  to 
eat  them. 

Our  controversies  here  are  at  a  stand  for  the  present.  Mr. 
Raban  has  not  yet  received  the  citation  with  which  Mr.  Page 
threatened  him,  arid  the  Warringtoniaus  are  contented  not  to 
push  forward  in  the  business  of  the  pew  till  they  have  seen 
Mr.  Wright,  who  is  expected  here  on  Tuesday. — Mr.  Page  is 
very  thinly  attended ;  Weston  and  Clifton  and  the  meetings 
drink  xip  all  his  congregation.  There  were  but  fifteen  to  wait 
iipon  his  last  Thursday's  lecture  ; — the  blessed  eifect  of  quar 
relling  about  straws,  when  he  might  have  had  peace  with  every 
body  if  he  had  not  gone  out  of  his  way  to  seek  contention.  His 
hearers,  however,  complain  of  great  inconsistency  in  his 
preaching,  and  some  of  his  warmest  partisans,  and  whose 
attachment  to  him  has  lasted  the  longest,  begin  to  be  disgusted. 

Many  thanks  for  two  pair  of  remarkably  fine  soles,  with 
shrimps ;  they  were  here  in  sixteen  hours  after  they  set  out 
from  London,  and  came  very  opportunely  for  me,  who,  having 
a  violent  cold,  could  hardly  have  eaten  any  thing  else. 

Mrs.  Unwin  intended  to  have  sent  a  couple  of  fowls,  but  being 
taken  out  of  the  coop,  one  of  them  appeared  to  be  distempered, 
and  two  others,  on  examination,  in  the  same  predicament ;  one 
so  bad  that  we  were  obliged  to  throw  it  away,  and  the  other 
we  gave  away,  not  thinking  it  eatable  except  by  those  whose 
stomachs  were  less  nice  than  our  own.  It  is,  1  suppose,  an 
epipoultrical  malady. 

You  told  me  Mrs.  Newton  intended  to  have  sent  me  a  long 
story  about  the  fish.  With  both  my  two  eyes,  assisted  b\  my 
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two  glasses,  I  could  make  neither  more  nor  less  of  it  than  a 
long  song,  and  so  I  read  the  passage  to  Mrs.  Umvin  once  and 
again.  I  should  have  felt  more  than  ordinary  concern  for  the 
business  that  prevented  her,  and  have  endeavoured  by  all  means 
to  persuade  her  to  resume  her  intention  and  to  send  me  this 
song  immediately,  if  Mrs.  Unwin  had  not  some  time  after  dis 
covered,  with  more  sagacity  than  I  happened  to  have  in  exercise, 
that,  what  I  took  for  a  song  was  only  a  story,  the  insignificant 
letter  t  being  omitted,  and  the  ry  having  assumed  the  appear 
ance  on  this  occasion  of  their  near  relations  ng. 

Mrs.  Unwin  would  have  attempted  to  write,  but  I  dissuaded 
her  from  it,  because  even  when  she  is  pretty  well  she  finds  it 
hurtful. 

You  will  believe  us  both,  as  ever, 
Your  obliged  and  affectionate  friends  and  servants, 

WM.  ASD  M  —  . 
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MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  NOV.  24,  1781. 

NEWS  is  always  acceptable,  especially  from  another  world.  I 
cannot  tell  you  what  has  been  done  in  the  Chesapeake,  but  I 
can  tell  you  what  has  passed  at  West  Wycombe,  in  this  county. 
Do  you  feel  yourself  disposed  to  give  credit  to  the  story  of  an 
apparition?  No,  say  you.  I  am  of  your  mind.  I  do  not  be 
lieve  more  than  one  in  a  hundred  of  those  tales  with  which  old 
women  frighten  children,  and  teach  children  to  frighten  each 
other.  But  you  are  not  such  a  philosopher,  I  suppose,  as  to 
have  persuaded  yourself  that  an  apparition  is  an  impossible 
thing.  You  can  attend  to  a  story  of  that  sort,  if  well  authen 
ticated?  Yes.  Then  I  can  tell  you  one. 

You  have  heard,  no  doubt,  of  the  romantic  friendship  that 
subsisted  once  between  Paul  Whitehead  and  Lord  le  Despenser, 
the  late  Sir  Francis  Dashwood.  —  When  Paul  died,  he  left  his 
lordship  a  legacy.  It  was  his  heart,  which  was  taken  out  of  his 
body,  and  sent  as  directed.  His  friend  having  built  a  church, 
and  at  that  time  just  finished  it,  used  it  as  a  mausoleum  upon 
this  occasion  ;  and  having  (as  I  think  the  newspapers  told  us  at 
the  time)  erected  an  elegant  pillar  in  the  centre  of  it,  on  the 
summit  of  this  pillar,  enclosed  in  a  golden  urn,  he  placed  the 
heart  in  question.  But  not  as  a  lady  places  a  china  figure  upon 
her  mantel-tree,  or  on  the  top  of  her  cabinet,  but  with  much 
respectful  ceremony,  and  all  the  forms  of  funeral  solemnity.  He 
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hired  the  best  singers  and  best  performers.  He  composed  an 
anthem  for  the  purpose,  he  invited  all  the  nobility  and  gentry 
in  the  country  to  assist  at  the  celebration  of  these  obsequies, 
and  having  formed  them  all  into  an  august  procession,  marched 
to  the  place  appointed  at  their  head,  and  consigned  the  posthu 
mous  treasure,  with  his  own  hands,  to  its  state  of  honourable 
elevation.  Having  thus,  as  he  thought,  (and  as  he  might  well 
think,  for  it  seems  they  were  both  renowned  for  their  infidelity, 
and  if  they  had  any  religion  at  all  were  pagans,)  appeased  the 
manes  of  the  deceased,  he  rested  satisfied  with  what  he  had 
done,  and  supposed  his  friend  would  rest.  But  not  so  ; — about 
a  week  since,  I  received  a  letter  from  a  person,  who  cannot 
have  been  misinformed,  telling  me  that  Paul  has  appeared  fre 
quently  of  late  to  his  Lordship,  who  labours  under  a  complica 
tion  of  distempers, — that  it  is  supposed  the  shock  he  has 
suffered  from  such  unexpected  visits  will  make  his  recovery, 
which  was  before  improbable,  impossible.  Nor  is  this  all :  to 
ascertain  the  fact,  and  to  put  it  out  of  the  power  of  scepticism 
to  argue  away  the  reality  of  it,  there  are  few,  if  any,  of  his 
lordship's  numerous  household,  who  have  not  likewise  seen  him, 
sometimes  in  the  park,  sometimes  in  the  garden,  as  well  as  in 
the  house,  by  day  and  by  night,  indifferently.  I  make  no  re 
flections  upon  this  incident,  having  other  things  to  write  about, 
and  but  little  room. 

I  am  much  indebted  to  Mr.  Smith  for  more  franks,  and  still 
more  obliged  by  the  handsome  note  with  which  he  accom 
panied  them.  He  has  furnished  me  sufficiently  for  the  present 
occasion,  and  by  his  readiness,  and  obliging  manner  of  doing  it, 
encouraged  me  to  have  recourse  to  him,  in  case  another  exigence 
of  the  same  kind  should  offer.  A  French  author  I  was  reading 
last  night  says,  He  that  has  written,  will  write  again.  If  the 
critics  do  not  set  their  foot  upon  this  first  egg  that  I  have  laid, 
and  crush  it,  I  shall  probably  verify  his  observation  ;  and  when 
I  feel  my  spirits  rise,  and  that  I  am  armed  with  industry  suffi 
cient  for  the  purpose,  undertake  the  production  of  another 
volume.  At  present,  however,  I  do  not  feel  myself  so  dis 
posed  ;  and,  indeed,  he  that  would  write,  should  read,  not  that 
he  may  retail  the  observations  of  other  men,  but  that,  being 
thus  refreshed  and  replenished,  he  may  find  himself  in  a  con 
dition  to  make  and  to  produce  his  own.  I  reckon  it  among  my 
principal  advantages,  as  a  composer  of  verses,  that  I  have  not 
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read  an  English  poet  these  thirteen  years,  and  but  one  these 
twenty  years.  Imitation,  even  of  the  best  models,  is  my  aver 
sion  ;  it  is  servile  and  mechanical,  a  trick  that  has  enabled 
many  to  usurp  the  name  of  author,  who  could  not  have  written 
at  all,  if  they  had  not  written  upon  the  pattern  of  somebody 
indeed  original.  But  when  the  ear  and  the  taste  have  been 
much  accustomed  to  the  manner  of  others,  it  is  almost  impos 
sible  to  avoid  it ;  and  we  imitate  in  spite  of  ourselves,  just  in 
proportion  as  we  admire.  But  enough  of  this. 

Your  mother,  who  is  as  well  as  the  season  of  the  year  will 
permit,  desires  me  to  add  her  love.  The  salmon  you  sent  us 
arrived  safe,  and  was  remarkably  fresh.  What  a  comfort  it 
is  to  have  a  friend  who  knows  that  we  love  salmon,  and  who 
cannot  pass  by  a  fishmonger's  shop,  without  finding  his  desire 
to  send  us  some,  a  temptation  too  strong  to  be  resisted ! 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  \V.  C. 

TO    THE    BEY.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  NOV.  26,   1781. 

I  WROTE  to  you  by  the  last  post,  supposing  you  at  Stock ; 
but  lest  that  letter  should  not  follow  you  to  Laytonstone,  and 
you  should  suspect  me  of  unreasonable  delay,  and  lest  the  frank 
you  have  sent  me  should  degenerate  into  waste  paper,  and  perish 
upon  my  hands,  I  write  again.  The  former  letter,  however,  con 
taining  all  my  present  stock  of  intelligence,  it  is  more  than 
possible  that  this  may  prove  a  blank,  or  but  little  worthy  of  your 
acceptance.  You  will  do  me  the  justice  to  suppose,  that  if  I 
could  be  very  entertaining,  I  would  be  so,  because,  by  giving 
me  credit  for  such  a  willingness  to  please,  you  only  allow  me 
a  share  of  that  universal  vanity,  which  inclines  every  man,  upon 
all  occasions,  to  exhibit  himself  to  the  best  advantage.  To  say 
the  truth,  however,  when  I  write,  as  I  do  to  you,  not  about 
business,  nor  on  any  subject  that  approaches  to  that  descrip 
tion,  I  mean  much  less  my  correspondent's  amusement,  which 
my  modesty  will  not  always  permit  me  to  hope  for,  than  my 
own.  There  is  a  pleasure  annexed  to  the  communication  of 
one's  ideas,  whether  by  word  of  mouth,  or  by  letter,  which 
nothing  earthly  can  supply  the  place  of,  and  it  is  the  delight  we 
find  in  this  mutual  intercourse,  that  not  only  proves  us  to  be 
creatures  intended  for  social  life,  but  more  than  any  thing  else 
perhaps  fits  us  for  it. — I  have  no  patience  with  philosophers  ; 
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— they,  one  and  all,  suppose  (at  least  I  understand  it  to  be  a 
prevailing  opinion  among  them)  that  man's  weakness,  his  neces 
sities,  his  inability  to  stand  alone,  have  furnished  the  prevailing 
motive,  under  the  influence  of  which  he  renounced  at  first  a 
life  of  solitude,  and  became  a  gregarious  creature.  It  seems 
to  me  more  reasonable,  as  well  as  more  honourable  to  my 
species,  to  suppose  that  generosity  of  soul,  and  a  brotherly  at 
tachment  to  our  own  kind,  drew  us,  as  it  were,  to  one  com 
mon  centre,  taught  us  to  build  cities,  and  inhabit  them,  and 
welcome  every  stranger,  that  would  cast  in  his  lot  amongst 
us,  that  we  might  enjoy  fellowship  with  each  other,  and  the 
luxury  of  reciprocal  endearments,  without  which  a  paradise 
could  afford  no  comfort.  There  are  indeed  all  sorts  of  cha 
racters  in  the  world  ;  there  are  some  whose  understandings  are 
so  sluggish,  and  whose  hearts  are  such  mere  clods,  that  they 
live  in  society  without  either  contributing  to  the  sweets  of  it, 
or  having  any  relish  for  them.  A  man  of  this  stamp  passes 
by  our  window  continually ;  he  draws  patterns  for  the  lace 
maker's  ;  I  never  saw  him  conversing  with  a  neighbour  but 
once  in  my  life,  though  I  have  known  him  by  sight  these  twelve 
years ;  he  is  of  a  very  sturdy  make,  has  a  round  belly,  ex 
tremely  protuberant,  which  he  evidently  considers  as  his  best 
friend,  because  it  is  his  only  companion,  and  it  is  the  labour  of 
his  life  to  fill  it.  I  can  easily  conceive,  that  it  is  merely  the 
love  of  good  eating  and  drinking,  and  now  and  then  the.  want 
of  a  new  pair  of  shoes,  that  attaches  this  man  so  much  to 
the  neigbourhood  of  his  fellow  mortals  ;  for  suppose  these 
exigencies,  and  others  of  a  like  kind,  to  subsist  no  longer,  and 
what  is  there  that  could  possibly  give  society  the  preference  in 
his  esteem  ?  He  might  strut  about  with  his  two  thumbs  upon 
his  hips  in  a  wilderness  ;  he  could  hardly  be  more  silent  than  he 
is  at  Olney,  and  for  any  advantage,  or  comfort,  or  friendship,  or 
brotherly  affection,  he  could  not  be  more  destitute  of  such  bles 
sings  there  than  in  his  present  sitxiation.  But  other  men  have 
something  more  than  guts  to  satisfy  ;  there  are  the  yearnings 
of  the  heart,  which  let  philosophers  say  what  they  will,  are 
more  importunate  than  all  the  necessities  of  the  body,  that 
will  not  suffer  a  creature,  worthy  to  be  called  human,  to  be 
content  with  an  insulated  life,  or  to  look  for  his  friends 
among  the  beasts  of  the  forest.  Yourself  for  instance !  It  is 
not  because  there  are  no  tailors  or  pastry-cooks  to  be  found 
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upon  Salisbury  Plain,  that  you  do  not  choose  it  for  your  abode, 
but  because  you  are  a  philanthropist, — because  you  are  suscepti 
ble  of  social  impressions,  and  have  a  pleasure  in  doing  a  kind 
ness  when  you  can. — Witness  the  salmon  you  sent,  and  the 
salmon  you  still  mean  to  send  ;  to  which  your  mother  wishes 
you  to  add  a  handful  of  prawns,  not  only  because  she  likes 
them,  but  because  they  agree  with  her  so  well  that  she  even 
finds  them  medicinal. 

Now  upon  the  word  of  a  poor  creature,  I  have  said  all  that  I 
have  said,  without  the  least  intention  to  say  one  word  of  it 
when  I  began.  But  thus  it  is  with  my  thoughts  : — when  you 
shake  a  crab-tree,  the  fruit  falls  ;  good  for  nothing  indeed  when 
you  have  got  it,  but  still  the  best  that  is  to  be  expected  from 
a  crab-tree.  You  are  welcome  to  them,  such  as  they  are,  and 
if  you  approve  my  sentiments,  tell  the  philosophers  of  the 
day,  that  I  have  outshot  them  all,  and  have  discovered  the  true 
origin  of  society,  when  I  least  looked  for  it. 

We  should  be  glad  to  receive  this  fresh  proof  of  your  re 
gard,  viz.  the  additional  piece  of  salmon,  at  any  time  before 
Christmas.  W.  C. 

TO   THE    BET.  WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY    DEAR   WILLIAM, 

THE  salmon  and  lobsters  arrived  safe,  and  were  remarkably 
fine  ;  we  knew  the  'reason  why  you  sent  no  prawns,  before  you 
mentioned  it.  Accept  our  thanks  for  the  welcome  present. 

I  dare  say  I  do  not  enter  exactly  into  your  idea  of  a  present 
theocracy,  because  mine  amounts  to  no  more  than  the  common 
one,  that  all  mankind,  though  few  are  really  aware  of  it,  act 
under  a  providential  direction,  and  that  a  gracious  superinten 
dence  in  particular  is  the  lot  of  those  who  trust  in  God.  Thus 
I  think  respecting  individuals  ;  and  with  respect  to  the  king 
doms  of  the  earth,  that  perhaps  by  his  own  immediate  opera 
tion,  though  more  probably  by  the  intervention  of  angels,  (vide 
Daniel,)  the  great  Governor  manages  and  rules  them,  assigns 
them  their  origin,  duration,  and  end,  appoints  them  prosperity 
or  adversity,  glory  or  disgrace,  as  their  virtues  or  their  vices, 
their  regard  to  the  dictates  of  conscience  and  his  word,  or 
their  prevailing  neglect  of  both,  may  indicate  and  require. 
But  in  this  persuasion,  as  I  said,  I  do  not  at  all  deviate  from  the 
general  opinion  of  those  who  believe  a  Providence,  at  least  who 
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have  a  scriptural  belief  of  it.  I  suppose,  therefore,  you  mean 
something  more,  and  shall  be  glad  to  be  more  particularly  in 
formed. 

I  am  glad — (we  are  both  so)  that  you  are  not  afraid  of  seeing 
your  own  image  multiplied  too  fast :  it  is  not  necessarily  a  dis 
advantage.  It  is  sometimes  easier  to  manage  and  provide  for 
half  a  dozen  children,  than  to  regulate  the  passions  and  satisfy 
the  extravagant  demands  of  one.  I  remember  hearing  Moses 
Browne  say,  that  when  he  had  only  two  or  three  children,  he 
thought  he  should  have  been  distracted ;  but  when  he  had  ten 
or  a  dozen,  he  was  perfectly  easy,  and  thought  no  more  about 
the  matter. 

I  see  but  one  feature  in  the  face  of  our  national  concerns 
that  pleases  me  ; — the  war  with  America,  it  seems,  is  to  be 
conducted  on  a  different  plan.  This  is  something  ;  when  a  long 
series  of  measures,  of  a  certain  description,  has  proved  unsuc 
cessful,  the  adoption  of  others  is  at  least  pleasing,  as  it  en 
courages  a  hope  that  they  may  possibly  prove  wiser,  and  more 
effectual;  but,  indeed,  without  discipline,  all  is  lost.  Pitt  himself 
could  have  done  nothing  with  such  tools  ;  bxit  he  would  not 
have  been  so  betrayed  ;  he  would  have  made  the  traitors  answer 
with  their  heads,  for  their  cowardice  or  supineness,  and  their 
punishment  would  have  made  survivors  active.  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BET.  JOHIT  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEXD,  NOV.  27,  1781. 

FIRST  Mr.  Wilson,  then  Mr.  Teedon,  and  lastly  Mr.  Whitford, 
each  with  a  cloud  of  melancholy  on  his  brow,  and  with  a 
mouth  wide  open,  have  just  announced  to  us  this  unwelcome 
intelligence  from  America.  We  are  sorry  to  hear  it,  and  should 
be  more  cast  down  than  we  are,  if  we  did  not  know  that  this 
catastrophe  was  ordained  beforehand,  and  that  therefore  neither 
conduct,  nor  courage,  nor  any  means  that  can  possibly  be  men 
tioned,  could  have  prevented  it.  If  the  King  and  his  ministry 
can  be  contented  to  close  the  business  here,  and,  taking  poor 
Dean  Tucker's  advice,  resign  the  Americans  into  the  hands  of 
their  new  masters,  it  may  be  well  for  Old  England.  But  if 
they  will  still  persevere,  they  will  find  it,  I  doubt,  an  hopeless 
contest  to  the  last.  Domestic  murmurs  will  grow  louder,  and 
the  hands  of  faction,  being  strengthened  by  this  late  miscar 
riage,  will  find  it  easy  to  set  fire  to  the  pile  of  combustibles 
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they  have  been  so  long  employed  in  building.  These  are  my 
politics;  and  for  aught  I  can  see,  you  and  we  by  our  respec 
tive  firesides,  though  neither  connected  with  men  in  power, 
nor  professing  to  possess  any  share  of  that  sagacity  which 
thinks  itself  qualified  to  wield  the  affairs  of  kingdoms,  can 
make  as  probable  conjectures,  and  look  forward  into  futurity 
with  as  clear  a  sight,  as  the  greatest  man  in  the  cabinet. 

Though  when  I  wrote  the  passage  in  question,  I  was  not 
at  all  aware  of  any  impropriety  in  it,  and  though  I  have  fre 
quently  since  that  time  both  read  and  recollected  it  with  the 
same  approbation,  I  lately  became  uneasy  upon  the  subject, 
and  had  no  rest  in  my  mind  for  three  days,  till  I  resolved  to 
submit  it  to  a  trial  at  your  tribunal,  and  to  dispose  of  it  ulti 
mately  according  to  your  sentence.  I  am  glad  you  have  con 
demned  it ;  and  though  I  do  not  feel  as  if  I  could  presently 
supply  its  place,  shall  be  willing  to  attempt  the  task,  whatever 
labour  it  may  cost  me  ;  and  rejoice  that  it  will  not  be  in  the 
power  of  the  critics,  whatever  else  they  may  charge  me  with,  to 
accuse  me  of  bigotry,  or  a  design  to  make  a  certain  denomina 
tion  of  Christians  odious,  at  the  hazard  of  the  public  peace.  I 
had  rather  my  book  were  burnt,  than  a  single  line  guilty  of 
such  a  tendency  should  escape  me. 

We  thank  you  for  two  copies  of  your  Address  to  your 
Parishioners.  The  first  I  lent  to  Mr.  Scott,  whom  I  have 
not  seen  since  I  put  it  into  his  hands.  You  have  managed 
your  subject  well ;  have  applied  yourself  to  despisers  and  ab 
sentees  of  every  description,  in  terms  so  expressive  of  the  in 
terest  you  take  in  their  welfare,  that  the  most  wrong-headed 
person  cannot  be  offended.  We  both  wish  it  may  have  the  effect 
yon  intend,  and  that  prejudices  and  groundless  apprehensions 
being  removed,  the  immediate  objects  of  your  ministrymay  make 
a  more  considerable  part  of  your  congregation. 

I  return  Mr.  Madan's  letter,  with  thanks  for  a  sight  of  it. 
Having  forfeited  all  the  rest  of  his  most  valuable  attachments 
without  regret,  and  sacrificed  I  suppose  many  of  his  dearest 
connexions  to  his  beloved  hypothesis,  he  still  recollects  that  he 
had  once  a  warm  place  in  your  affections,  and  seems  still  un 
willing  to  resign  it.  It  is  easy  to  see  that  I  and  my  book  were 
mentioned,  merely  because  we  afforded  him  an  opportunity  to 
renew  a  correspondence,  which,  blind  as  he  is,  and  intoxicated 
with  error,  \e  still  catches  at  with  eagerness,  and  cannot  prevail 
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with  himself  to  renounce.  But  yet  how  obstinate,  and,  in  ap 
pearance,  how  perfectly  a  stranger  to  the  convincing  arguments 
by  which  his  whole  edifice  of  sophistry  and  misinterpretation  has 
been  so  completely  demolished !  Has  he  never  seen  his  op 
ponent  in  the  Review  ?  If  he  has,  he  ought  a  least  to  attempt 
to  answer  him.  To  treat  so  able  and  so  learned  a  writer  with 
neglect,  is  but  a  paltry  subterfuge,  and  no  reasonable  man  will 
ever  give  him  credit  for  the  sincerity  of  the  contempt  he  may 
affect  for  a  critic  so  deserving  of  his  attention.  If  he  has  not, 
his  behaviour  is  disingenuous  to  the  last  degree,  and  will,  I  sup 
pose,  as  little  serve  his  purpose.  A  champion  has  no  right  to 
despise  his  enemy  till  he  has  faced  and  vanquished  him.  But 
henceforth  I  suppose  this  noisy  subject  will  be  silent ;  may  it 
rest  in  peace,  and  may  none  be  hardy  enough  hereafter  to  dis 
turb  its  ashes. 

Many  thanks  for  a  barrel  of  oysters,  which  we  are  still  eating. 
Nanny  Puttenham  desires  me  to  send  her  duty  :  she  is  brought 
to  bed,  and  enjoys  a  more  comfortable  frame  of  mind.  The 
letter  from  Mr.  Old  ought  to  have  waited  on  you  with  my  last, 
but  was  forgot.  Our  best  love  attends  yourself  and  Mrs. 
Newton.  Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  as  ever,  \V.  C. 

TO    THE    REV.    JOHN   IfEWTON. 

[FRAGMENT.] 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  The  same  date. 

A  VISIT  from  Mr.  Whitford  shortened  one  of  your  letters  to 
me  ;  and  now  the  same  cause  has  operated  with  the  same  effect 
upon  one  of  mine  to  you.  He  is  just  gone  ;  desired  me  to  send 
his  love,  and  talks  of  enclosing  a  letter  to  you  in  my  next  cover. 

Literas  tuas  irato  Sacerdoti  scriptas,  leyi,  perleyi,  et  ne 
verbum  quidem  mutandum  censeo.  Gratias  tibi  acturum  si 
sapiat,  existimo  ;  sin  aUtcr  eveniat,  amid  tamen  officium 
prfestitisti,  et  te  coram  te  vindicdsti. 

I  have  not  written  in  Latin  to  show  my  scholarship,  nor  to 
excite  Mrs.  Newton's  curiosity,  nor  for  any  other  wise  reason 
whatever;  but  merely  because,  just  at  that  moment,  it  came 
into  my  head  to  do  so. 

Mrs.  Unwin  having  suggested  the  hint,  I  have  added  just 
as  many  lines  to  my  poem  lately  mentioned  as  make  up  the 
whole  number  two  hundred.  I  had  no  intention  to  write  a 
round  sum,  but  it  has  happened  so.  She  thought  there  was  a 
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fair  opportunity  to  give  the  Bishops  a  slap  ;  and  as  it  would 
not  have  been  civil  to  have  denied  a  lady  so  reasonable  a  re 
quest,  I  have  just  made  the  powder  fly  out  of  their  wigs  a  little. 

I  never  wrote  a  copy  of  Mary  and  John  in  my  life,  ex 
cept  that  which  I  sent  to  you.  It  was  one  of  those  bagatelles 
which  sometimes  spring  up  like  mushrooms  in  my  imagination, 
either  while  I  am  writing  or  just  before  I  begin.  I  sent  it  to 
you,  because  to  you  I  send  any  thing  that  I  think  may  raise  a 
smile  ;  but  should  never  have  thought  of  multiplying  the  im 
pression.  Neither  did  I  ever  repeat  them  to  any  one  except 
Mrs.  Unwin.  The  inference  is  fair  and  easy,  that  you  have 
some  friend  who  has  a  good  memory. 

This  afternoon  the  maid  opened  the  parlour-door,  and  told 
us  there  was  a  lady  in  the  kitchen.  We  desired  she  might  be 
introduced,  and  prepared  for  the  reception  of  Mrs.  Jones. 
But  it  proved  to  be  a  lady  unknown  to  us,  and  not  Mrs. 
Jones.  She  walked  directly  up  to  Mrs.  Unwin,  and  never 
drew  back  till  their  noses  were  almost  in  contact.  It  seemed 
as  if  she  meant  to  salute  her.  An  uncommon  degree  of 
familiarity,  accompanied  with  an  air  of  most  extraordinary 
gravity,  made  me  think  her  a  little  crazy.  I  was  alarmed,  and 
so  was  Mrs.  Unwin.  She  had  a  bundle  in  her  hand — a  silk 
handkerchief  tied  up  at  the  four  corners.  When  I  found  she 
was  not  mad,  I  took  her  for  a  smuggler,  and  made  no  doubt 
but  she  had  brought  samples  of  contraband  goods.  But  our 
surprise,  considering  the  lady's  appearance  and  deportment, 
was  tenfold  what  it  had  been,  when  we  found  that  it  was  Mary 
Philips' s  daughter,  who  had  brought  us  a  few  apples  by  way  of 
a  specimen  of  a  quantity  she  had  for  sale.  She  drank  tea 
with  us,  and  behaved  herself  during  the  rest  of  her  stay  with 
much — ccetera  desunt. 

TO   ME.    JOHNSON,  BOOKSELLER. 

SIR,  Olney,  Nov.  27,  1781. 

You  will  oblige  me  by  telling  me  in  your  next,  whether,  if  1 
should  find  it  proper  to  displace  a  paragraph  in  Expostulation, 
and  substitute  another  in  its  stead,  there  is  yet  time  for  the 
purpose.  I  have  doubts  about  the  expedience  of  mentioning 
the  subject  on  which  that  paragraph  is  written. 
Manv  thanks  for  your  judicious  remarks. 

I  am,  &c.  WM.  COWPER. 


382  COWPEtt  o    LETTERS 

TO   JOSEPH  HILL,  ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  NOV.  30,  1/81. 

THOUGH  I  have  a  deal  of  wit,  and  Mrs.  Unwin  has  much  more, 
it  would  require  more  than  our  joint  stock  amounts  to,  to  an 
swer  all  the  demands  of  these  gloomy  days  and  long  evenings. 
Books  are  the  only  remedy  I  can  think  of,  but  books  are  a 
commodity  we  deal  but  little  in  at  Olney.  If  therefore  it  may 
consist  with  your  other  various  multifarious  concerns,  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  you  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  subscribe  for  me 
to  some  well-furnished  circulating  library,  and  leave  my  ad 
dress  upon  the  counter,  written  in  a  legible  hand,  and  order 
them  to  send  me  down  a  catalogue.  Their  address  you  will 
be  so  good  as  to  transmit  to  me,  and  then  you  shall  have  no 
further  trouble. 

This  being  merely  a  letter  of  business  I  add  no  more,  but 
that 

I  am  yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Dec.  2,  1781. 

I  THANK  you  for  the  note.  There  is  some  advantage  in  having 
a  tenant  who  is  irregular  in  his  payments  :  the  longer  the  rent 
is  withheld,  the  more  considerable  the  sum  when  it  arrives ; 
to  which  we  may  add,  that  its  arrival  being  unexpected,  a  cir 
cumstance  that  obtains  always  in  a  degree  exactly  in  proportion 
to  the  badness  of  the  tenant,  is  always  sure  to  be  the  occasion 
of  an  agreeable  surprise  ;  a  sensation  that  deserves  to  be  ranked 
among  the  pleasantest  that  belong  to  us. 

I  gave  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  for  the  chambers.  Mr. 
Ashurst's  receipt,  and  the  receipt  of  the  person  of  whom  he 
purchased,  are  both  among  my  papers  ;  and  when  wanted,  as 
I  suppose  they  will  be  in  case  of  a  sale,  shall  be  forthcoming 
at  your  order. 

The  conquest  of  America  seems  to  go  on  but  slowly.  Our 
ill  success  in  that  quarter  will  oblige  me  to  suppress  two  pieces 
that  I  was  rather  proud  of.  They  were  written  two  or  three 
years  ago  ;  not  long  after  the  double  repulse  sustained  by  Mr. 
D'Estaing  at  Lucia  and  at  Savannah,  and  when  our  operations 
in  the  western  world  wore  a  more  promising  aspect.  Presum 
ing,  upon  such  promises,  that  1  might  venture  to  prophesy  an 
illustrious  consummation  of  the  war,  I  did  so.  But  my  pre- 
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dictions  proving  false,  the  verse  in  which  they  were  expressed 
must  perish  with  them. 

Since  I  began  to  write,  I  have  searched  all  the  papers  I 
have,  and  cannot  find  the  receipts  above-mentioned.  I  hope, 
however,  they  are  not  essential  to  the  validity  of  the  transac 
tion. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Dec.  4,  1781. 

THE  present  to  the  Queen  of  France,  and  the  piece  addressed 
to  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  my  only  two  political  efforts,  being  of 
the  predictive  'kind,  and  both  falsified,  or  likely  to  be  so,  by 
the  miscarriage  of  the  royal  cause  in  America,  were  already 
condemned  when  I  received  your  last.  I  have  a  poetical  epistle 
which  I  wrote  last  summer,  and  another  poem  not  yet  finished, 
in  stanzas,  with  which  I  mean  to  supply  their  places.  Hence 
forth  I  have  done  with  politics.  The  stage  of  national  affairs 
is  such  a  fluctuating  scene,  that  an  event  which  appears  pro 
bable  to-day  becomes  impossible  to-morrow ;  and  unless  a  man 
were  indeed  a  prophet,  he  cannot,  but  with  the  greatest  hazard 
of  losing  his  labour,  bestow  his  rhymes  upon  future  contingen 
cies,  which  perhaps  are  never  to  take  place  but  in  his  own 
wishes  and  in  the  reveries  of  his  own  fancy.  I  learned  when  I 
was  a  boy,  being  the  son  of  a  staunch  Whig,  and  a  man  that 
loved  his  country,  to  glow  with  that  patriotic  enthusiasm  which 
is  apt  to  break  forth  into  poetry,  or  at  least  to  prompt  a  person, 
if  he  has  any  inclination  that  way,  to  poetical  endeavours. 
Prior's  pieces  of  that  sort  were  recommended  to  my  particular 
notice ;  and  as  that  part  of  the  present  century  was  a  season 
when  clubs  of  a  political  character,  and  consequently  political 
songs,  were  much  in  fashion,  the  best  in  that  style,  some  written 
by  Rowe,  and  I  think  some  by  Congreve,  and  many  by  other 
wits  of  the  day,  were  proposed  to  my  admiration.  Being  grown 
up,  I  became  desirous  of  imitating  such  bright  examples,  and 
while  I  lived  in  the  Temple  produced  several  halfpenny  bal 
lads,  two  or  three  of  which  had  the  honour  to  be  popular. 
What  we  learn  in  childhood  we  retain  long;  and  the  successes 
we  met  with,  about  three  years  ago,  when  D'Estaing  was  twice 
repulsed,  once  in  America,  and  once  in  the  West  Indies,  having 
set  fire  to  my  patriotic  zeal  once  more,  it  discovered  itself  by 
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the  same  symptoms,  and  produced  effects  much  like  those  it 
had  produced  before.  But,  unhappily,  the  ardour  I  felt  upon 
the  occasion,  disdaining  to  be  confined  within  the  bounds  of  fact 
pushed  me  upon  uniting  the  prophetical  with  the  poetical 
character,  and  defeated  its  own  purpose.  I  am  glad  it  did.  The 
less  there  is  of  that  sort  in  my  book  the  better;  it  will  be  more 
consonant  to  your  character,  who  patronise  the  volume,  and, 
indeed,  to  the  constant  tenor  of  my  own  thoughts  upon  public 
matters,  that  I  should  exhort  my  country  men  to  repentance,  than 
that  I  should  flatter  their  pride — that  vice  for  which',  perhaps, 
they  are  even  now  so  severely  punished. 

I  subjoin  the  lines  with  which  I  mean  to  supersede  the  ob 
noxious  ones  in  Expostulation.  If  it  should  lie  fairly  in  your 
way  to  do  it,  I  will  beg  of  you  to  deliver  them  to  Johnson,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  strike  your  pen  through  the  offensive  pas 
sage.  I  ask  it  merely  because  it  will  save  a  frank,  but  not  un 
less  you  can  do  it  without  inconvenience  to  yourself.  The  new 
paragraph  consists  exactly  of  the  same  number  of  lines  with 
the  old  one,  for  upon  this  occasion  I  worked  like  a  tailor 
when  he  sews  a  patch  upon  a  hole  in  your  coat,  supposing  it 
might  be  necessary  to  do  so.  Upon  second  thoughts  I  will  en 
close  the  hues  instead  of  adding  them  ad  calcem,  that  I  mav 
save  you  the  trouble  of  a  transcript. 

We  are  glad,  for  Mr.  Barham's  sake,  that  he  has  been  so 
happily  disappointed.  How  little  does  the  world  suspect  what 
passes  in  it  every  day  ! — that  true  religion  is  working  the  same 
wonders  now  as  in  the  first  ages  of  the  church, — that  parents 
surrender  up  their  children  into  the  hands  of  God,  to  die  at 
his  own  appointed  moment,  and  by  what  death  he  pleases,  with 
out  a  murmur,  and  receive  them  again  as  if  by  a  resurrection 
from  the  dead !  The  world,  however,  would  be  more  justly 
chargeable  with  wilful  blindness  than  it  is,  if  all  professors  of 
the  truth  exemplified  its  power  in  their  conduct  as  conspicu 
ously  as  Mr.  Barham. 

Easterly  winds,  and  a  state  of  confinement  within  our  own 
walls,  suit  neither  me  nor  Mrs.  Unwin  ;  though  we  are  both, 
to  use  the  Irish  term  rather  unwell  than  ill.  The  cocoa  nut, 
though  it  had  not  a  drop  of  liquor  in  it,  and  though  the 
kernel  came  out  whole,  entirely  detached  from  the  shell,  was 
an  exceeding  good  one.  Our  hearts  are  with  you. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  \V.  C. 
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Mrs.  Madan  is  happy.  She  will  be  found  ripe,  fall  when 
?he  may. 

We  are  sorry  you  speak  doubtfully  about  a  spring  visit  to 
Olney.  Those  doubts  must  not  outlive  the  winter. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Dec.  9,  1781. 

HAVING  returned  you  many  thanks  for  the  fine  cod  and  oysters 
you  favoured  me  with,  though  it  is  now  morning  I  will  sup 
pose  it  afternoon,  that  you  and  I  dined  together,  are  comfort 
ably  situated  by  a  good  fire,  and  just  entering  on  a  sociable 
conversation.  You  speak  first,  because  I  am  a  man  of  few 
words. 

Well,  Cowper,  what  do  you  think  of  this  American  war  1 

I.  To  say  the  truth  I  am  not  very  fond  of  thinking  about 
it ;  when  I  do  I  think  of  it,  unpleasantly  enough.  I  think  it 
bids  fair  to  be  the  ruin  of  the  country. 

You.  That's  very  unpleasant  indeed  !  If  that  should  be  the 
consequence,  it  will  be  the  fault  of  those  who  might  put  a 
stop  to  it  if  they  would. 

/.  But  do  you  really  think  that  practicable  ? 

You.  Why  not  1  If  people  leave  off  fighting,  peace  follows 
of  course.  I  wish  they  would  withdraw  the  forces  and  put  an 
end  to  the  squabble. 

Now  I  am  going  to  make  a  long  speech. 

I.  You  know  the  complexion  of  my  sentiments  upon  some 
subjects  well  enough,  and  that  I  do  not  look  upon  public  events 
either  as  fortuitous,  or  absolutely  derivable  either  from  the 
wisdom  or  folly  of  man.  These  indeed  operate  as  second 
causes  ;  but  we  must  look  for  the  cause  of  the  decline  or  the 
prosperity  of  an  empire  elsewhere.  I  have  long  since  done 
complaining  of  men  and  measures,  having  learned  to  consider 
them  merely  as  the  instruments  of  a  higher  Power,  by  which 
he  either  bestows  wealth,  peace,  and  dignity  upon  a  nation 
when  he  favours  it ;  or  by  which  he  strips  it  of  all  those  hon 
ours,  when  public  enormities  long  persisted  in  provoke  him  to 
inflict  a  public  punishment.  The  counsels  of  great  men  be 
come  as  foolish  and  preposterous  when  he  is  pleased  to  make 
them  so,  as  those  of  the  frantic  creatures  in  Bedlam,  when 
they  lay  their  distracted  heads  together  to  consider  of  the  state 
of  the  nation.  But  I  go  still  farther.  The  wisdom,  or  the 
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want  of  wisdom,  that  we  observe  or  think  we  observe  in  those 
that  rule  us,  entirely  out  of  the  question,  I  cannot  look  upon 
the  circumstances  of  this  country,  without  being  persuaded 
that  I  discern  in  them  an  entanglement  and  perplexity  that  I 
have  never  met  with  in  the  history  of  any  other,  which  I 
think  preternatural  (if  I  may  use  the  word  on  such  a  subject), 
prodigious  in  its  kind,  and  such  as  human  sagacity  can  never 
remedy.  I  have  a  good  opinion  of  the  understanding  and  in 
tegrity  of  some  in  power,  yet  I  see  plainly  that  they  are  un 
equal  to  the  task.  I  think  as  favourably  of  some  that  are  not 
in  power,  yet  I  am  sure  they  have  never  yet  in  any  of  their 
speeches  recommended  the  plan  that  would  effect  the  salutary 
purpose.  If  we  pursue  the  war,  it  is  because  we  are  despe 
rate  ;  it  is  plunging  and  sinking  year  after  year  into  still  greater 
depths  of  calamity.  If  we  relinquish  it,  the  remedy  is  equally 
desperate,  and  would  prove  I  believe  in  the  end  no  remedy  at 
all.  Either  way  we  are  undone.  Perseverance  will  only  en 
feeble  us  more  ;  we  cannot  recover  the  colonies  by  arms.  If 
we  discontinue  the  attempt,  in  that  case  we  fling  away  voluntarily 
what  in  the  other  we  strive  ineffectually  to  regain  ;  and  whe 
ther  we  adopt  the  one  measure  or  the  other,  are  equally  un 
done  :  for  I  consider  the  loss  of  America  as  the  ruin  of  Eng 
land.  Were  we  less  encumbered  than  we  are  at  home,  we 
could  but  ill  afford  it ;  but  being  crushed  as  we  are  under  an 
enormous  debt  that  the  public  credit  can  at  no  rate  carry  much 
longer,  the  consequence  is  sure.  Tims  it  appears  to  me  that 
we  are  squeezed  to  death,  between  the  two  sides  of  that  sort 
of  alternative  which  is  commonly  called  a  cleft  stick,  the  most 
threatening  and  portentous  condition  in  which  the  interests  of 
any  country  can  possibly  be  found. 

I  think  I  have  done  pretty  well  for  a  man  of  few  words, 
and  have  contrived  to  have  all  the  talk  to  myself.  I  thank  you 
for  not  interrupting  me. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   REV.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Dec.  17,    1781. 

THE  poem  I  had  in  hand  when  I  wrote  last  is  on  the  subject  of 
Friendship.  By  the  following  post  I  received  a  packet  from 
Johnson.  The  proof-sheet  it  contained  brought  our  business 
down  to  the  latter  part  of  Retirement  ;  the  next  will  conse- 
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quently  introduce  the  first  of  the  smaller  pieces.  The  volume 
consisting,  at  least  four-fifths  of  it,  of  heroic  verse  as  it  is  called 
and  the  graver  matter,  I  was  desirous  to  displace  the  Burn 
ing  Mountain  from  the  post  it  held  in  the  van  of  the  light  in 
fantry,  and  throw  it  into  the  rear.  Having  finished  Friendship, 
and  fearing  that  if  I  delayed  to  send  it,  the  press  would  get 
the  start  of  my  intention,  and  knowing  perfectly  that  with  re 
spect  to  the  subject,  and  the  subject  matter  of  it,  it  contained 
nothing  that  you  would  think  exceptionable,  I  took  the  liberty 
to  transmit  it  to  Johnson,  and  hope  that  the  next  post  will  re 
turn  it  to  me  printed.  It  consists  of  between  thirty  and  forty 
stanzas  :  a  length  that  qualifies  it  to  supply  the  place  of  the 
two  cancelled  pieces,  without  the  aid  of  the  Epistle  I  mentioned. 
According  to  the  present  arrangement,  therefore,  Friendship, 
which  is  rather  of  a  lively  cast,  though  quite  sober,  will  follow 
next  after  Retirement,  and  JEtna  will  close  the  volume.  Mo 
dern  naturalists,  I  think,  tell  us  that  the  volcano  forms  the 
mountain.  I  shall  be  charged  therefore,  perhaps,  with  an  un- 
philosophical  error  in  supposing  that  ^Etna  was  once  uncon 
scious  of  intestine  fires,  and  as  lofty  as  at  present  before  the 
commencement  of  the  eruptions.  It  is  possible,  however,  that 
the  rule,  though  just  in  some  instances,  may  not  be  of  univer 
sal  application ;  and  if  it  be,  I  do  not  know  that  a  poet  is 
obliged  to  write  with  a  philosopher  at  his  elbow,  prepared  al 
ways  to  bind  down  his  imagination  to  mere  matters  of  fact. 
You  will  oblige  me  by  your  opinion  ;  and  tell  me,  if  you 
please,  whether  you  think  an  apologetical  note  may  be  neces 
sary  ;  for  I  would  not  appear  a  dunce  in  matters  that  every 
Review-reader  must  needs  be  apprized  of.  I  say  a  note,  be 
cause  an  alteration  of  the  piece  is  impracticable  ;  at  least  with 
out  cutting  off  its  head,  and  setting  on  a  new  one ;  a  task  I 
should  not  readily  undertake,  because  the  lines  which  must,  in 
that  case,  be  thrown  out,  are  some  of  the  most  poetical  in  the 
performance. 

Possessing  greater  advantages,  and  being  equally  dissolute 
with  the  most  abandoned  of  the  neighbouring  nations,  we  are 
certainly  more  criminal  than  they.  They  cannot  see,  and  we 
will  not.  It  is  to  be  expected,  therefore,  that  when  judgement 
is  walking  through  the  earth,  it  will  come  commissioned  with 
the  heaviest  tidings  to  the  people  chargeable  with  the  most 
perverseness.  In  the  latter  part  of  the  Duke  of  Newcastle's 
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administration,  all  faces  gathered  blackness.  The  people,  as 
they  walked  the  streets,  had,  every  one  of  them,  a  countenance 
like  what  we  may  suppose  to  have  been  the  prophet  Jonah's, 
when  he  cried  "  Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  shall  be  destroy 
ed."  But  our  Nineveh  too  repented,  that  is  to  say,  she  was 
affected  in  a  manner  somewhat  suitable  to  her  condition.  She 
was  dejected  ;  she  learned  an  humbler  language,  and  seemed, 
if  she  did  not  trust  in  God,  at  least  to  have  renounced  her 
confidence  in  herself.  A  respite  ensued  ;  the  expected  ruin 
was  averted ;  and  her  prosperity  became  greater  than  ever. 
Again  she  became  self-conceited  and  proud,  as  at  the  first ; 
and  how  stands  it  with  our  Nineveh  now  ?  Even  as  you  say  ; 
her  distress  is  infinite,  her  destruction  appears  inevitable, 
and  her  heart  as  hard  as  the  nether  millstone.  Thus,  I  sup 
pose,  it  was  when  ancient  Nineveh  found  herself  agreeably  dis 
appointed  ;  she  turned  the  grace  of  God  into  lasciviousness, 
and  that  flagrant  abuse  of  mercy  exposed  her,  at  the  expiration 
of  forty  years,  to  the  complete  execution  of  a  sentence  she  had 
only  been  threatened  with  before.  A  similarity  of  events,  ac 
companied  by  a  strong  similarity  of  conduct,  seems  to  justify 
our  expectations  that  the  catastrophe  will  not  be  very  different. 
But  after  all,  the  designs  of  Providence  are  inscrutable,  and  as 
in  the  case  of  individuals,  so  in  that  of  nations,  the  same  causes 
do  not  always  produce  the  same  effects.  The  country  indeed 
cannot  be  saved  in  its  present  state  of  profligacy  and  profane- 
ness,  but  may,  nevertheless,  be  led  to  repentance  by  means  we 
are  little  aware  of,  and  at  a  time  when  we  least  expect  it. 

In  the  mislaid  letters  I  took  notice  of  certain  disagreeable 
doubts  you  had  expressed  in  one  enclosed  to  us  and  unsealed, 
concerning  your  visit  next  spring  to  Olney.  You  will  be  so 
good  as  to  send  those  doubts  packing,  and  convince  them  that 
they  are  unreasonable  intruders,  by  coming  down  as  soon  as 
your  famous  festival  is  over.  We  have  to  thank  you  for  a 
barrel  of  oysters,  exceeding  good. 

Our  best  love  attends  yourself  and  Mrs.  Newton,  and  we 
rejoice  that  you  feel  no  burdens  but  those  you  bear  in  common 
with  the  liveliest  and  most  favoured  Christians. — It  is  a  hap 
piness  in  poor  Peggy's  case  that  she  can  swallow  five  shillings' 
worth  of  physic  in  a  day,  but  a  person  must  be  in  her  case  to 
be  duly  sensible  of  it. 

Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  \V.  C. 
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Mrs.  Unwin  begs  Mrs.  Newton's  acceptance  of  a  couple  of 
chickens.  She  would  have  sent  a  goose,  but  none  have  come 
our  way. 

James  Robinson  was  buried  on  Sunday.  The  opinion  of 
the  well-informed  is  that  his  drams  cost  him  a  guinea  a  week 
to  the  last. 

TO    ME.  JOHNSON,    BOOKSELLEB. 
SIR,  1781. 

I  ALWAYS  ascribe  your  silence  to  the  cause  you  assign  for  it 
yourself.  I  inclose  Friendship,  in  hopes  that  it  may  arrive 
in  time  to  stand  the  foremost  of  the  smaller  pieces,  instead  of 
^Etna,  which,  perhaps,  had  better  be  placed  at  the  end.  Such 
a  length  of  the  penseroso  will  make  the  allegro  doubly  wel 
come  ;  but  if  the  press  has  gone  forward  and  begun  dEtna,  it 
is  of  no  great  importance  :  otherwise  I  should  prefer  this  ar 
rangement,  as  we  shall  then  begin  and  end  with  a  compliment 
to  the  King — who  (poor  man)  may  at  this  time  be  glad  of  such 
a  tribute. 

Instead  of  the  fifth  line  in  the  supplemental  passage  you 
have  received,  in  which  the  word  disgrace  is  inadvertently  re 
peated,  being  mentioned  in  the  first,  I  would  wish  you  to 
insert  the  following — 

"  When  sin  has  shed  dishonour  on  thy  brow." 

But  if  the  passage  is  already  printed  I  can  make  the  alteration 
myself  when  the  sheet  comes  down  for  the  last  revisal. 
P.  288 "  because  they  must." 

I  suppose  you  scored  these  words  as  of  an  import  too  similar 
to  the  word  convenience,  I  have  therefore  relieved  the  objection 
by  the  word  self-impoverished ;  otherwise  it  does  not  appear 
to  me  that  the  expression  is  objectionable :  it  is  plain,  indeed, 
but  not  bald.  I  am  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  servant,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE   EEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  The  shortest  day,  1781. 

I  MIGHT  easily  make  this  letter  a  continuation  of  my  last, 
another  national  miscarriage  having  furnished  me  with  a  fresh 
illustration  of  the  remarks  we  have  both  been  making.  Mr. 
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Smith,  who  has  most  obligingly  supplied  me  with  franks  through 
out  my  whole  concern  with  Johnson,  accompanied  the  last  parcel 
he  sent  me  with  a  note  dated  from  the  House  of  Commons, 
in  which  he  seemed  happy  to  give  me  the  earliest  intelligence 
of  the  capture  of  the  French  transports  by  Admiral  Kempen- 
felt,  and  of  a  close  engagement  between  the  two  fleets,  so 
much  to  be  expected.  This  note  was  written  on  Monday,  and 
reached  me  by  Wednesday's  post ;  but  alas !  the  same  post 
brought  us  the  newspaper  that  informed  us  of  his  being  forced 
to  fly  before  a  much  superior  enemy,  and  glad  to  take  shelter  in 
the  port  he  had  left  so  lately.  This  event,  I  suppose,  will  have 
worse  consequences  than  the  mere  disappointment ;  will  furnish 
opposition,  as  all  our  ill  success  has  done,  with  the  fuel  of  dis 
sension,  and  with  the  means  of  thwarting  and  perplexing  ad 
ministration.  Thus  all  we  purchase  with  the  many  millions  ex 
pended  yearly,  is  distress  to  ourselves,  instead  of  our  enemies, 
and  domestic  quarrels,  instead  of  victories  abroad.  It  takes  a 
great  many  blows  to  knock  down  a  great  nation ;  and,  in  the 
case  of  poor  England,  a  great  many  heavy  ones  have  not  been 
wanting.  They  make  us  reel  and  stagger,  indeed ;  but  the 
blow  is  not  yet  struck  that  is  to  make  us  fall  upon  our  knees. 
That  fall  would  save  us  ;  but  if  we  fall  upon  our  side  at  last, 
we  are  undone.  So  much  for  politics.  Next  comes  news 
from  the  north  of  a  different  complexion,  which  it  is  possible 
may  be  news  to  you. 

Mr.  Fletcher,  on  his  recovery  from  his  late  dangerous  illness, 
has  started  up  a  Perfectionist.  He  preached  perfection  not  long 
since  at  Dewsbury,  where  Mr.  Powley  and  his  curate  heard 
him.  He  told  the  people  that  he  that  sinned  was  no  Christian, 
that  he  himself  did  not  sin,  ergo  had  a  right  to  the  appellation. 
Mr.  Powley  was  so  shocked  by  his  violent  distortion  of  the 
Scriptures,  by  which  he  attempted  to  prove  his  doctrine,  that 
he  thought  it  necessary  to  preach  expressly  against  him  the 
ensuing  Sabbath  ;  and  when  he  was  desired  to  admit  the  per 
fect  msun  into  his  pulpit,  of  course  refused  it.  I  have  heard 
that  he  is  remarkably  spiritual.  Can  this  be  ?  Is  it  possible  that 
a  person  of  that  description  can  be  left  to  indulge  himself 
ia  such  a  proud  conceit, — is  it  possible  he  should  be  so  de 
fective  in  self-knowledge,  and  so  nttle  acquainted  with  his  own 
heart  ?  If  I  had  not  heard  you  yourself  speak  favourably  of 
him,  I  should  little  scruple  to  say,  that  having  spent  much  of 
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his  life,  and  exerted  all  his  talents,  in  the  defence  of  Anninian 
errors,  he  is  at  last  left  to  fall  into  an  error  more  pernicious 
than  Anninius  is  to  be  charged  with,  or  the  most  ignorant  of 
his  disciples.  When  I  hear  that  you  are  engaged  in  the  propa 
gation  of  error,  I  shall  believe  that  an  humble  and  dependant 
mind  is  not  yet  secured  from  it,  and  that  the  promises  which 
annex  the  blessing  of  instruction  to  a  temper  teachable  and 
truly  child-like,  are  to  be  received  cum  grano  salts,  and  un 
derstood  with  a  limitation.  Mr.  Wesley  has  also  been  very 
troublesome  in  the  same  place,  and  asserted,  in  perfect  harmony 
of  sentiment  with  his  brother  Fletcher,  that  Mr.  Whitefield 
disseminated  more  false  doctrine  in  the  nation,  than  he  should 
ever  be  able  to  eradicate.  Methinks  they  do  not  see  through 
a  glass  darkly,  but  for  want  of  a  glass  they  see  not  at  all. 

I  enclose  a  few  Hues  on  a  thought  which  struck  me  yester 
day.  If  you  approve  of  them,  you  know  what  to  do  with 
them.  I  should  think  they  might  occupy  the  place  of  an  in 
troduction,  and  should  call  them  by  that  name,  if  I  did  not 
judge  the  name  I  have  given  them  necessary  for  the  information 
of  the  reader.  A  flatting-mill  is  not  met  with  in  every  street, 
and  my  book  will,  perhaps,  fall  into  the  hands  of  many  who 
do  not  know  that  such  a  mill  was  ever  invented.  It  happened 
to  me,  however,  to  spend  much  of  my  time  in  one,  when  I  was 
a  boy,  when  I  frequently  amused  myself  with  watching  the 
operation  I  describe. 

Mrs.  Unwin  sends  her  love,  and  will  be  much  obliged  to 
Mrs.  Newton  if  she  will  order  her  down  a  loaf  of  sugar,  from 
nine  pence  to  ten  pence  the  pound,  for  the  use  of  my  sweet  self 
at  breakfast.  The  sugar  merchant,  if  she  will  be  so  kind  as 
to  give  him  the  necessary  instruction,  will  be  paid  by  the  book 
keeper  at  the  inn.  Yours,  my  dear  Sir,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BET.    JOHS"   XEWTOJT. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND.  The  last  day  of  1781. 

YESTEBDAY'S  post,  which  brought  me  yours,  brought  me  a 
packet  from  Johnson.  We  have  reached  the  middle  of  the 
Mahometan  Hog.  By  the  way,  your  lines,  which,  when  we 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  here,  you  said  you  would  furnish 
him  with,  are  not  inserted  in  it.  I  did  not  recollect,  till  after 
I  had  finished  the  Flatting  Mill,  that  it  bore  any  affinity  to 
the  motto  taken  from  Caraccioli.  The  resemblance,  however, 
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did  not  appear  to  me  to  give  any  impropriety  to  the  verses,  ZJ. 
the  thought  is  much  enlarged  upon,  and  enlivened  by  the  ad 
dition  of  a  new  comparison.  But  if  it  is  not  wanted,  it  is  su 
perfluous  ;  and  if  superfluous,  better  omitted.  I  shall  not 
bumble  Johnson  for  finding  fault  with  Friendship,  though  I 
have  a  better  opinion  of  it  myself ;  but  a  poet  is,  of  all  men, 
the  most  unfit  to  be  judge  in  his  own  cause.  Partial  to  all  his 
productions,  he  is  always  most  partial  to  the  youngest.  But  as 
there  is  a  sufficient  quantity  without  it,  let  that  sleep  too.  If 
I  should  live  to  write  again,  I  may  possibly  take  up  that 
subject  a  second  time,  and  clothe  it  in  a  different  dress.  It 
abounds  with  excellent  matter,  and  much  more  than  I  could 
find  room  for  in  two  or  three  pages. 

I  consider  England  and  America  as  once  one  country.  They 
were  so,  in  respect  of  interest,  intercourse,  and  affinity.  A  great 
earthquake  has  made  a  partition,  and  now  the  Atlantic  ocean 
flows  between  them.  He  that  can  drain  that  ocean,  and  shove 
the  two  shores  together,  so  as  to  make  them  aptly  coincide,  and 
meet  each  other  in  every  part,  can  unite  them  again.  But  this 
is  a  work  for  Omnipotence,  and  nothing  less  than  Omnipotence 
can  heal  the  breach  between  us.  This  dispensation  is  evidently 
a  scourge  to  England  ; — but  is  it  a  blessing  to  America  ?  Time 
may  prove  it  one,  but  at  present  it  does  not  seem  to  wear 
an  aspect  favourable  to  their  privileges,  either  civil  or  religious. 
I  cannot  doubt  the  truth  of  Dr.  W.'s  assertion  ;  but  the  French 
who  pay  but  little  regard  to  treaties  that  clash  with  their  con 
venience,  without  a  treaty,  and  even  in  direct  contradiction 
to  verbal  engagements,  can  easily  pretend  a  claim  to  a  country 
which  they  have  both  bled  and  paid  for  ;  and  if  the  validity  of 
that  claim  be  disputed,  behold  an  army  ready  landed,  and  well- 
appointed,  and  in  possession  of  some  of  the  most  fruitful  pro 
vinces,  prepared  to  prove  it.  A  scourge  is  a  scourge  at  one  end 
only.  A  bundle  of  thunderbolts,  such  as  you  have  seen  in  the 
talons  of  Jupiter's  eagle,  is  at  both  ends  equally  tremendous, 
and  can  inflict  a  judgement  upon  the  West,  at  the  same  moment 
that  it  seems  to  intend  only  the  chastisement  of  the  East. 

In  my  last  letter,  in  which  I  desired  your  opinion  of  ^tna, 
whether  its  poetical  merits  might  not  atone  for  its  philosophical 
defects,  I  begged  the  favour  of  Mrs.  Newton  to  get  the  silk 
knitting  dyed  black.  Mrs.  Unwin  will  take  care  of  the  hams, 
but  the  pig  is  not  likely  to  bequeath  them  yet :  she  is  sorry 
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that  Mrs.  Newton  has  bespoke  them,  having  one  in  cure  for 
her  at  this  time.  Is  very  much  disappointed  that  she  cannot 
procure  a  goose,  but  has  a  couple  of  very  fine  fowls,  which  wait 
your  orders,  and  will  be  sent  at  whatever  time  you  shall  appoint. 
She  will  be  glad  of  a  loaf  of  sugar,  the  grocer  to  be  paid  at  the 
inn. 

I  should  have  sent  you  a  longer  letter,  but  a  visitor  who  is 
more  tedious  than  entertaining  has  rather  disconcerted  me,  and 
exhausted  my  spirits.  "Your  humble  servant,  Sir — I  hope 
I  see  you  well. — I  thank  you,  Madam,  but  indifferent.  I  have 
had  a  violent  colic,  which  providentially  took  a  turn  down 
wards,  or  I  think  I  must  have  died.  Seven  or  eight  times 
in  a  night,  Madam.  My  neighbour  Banister  has  the  same  dis 
order,  and  is  remarkably  costive,  so  that  I  verily  fear  for  his 
life.  Yes  truly,  I  think  the  poor  man  cannot  get  over  it." 
This  is  a  small  specimen — how  should  you  like  the  whole  ?  I 
can  find  you  a  sheet  full  of  the  like  whenever  you  please, 
taken  faithfully  from  his  lips. 

Our  joint  love  attends  you  both.  We  rejoice  to  hear  that 
Mrs.  Newton  is  better.  Yours,  my  dear  sir,  W.  C. 

TO   THE    BET.    WILLIAM   UNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Jan.  5,   1782. 

DID  I  allow  myself  to  plead  the  common  excuse  of  idle  cor 
respondents,  and  esteem  it  a  sufficient  reason  for  not  writing, 
that  I  have  nothing  to  write  about,  I  certainly  should  not  write 
now.  But  I  have  so  often  found,  on  similar  occasions,  when 
a  great  penury  of  matter  has  seemed  to  threaten  me  with  an 
utter  impossibility  of  hatching  a  letter,  that  nothing  is  neces 
sary  but  to  put  pen  to  paper,  and  go  on,  in  order  to  conquer 
all  difficulties, — that,  availing  myself  of  past  experience,  I  now 
begin  with  a  most  assured  persuasion,  that  sooner  or  later,  one 
idea  naturally  suggesting  another,  I  shall  come  to  a  most  pros 
perous  conclusion. 

In  the  last  Review,  I  mean  in  the  last  but  one,  I  saw  John 
son's  critique  upon  Prior  and  Pope.  I  am  bound  to  acquiesce 
in  his  opinion  of  the  latter,  because  it  has  always  been  my  own. 
I  could  never  agree  with  those  who  preferred  him  to  Dryden  ; 
nor  with  others,  (I  have  known  such,  and  persons  of  taste  and 
discernment  too,)  who  could  not  allow  him  to  be  a  poet  at  all. 
He  was  certainly  a  mechanical  maker  of  verses,  and  in  every 
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line  he  ever  wrote,  we  see  indubitable  marks  of  the  most  inde 
fatigable  industry  and  labour.  Writers  who  find  it  necessary 
to  make  such  strenuous  and  painful  exertions,  are  generally 
as  phlegmatic  as  they  are  correct ;  but  Pope  was,  in  this  re 
spect,  exempted  from  the  common  lot  of  authors  of  that  class. 
With  the  unwearied  application  of  a  plodding  Flemish  painter, 
who  draws  a  shrimp  with  the  most  minute  exactness,  he  had 
all  the  genius  of  one  of  the  first  masters.  Never,  I  believe, 
were  such  talents  and  such  drudgery  united.  But  I  admire 
Drydeu  most,  who  has  succeeded  by  mere  dint  of  genius,  and 
in  spite  of  a  laziness  and  carelessness  almost  peculiar  to  him 
self.  His  faults  are  numberless,  but  so  are  his  beauties.  His 
faults  are  those  of  a  great  man,  and  his  beauties  are  such,  (at 
least  sometimes,)  as  Pope  with  all  his  touching  and  retouch 
ing  could  never  equal.  So  far,  therefore,  I  have  no  quarrel 
with  Johnson.  But  I  cannot  subscribe  to  what  he  says  of  Prior. 
Tn  the  first  place,  though  my  memory  may  fail  me,  I  do  not 
recollect  that  he  takes  any  notice  of  his  Solomon ;  in  my  mind 
the  best  poem,  whether  we  consider  the  subject  of  it,  or  the 
execution,  that  he  ever  wrote.  In  the  next  place,  he  condemns 
him  for  introducing  Venus  and  Cupid  into  his  love-verses,  and 
concludes  it  impossible  his  passion  could  be  sincere,  because 
when  he  would  express  it  he  has  recourse  to  fables.  But  when 
Prior  wrote,  those  deities  were  not  so  obsolete  as  now.  His 
contemporary  writers,  and  some  that  succeeded  him,  did  not 
think  them  beneath  their  notice.  Tibullus,  in  reality,  disbe 
lieved  their  existence  as  much  as  we  do  ;  yet  Tibullus  is  allowed 
to  be  the  prince  of  all  poetical  inamoratos,  though  he  mentions 
them  in  almost  every  page.  There  is  a  fashion  in  these  things 
which  the  Doctor  seems  to  have  forgotten.  But  what  shall 
we  say  of  his  old  fusty-rusty  remarks  upon  Henry  and 
Emma  ?  I  agree  with  him,  that  morally  considered  both  the 
knight  and  his  lady  are  bad  characters,  and  that  each  exhibits 
an  example  which  ought  not  to  be  followed.  The  man  dis 
sembles  in  a  way  that  would  have  justified  the  woman  had  she 
renounced  him  ;  and  the  woman  resolves  to  follow  him  at 
the  expense  of  delicacy,  propriety,  and  even  modesty  itself. 
But  when  the  critic  calls  it  a  dull  dialogue,  who  but  a  critic 
will  believe  him  ?  There  are  few  readers  of  poetry  of  either 
sex,  in  this  country,  who  cannot  remember  how  that  enchant 
ing  piece  has  bewitched  them,  who  do  not  know,  that  instead 
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of  finding  it  tedious,  they  have  been  so  delighted  with  the 
romantic  turn  of  it,  as  to  have  overlooked  all  its  defects,  and  to 
have  given  it  a  consecrated  place  in  their  memories,  without 
ever  feeling  it  a  burthen.  I  wonder  almost  that,  as  the  Bac 
chanals  served  Orpheus,  the  boys  and  girls  do  not  tear  this 
husky,  dry  commentator  limb  from  limb,  in  resentment  of 
such  an  injury  done  to  their  darling  poet.  I  admire  Johnson 
as  a  man  of  great  erudition  and  sense  ;  but  when  he  sets  him 
self  up  for  a  judge  of  writers  upon  the  subject  of  love,  a  pas 
sion  which  I  suppose  he  never  felt  in  his  life,  he  might  as 
well  think  himself  qualified  to  pronounce  upon  a  treatise  on 
horsemanship,  or  the  art  of  fortification. 

The  next  packet  I  receive  will  bring  me,  I  imagine,  the  last 
proof  sheet  of  my  volume,  which  will  consist  of  about  three 
hundred  and  fifty  pages  honestly  printed.  My  public  entree 
therefore  is  not  far  distant. 

Had  we  known  that  the  last  cheeses  were  naught,  we  would 
not  have  sent  you  these.  Your  mother  has  however  enquired 
for  and  found  a  better  dairy,  which  she  means  shall  furnish  you 
with  cheese  another  year.  Your's,  W.  C. 

TO   THE    EEY.    JOHN   NEWTON. 

MY    DEAR   FRIEND,  Jan.    13,    1782. 

HAVING  just  read  yours,  I  begin  to  answer  it ;  the  basket 
presenting  me  with  a  fair  opportunity  to  save  a  frank,  and  my 
time  being  entirely  at  my  own  disposal,  which  possibly  may  not 
be  the  case  to-morrow.  As  to  Johnson,  he  sometimes  pro 
mises  fair,  and  proceeds  with  tolerable  dispatch,  so  that  I  begin 
to  flatter  myself  with  the  hope  of  a  speedy  publication ;  then 
comes  an  interval  of  three  weeks  perhaps,  and  nothing  done. 
It  is  a  fortnight  this  day  since  I  returned  his  last  packet, 
and  though  one  more  cover  may  contain  all  that  is  yet  be 
hind,  I  know  not  but  another  week  at  least  may  elapse  before 
he  sends  it.  Then  we  are  to  begin  again,  and  the  whole  is  to 
undergo  a  second  revisal,  which,  if  it  proceeds  as  slowly  as  the 
first,  will  cost  another  year.  In  the  meanwhile,  having  some, 
though  not  the  keenest,  feelings  of  an  author,  I  am  not  always 
very  well  pleased.  I  suspect  that  he  gives  a  preference  to 
others  who  engaged  him  not  so  early  as  myself,  and  that  my 
distance  from  the  spot  is  used  to  my  disadvantage.  But  having 
other  and  much  weightier  cares  and  concerns  to  carry,  I  pre- 
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sently  discharge  my  shoulders  of  this,  and  am  but  little  incum- 
bered  by  it.  If  it  should  fall  in  your  way  to  ask  him  what  he 
intends,  or  whether  he  does  not  think  that  we  are  in  some 
danger  of  losing  the  season,  considering  how  much  remains  to 
be  done,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  for  putting  the  question  to 
him. 

Your  answer  respecting  Mtna  is  quite  satisfactory,  and  gives 
me  much  pleasure.  I  hate  altering,  though  I  never  refuse  the 
task  when  propriety  seems  to  enjoin  it ;  and  an  alteration  in  this 
instance,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  would  have  been  singularly  dif 
ficult.  Indeed,  when  a  piece  has  been  finished  two  or  three 
years,  and  an  author  finds  occasion  to  amend,  or  make  an  ad 
dition  to  it,  it  is  not  easy  to  fall  upon  the  very  vein  from  which 
he  drew  his  ideas  in  the  first  instance ;  but  either  a  different 
turn  of  thought,  or  expression,  will  betray  the  patch,  and  con 
vince  a  reader  of  discernment  that  it  has  been  cobbled  and 
vamped. 

I  believe  I  did  not  thank  you  for  your  anecdotes,  either 
foreign  or  domestic,  in  my  last,  therefore  I  do  it  now ;  and 
still  feel  myself,  as  I  did  at  the  time,  truly  obliged  to  you  for 
them.  More  is  to  be  learned  from  one  matter  of  fact  than 
from  a  thousand  speculations.  But,  alas !  what  course  can 
government  take  ?  I  have  heard  (for  I  never  made  the  experi 
ment)  that  if  a  man  grasp  a  red  hot  iron  with  his  naked  hand, 
it  will  stick  to  him,  so  that  he  cannot  presently  disengage  him 
self  from  it.  Such  are  the  colonies  in  the  hands  of  administra 
tion.  While  they  hold  them  they  burn  their  fingers,  and  yet 
they  must  not  quit  them.  I  know  not  whether  your  sentiments 
and  mine  upon  this  part  of  the  subject  exactly  coincide,  but 
you  will  know,  when  you  understand  what  mine  are.  It  ap 
pears  to  me,  that  the  King  is  bound,  both  by  the  duty  he  owes 
to  himself  and  to  his  people,  to  consider  himself  with'  respect 
to  every  inch  of  his  territories,  as  a  trustee  deriving  his  in 
terest  in  them  from  God,  and  invested  with  them  by  divine 
authority  for  the  benefit  of  his  subjects.  As  he  may  not  sell 
them  or  waste  them,  so  he  may  not  resign  them  to  an  enemy, 
or  transfer  his  right  to  govern  them  to  any,  not  even  to  them 
selves  so  long  as  it  is  possible  for  him  to  keep  it.  If  he  does,  he 
betrays  at  once  his  own  interest,  and  that  of  his  other  domi 
nions.  It  may  be  said,  suppose  Providence  has  ordained  that 
they  shall  be  wrested  from  him,  how  then?  I  answer,  that 
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cannot  appear  to  be  the  case,  till  God's  purpose  is  actually 
accomplished  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  the  most  probable  pros 
pect  of  such  an  event  does  not  release  him  from  his  obligation 
to  hold  them  to  the  last  moment,  for  as  much  as  a'dverse  ap 
pearances  are  no  infallible  indication  of  God's  designs,  but  may 
give  place  to  more  comfortable  symptoms,  when  we  least  ex 
pect  it.  Viewing  the  thing  in  this  light,  if  I  sat  on  his 
Majesty's  throne,  I  should  be  as  obstinate  as  he  ;  because  if  I 
quitted  the  contest,  while  I  had  any  means  left  of  carrying  it 
on,  I  should  never  know  that  I  had  not  relinquished  what  I 
might  have  retained,  or  be  able  to  render  a  satisfactory  answer 
to  the  doubts  and  enquiries  of  my  own  conscience. 

I  am  rather  pleased  that  you  have  adopted  other  sentiments 
respecting  our  intended  present  to  the  critical  Doctor.  I 
allow  him  to  be  a  man  of  gigantic  talents,  and  most  profound 
learning,  nor  have  any  doubts  about  the  universality  of  his 
knowledge.  But  by  what  I  have  seen  of  his  animadversions 
on  the  poets,  I  feel  myself  much  disposed  to  question,  in 
many  instances,  either  his  candour  or  his  taste.  He  finds 
fault  too  often,  like  a  man  that,  having  sought  it  very  indus 
triously,  is  at  last  obliged  to  stick  it  upon  a  pin's  point,  and 
look  at  it  through  a  microscope ;  and  I  am  sure  I  could  easily 
convict  him  of  having  denied  many  beauties,  and  overlooked 
more.  Whether  his  judgement  be  in  itself  defective,  or  whether 
it  be  warped  by  collateral  considerations,  a  writer  upon  such 
subjects  as  I  have  chosen  would  probably  find  but  little  mercy 
at  his  hands. 

We  are  truly  sorry  to  hear  you  speak  so  doubtfully  of  your 
journey  hither,  and  hope  a  substitute  will  be  found  :  are  thank 
ful  for  a  sight  of  your  new  convert's  letter,  and  hope  it  will 
prove  the  harbinger  of  many  yet  unborn.  The  sugar  has 
arrived  safe,  and  Mrs.  Unwin  thanks  Mrs.  Newton  for  her  care 
of  it.  Poor  Peggy !  one  would  have  hoped  she  might  have 
been  safe  from  such  a  rencontre  in  an  hospital.  We  are  glad 
however  that  she  is  better.  Be  pleased  to  remember  us  to 
Sally. 

Mr.  Scott  will  be  upon  the  road  to-morrow.  Our  love  to 
you  both,  and  to  the  young  Euphrosyne  ;  the  old  lady  of  that 
name  being  long  since  dead,  if  she  pleases  she  shall  fill  her 
vacant  office,  and  be  my  Muse  hereafter. 

Your's,  my  dear  Sir,          W.  C. 
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TO  THE  BEV.  WILLIAM  TJNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    WILLIAM,  Jail.    17,    1782. 

I  AM  glad  we  agree  in  our  opinion  of  King  Critic,  and  the  "writers 
on  whom  he  has  bestowed  his  animadversions.  It  is  a  matter 
of  indifference  to  me  whether  I  think  with  the  world  at  large 
or  not,  but  I  wish  my  friends  to  be  of  my  mind.  The  same 
work  will  wear  a  different  appearance  in  the  eyes  of  the  same 
man,  according  to  the  different  views  with  which  he  reads  it ; 
if  merely  for  his  amusement,  his  candour  being  in  less  danger 
of  a  twist  from  interest  or  prejudice,  he  is  pleased  with  what 
is  really  pleasing,  and  is  not  over  curious  to  discover  a  blem 
ish,  because  the  exercise  of  a  minute  exactness  is  not  consist 
ent  with  his  purpose.  But  if  he  once  becomes  a  critic  by 
trade,  the  case  is  altered.  He  must  then  at  any  rate  estab 
lish,  if  he  can,  an  opinion  in  every  mind,  of  his  uncommon 
discernment,  and  his  exquisite  taste.  This  great  end  he  can 
never  accomplish  by  thinking  in  the  track  that  has  been  beaten 
under  the  hoof  of  public  judgement.  He  must  endeavour  to 
convince  the  world,  that  their  favourite  authors  have  more 
faults  than  they  are  aware  of,  and  such  as  they  have  never  sus 
pected.  Having  marked  out  a  writer  universally  esteemed, 
whom  he  finds  it  for  that  very  reason  convenient  to  depreciate 
and  traduce,  he  will  overlook  some  of  his  beauties,  he  will 
faintly  praise  others,  and  in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  thou 
sands,  more  modest,  though  quite  as  judicious  as  himself, 
question  whether  they  are  beauties  at  all.  Can  there  be  a 
stronger  illustration  of  all  that  I  have  said,  than  the  severity 
of  Johnson's  remarks  upon  Prior,  I  might  have  said  the  injus 
tice  ?  His  reputation  as  an  author  who,  with  much  labour  in 
deed,  but  with  admirable  success,  has  embellished  all  his  poems 
with  the  most  charming  ease,  stood  unshaken  till  Johnson 
thrust  his  head  against  it.  And  how  does  he  attack  him  in 
this  his  principal  fort  1  I  can  recollect  his  very  words,  but 
I  am  much  mistaken  indeed  if  my  memory  fails  me  with  re 
spect  to  the  purport  of  them.  "His  words,"  he  says,  "ap 
pear  to  be  forced  into  their  proper  places ;  there  indeed  we 
find  them,  but  find  likewise  that  their  arrangement  has  been 
the  effect  of  constraint,  and  that  without  violence  they  would 
certainly  have  stood  in  a  different  order."  By  your  leave, 
most  learned  Doctor,  this  is  the  most  disingenuous  remark 
I  ever  met  with,  and  would  have  come  with  a  better  grace  from 
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Curl  or  Dennis.  Every  man  conversant  with  verse-writing 
knows,  and  knows  by  painful  experience,  that  the  familiar  style 
is  of  all  styles  the  most  difficult  to  succeed  in.  To  make  verse 
speak  the  language  of  prose,  without  being  prosaic, — to  mar 
shal  the  words  of  it  in  such  an  order  as  they  might  naturally 
take  in  falling  from  the  lips  of  an  extemporary  speaker,  yet 
without  meanness,  harmoniously,  elegantly,  and  without  seem 
ing  to  displace  a  syllable  for  the  sake  of  the  rhyme,  is  one  of 
the  most  arduous  tasks  a  poet  can  undertake.  He  that  could 
accomplish  this  task  was  Prior;  many  have  imitated  his  ex 
cellence  in  this  particular,  but  the  best  copies  have  fallen  far 
short  of  the  original.  And  now  to  tell  us,  after  we  and  our  fa 
thers  have  admired  him  for  it  so  long,  that  he  is  an  easy  writer 
indeed,  but  that  his  ease  has  an  air  of  stiffness  in  it,  in  short, 
that  his  ease  is  not  ease,  but  only  something  like  it,  what  is  it 
but  a  self-contradiction,  an  observation  that  grants  what  it  is  just 
going  to  deny,  and  denies  what  it  has  just  granted,  in  the  same 
sentence,  and  in  the  same  breath  ?  But  I  have  filled  the  great 
est  part  of  my  sheet  with  a  very  uninteresting  subject.  I  will 
only  say,  that  as  a  nation  we  are  not  much  indebted,  in  point  of 
poetical  credit,  to  this  too  sagacious  and  unmerciful  judge  ; 
and  that  for  myself  in  particular,  I  have  reason  to  rejoice  that  he 
entered  upon  and  exhausted  the  labours  of  his  office  before 
mypoorvolume  could  possiblybecome  an  object  of  them.  By 
the  way,  you  cannot  have  a  book  at  the  time  you  mention ;  I 
have  lived  a  fortnight  or  more  in  expectation  of  the  last  sheet, 
which  is  not  yet  arrived. 

You  have  already  furnished  John's  memory  with  by  far  the 
greatest  part  of  what  a  parent  would  wish  to  store  it  with. 
If  all  that  is  merely  trivial,  and  all  that  has  an  immoral  ten 
dency,  were  expunged  from  our  English  poets,  how  would  they 
shrink,  and  how  would  some  of  them  completely  vanish !  I 
believe  there  are  some  of  Dryden's  Fables  which  he  would  find 
very  entertaining ;  they  are  for  the  most  part  fine  composi 
tions,  and  not  above  his  apprehension  ;  but  Dryden  has  writ 
ten  few  things  that  are  not  blotted  here  and  there  with  an 
unchaste  allusion,  so  that  you  must  pick  his  way  for  him,  lest  he 
should  tread  in  the  dirt.  You  did  not  mention  Milton's  Allegro 
and  Penseroso,  which  I  remember  being  so  charmed  with  when 
I  was  a  boy  that  I  was  never  weary  of  them.  There  are 
even  passages  in  the  paradisiacal  part  of  the  Paradise  Lost, 
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which  he  might  study  with  advantage.  And  to  teach  him,  as 
you  can,  to  deliver  some  of  the  fine  orations  made  in  the  Pan- 
dsemonium,  and  those  between  Satan,  Ithuriel,  and  Zephon,  with 
emphasis,  dignity,  and  propriety,  might  be  of  great  use  to  him 
hereafter.  The  sooner  the  ear  is  formed,  and  the  organs  of 
speech  are  accustomed  to  the  various  inflections  of  the  voice, 
which  the  rehearsal  of  those  passages  demands,  the  better. 
I  should  think  too,  that  Thomson's  Seasons  might  afford  him 
some  useful  lessons.  At  least  they  would  have  a  tendency  to 
give  his  mind  an  observing  and  a  philosophical  turn.  I  do  not 
forget  that  he  is  but  a  child.  But  I  remember  that  he  is  a  child 
favoured  with  talents  superior  to  his  years.  We  were  much 
pleased  with  his  remarks  on  your  almsgiving,  and  doubt  not  but 
it  will  be  verified  with  respect  to  the  two  guineas  you  sent  us, 
which  have  made  four  Christian  people  happy.  Ships  I  have 
none,  nor  have  touched  a  pencil  these  three  years ;  if  ever  I 
take  it  up  again,  which  I  rather  suspect  I  shall  not  (the  em 
ployment  requiring  stronger  eyes  than  mine),  it  shall  be  at 
John's  service. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HELL,    ESQ. 

MY    DEAR   FRIEND,  Jan.  31,  1782. 

HAVING  thanked  you  for  a  barrel  of  very  fine  oysters,  I  should 
have  nothing  more  to  say,  if  I  did  not  determine  to  say  every 
thing  that  may  happen  to  occur.  The  political  world  affords 
us  no  very  agreeable  subjects  at  present,  nor  am  I  sufficiently 
conversant  with  it,  to  do  justice  to  so  magnificent  a  theme,  if 
it  did.  A  man  that  lives  as  I  do,  whose  chief  occupation,  at 
this  season  of  the  year,  is  to  walk  ten  times  in  a  day  from  the 
fire-side  to  his  cucumber  frame  and  back  again,  cannot  show 
his  wisdom  more,  if  he  has  any  wisdom  to  show,  than  by  leav 
ing  the  mysteries  of  government  to  the  management  of  per 
sons,  in  point  of  situation  and  information,  much  better  quali 
fied  for  the  business.  Suppose  not,  however,  that  I  am  per 
fectly  an  unconcerned  spectator,  or  that  I  take  no  interest  at 
all  in  the  affairs  of  my  country ;  far  from  it — I  read  the  news 
— I  see  that  things  go  wrong  in  every  quarter.  I  meet,  now 
and  then,  with  an  account  of  some  disaster  that  seems  to  be 
the  indisputable  progeny  of  treachery,  cowardice,  or  a  spirit 
of  faction ;  I  recollect  that  in  those  happier  days,  when  you 
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and  I  could  spend  our  evening  in  enumerating  victories  and 
acquisitions  that  seemed  to  follow  each  other  in  a  continued 
series,  there  was  some  pleasure  in  hearing  a  politician  ;  and  a 
man  might  talk  away  upon  so  entertaining  a  siibject,  without 
danger  of  becoming  tiresome  to  others,  or  incurring  weariness 
himself.  When  poor  Bob  White  brought  me  the  news  of  Bos- 
cawen's  success  off"  the  coast  of  Portugal,  how  did  I  leap  for 
joy !  When  Hawke  demolished  Conflans,  I  was  still  more 
transported.  But  nothing  could  express  my  rapture,  when 
Wolfe  made  the  conquest  of  Quebec.  I  am  not,  therefore,  I 
suppose  destitute  of  true  patriotism,  but  the  course  of  public 
events  has,  of  late,  afforded  me  no  opportunity  to  exert  it.  1 
cannot  rejoice,  because  I  see  no  reason,  and  I  will  not  murmur, 
because  for  that  I  can  find  no  good  one.  And  let  me  add,  he 
that  has  seen  both  sides  of  fifty,  has  lived  to  little  purpose,  if 
he  has  not  other  views  of  the  world  than  he  had  when  he 
was  much  younger.  He  finds,  if  he  reflects  at  all,  that  it  will 
be  to  the  end,  what  it  has  been  from  the  beginning,  a  shifting, 
uncertain,  fluctuating  scene ;  that  nations,  as  well  as  indivi 
duals,  have  their  seasons  of  infancy,  youth,  and  age.  If  he 
be  an  Englishman,  he  will  observe  that  ours,  in  particular,  is 
affected  with  every  symptom  of  decay,  and  is  already  sunk 
into  a  state  of  decrepitude.  I  am  reading  Mrs.  M'Aulay's 
History.  I  am  not  quite  such  a  superannuated  simpleton,  as  to 
suppose  that  mankind  were  wiser  or  much  better,  when  I  was 
young,  than  they  are  now.  But  I  may  venture  to  assert,  without 
exposing  myself  to  the  charge  of  dotage,  that  the  men  whose 
integrity,  courage,  and  wisdom,  broke  the  bands  of  tyranny, 
established  our  constitution  upon  its  true  basis,  and  gave  a 
people,  overwhelmed  with  the  scorn  of  all  countries,  an  oppor 
tunity  to  emerge  into  a  state  of  the  highest  respect  and  esti 
mation,  make  a  better  figure  in  history  than  any  of  the  present 
day  are  likely  to  do,  when  their  pretty  harangues  are  forgotten, 
and  nothing  shall  survive  but  the  remembrance  of  the  views 
and  motives  with  which  they  made  them. 

My  dear  friend,  I  have  written  at  random,  in  every  sense, 
neither  knowing  what  sentiments  I  should  broach,  when  I 
began,  nor  whether  they  would  accord  with  yours.  Excuse  a 
rustic,  if  he  errs  on  such  a  subject,  and  believe  me  sincerely 
yours,  WM.  COWPEK.  " 

S.  C. — 2.  I)  D 
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TO  ME.  JOHNSON,  BOOKSELLER. 
SIR,  Jan.  31,  1782. 

You  will  find  your  two  queries  satisfied  by  the  correction  of 
the  press. 

P.  338.  Though  perhaps  the  exactest  rhymes  may  not  be 
required  in  these  lighter  pieces,  I  yet  choose  to  be  as  regular 
in  this  particular  as  I  can,  I  have  therefore  displaced  half  a 
stanza,  for  the  sake  of  introducing  better.  You  will  observe 
that  I  have  made  some  other  corrections,  which  though  they 
be  for  the  most  part  but  a  letter  or  a  stop,  were  yet  such  as 
were  very  necessary  either  with  regard  to  the  expression  or  the 
sense.  I  am,  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  Servant,         WM.  COWPER. 

TO  THE  BEY.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY   DEAR    FRIEND,  Feb.  2,  1782. 

THOUGH  I  value  your  correspondence  highly  on  its  own  ac 
count,  I  certainly  value  it  the  more  in  consideration  of  the  many 
difficulties  under  which  you  carry  it  on.  Having  so  many 
other  engagements,  and  engagements  so  much  more  worthy  of 
your  attention,  I  ought  to  esteem  it,  as  I  do,  a  singular  proof 
of  your  friendship,  that  you  so  often  make  an  opportunity  to 
bestow  a  letter  upon  me  :  and  this,  not  only  because  mine, 
which  I  write  in  a  state  of  mind  not  very  favourable  to  religious 
contemplations,  are  never  worth  your  reading,  but  especially 
because,  while  you  consult  my  gratification  and  endeavour  to 
amuse  my  melancholy,  your  thoughts  are  forced  out  of  the 
only  channel  in  which  they  delight  to  flow,  and  constrained 
into  another  so  different  and  so  little  interesting  to  a  mind 
like  yours,  that  but  for  me,  and  for  my  sake,  they  would 
perhaps  never  visit  it.  Though  I  should  be  glad  therefore 
to  hear  from  you  every  week,  I  do  not  complain  that  I  enjoy 
that  privilege  but  once  in  a  fortnight,  but  am  rather  happy  to 
be  indulged  in  it  so  often. 

I  thank  you  for  the  jog  you  gave  Johnson's  elbow  ;  commu 
nicated  from  him  to  the  printer  it  has  produced  me  two  more 
sheets,  and  two  more  will  bring  the  business,  I  suppose,  to  a 
conclusion.  I  sometimes  feel  such  a  perfect  indifference  with 
respect  to  the  public  opinion  of  my  book,  that  I  am  ready  to 
flatter  myself  no  censure  of  reviewers,  or  other  critical  rea 
ders,  would  occasion  me  the  smallest  disturbance.  But  not 
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feeling  myself  constantly  possessed  of  this  desirable  apathy, 
I  am  sometimes  apt  to  suspect,  that  it  is  not  altogether  sincere, 
or  at  least  that  I  may  lose  it  just  in  the  moment  when  I  may 
happen  most  to  want  it.  Be  it  however  as  it  may,  I  am 
still  persuaded  that  it  is  not  in  their  power  to  mortify  me 
much.  I  have  intended  well,  and  performed  to  the  hest  of  my 
ability; — so  far  was  right,  and  this  is  a  boast  of  which  they 
cannot  rob  me.  If  they  condemn  my  poetry,  I  must  even  say 
with  Cervantes,  "  Let  them  do  better  if  they  can !" — if  my 
doctrine,  they  judge  that  which  they  do  not  understand ;  I 
shall  except  to  the  jurisdiction  of  the  court,  and  plead,  Coram 
non  judice.  Even  Horace  could  say,  he  should  neither  be 
the  plumper  for  the  praise,  nor  the  leaner  for  the  condemnation 
of  his  readers  ;  and  it  will  prove  me  wanting  to  myself  indeed, 
if,  supported  by  so  many  sublimer  considerations  than  he  was 
master  of,  I  cannot  sit  loose  to  popularity,  which,  like  the 
wind,  bloweth  where  it  listeth,  and  is  equally  out  of  our  com 
mand.  If  you,  and  two  or  three  more  such  as  you,  say,  well 
done !  it  ought  to  give  me  more  contentment  than  if  I  could 
earn  Churchill's  laurels,  and  by  the  same  means. 

Mr.  Raban  has  spent  an  hour  with  us  since  he  received 
your  last,  but  did  not  mention  it.  We  are  not  of  his  privy 
council.  He  knows  our  sentiments  upon  some  subjects  too 
well  to  favour  us  with  a  very  intimate  place  in  his  confidence. 
He  is  civil,  indeed  at  least  not  intentionally  otherwise,  and  this 
is  all  we  can  say  of  him.  Some  people  in  our  circumstances 
would  hardly  say  so  much.  As  soon  as  he  is  seated,  he 
stretches  out  his  legs  at  their  full  length,  crosses  his  feet, 
folds  his  arms,  reclines  his  head  upon  his  shoulder,  yawns 
frequently,  seems  not  unwilling  to  hear  and  to  be  entertained, 
but  never  opens  a  subject  himself,  or  assists  the  conversation 

with  any  remarks.     This  is  not  always  pleasing. 

*         *         *         *  * 

George  Mayne,  whom  I  suppose  you  remember,  a  farmer 
that  lived  on  the  beautiful  side  of  a  hill  in  Weston  parish, 
died  last  week.  If  you  recollect  the  man,  you  recollect  too 
that  he  made  it  his  principal  glory  to  believe  that  he  and  his 
two  mastiffs  would  come  to  one  and  the  same  conclusion,  and 
that  no  part  of  either  would  survive  the  grave.  Mr.  Page 
attended  him,  preached  his  funeral  sermon,  and  informed  the 
largest  congregation  ever  seen  at  Weston  that  he  converted 

D  D  2 
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him.  I  cannot  learn  however  that  any  competent  judge  of  the 
matter  has  given  the 'tale  a  moment's  credit,  or  that  any  better 
proof  of  this  wonder  has  been  produced,  than  that  poor 
George  desired  to  be  buried  in  his  pew,  to  make  some  amends 

I  suppose  for  having  never  visited  it  while  he  lived. 

*         *         *         *  * 

Yours,  my  dear  sir,  W.  C. 

[Parts  of  this  letter  have  perished.] 

TO    THE    KEY.  WILLIAM   UKWUT. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  9,  1782. 

I  THANK  you  for  Mr.  Lowth's  verses.  They  are  so  good, 
that  had  I  been  present  when  he  spoke  them,  I  should  have 
trembled  for  the  boy,  lest  the  man  should  disappoint  the  hopes 
such  early  genius  had  given  birth  to.  It  is  not  common  to  see 
so  lively  a  fancy  so  correctly  managed,  and  so  free  from  irre 
gular  exuberances,  at  so  unexperienced  an  age ;  fruitful,  yet 
not  wanton,  and  gay  without  being  tawdry.  When  school 
boys  write  verse,  if  they  have  any  fire  at  all,  it  generally 
spends  itself  in  flashes,  and  transient  sparks,  which  may  in 
deed  suggest  an  expectation  of  something  better  hereafter,  but 
deserve  not  to  be  much  commended  for  any  real  merit  of  their 
own.  Their  wit  is  generally  forced  and  false,  and  their  sub 
limity,  if  they  affect  any,  bombast.  I  remember  well  when  it 
was  thus  with  me,  and  when  a  turgid,  noisy,  unmeaning  speech 
in  a  tragedy,  which  I  should  now  laugh  at,  afforded  me  rap 
tures,  and  filled  me  with  wonder.  It  is  not  in  general  till 
reading  and  observation  have  settled  the  taste,  that  we  can 
give  the  prize  to  the  best  writing,  in  preference  to  the  worst. 
Much  less  are  we  able  to  execute  what  is  good  ourselves.  But 
Lowth  seems  to  have  stepped  into  excellence  at  once,  and  to 
have  gained  by  intuition,  what  we  little  folks  are  happy,  if  we 
can  learn  at  last,  after  much  labour  of  our  own,  and  instruc 
tion  of  others.  The  compliments  he  pays  to  the  memory  of 
King  Charles,  he  would  probably  now  retract,  though  he  be  a 
Bishop,  and  his  Majesty's  zeal  for  episcopacy  was  one  of  the 
causes  of  his  ruin.  An  age  or  two  must  pass,  before  some 
characters  can  be  properly  understood.  The  spirit  of  party 
employs  itself  in  veiling  their  faults,  and  ascribing  to  them 
virtues  which  they  never  possessed.  See  Charles's  face 
drawn  by  Clarendon,  and  it  is  a  handsome  portrait.  See  it 
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more  justly  exhibited  by  Mrs.  Macaulay,  and  it  is  deformed  to 
a  degree  that  shocks  us.  Every  feature  expresses  cunning, 
employing  itself  in  the  attainment  of  tyranny  and  dissimu 
lation,  pretending  itself  an  advocate  for  truth. 

I  have  a  piece  of  secret  history  to  communicate  which  I 
would  have  imparted  sooner,  but  that  I  thought  it  possible  there 
might  be  no  occasion  to  mention  it  at  all.  When  persons  for 
whom  I  have  felt  a  friendship,  disappoint  and  mortify  me  by 
their  conduct,  or  act  unjustly  towards  me,  though  I  no  longer 
esteem  them  friends,  I  still  feel  that  tenderness  for  their  cha 
racter  that  I  would  conceal  the  blemish  if  I  could.  But  in 
making  known  the  following  anecdote  to  you,  I  run  no  risk  of  a 
publication,  assured  that  when  I  have  once  enjoined  you  se 
crecy,  you  will  observe  it. 

My  letters  have  already  apprized  you  of  that  close  and  in 
timate  connexion  that  took  place  between  the  lady  you  visited 
in  Queen  Ann  Street,  and  us.  Nothing  could  be  more  pro 
mising,  though  sudden  in  the  commencement.  She  treated  us 
with  as  much  unreservedness  of  communication,  as  if  we  had 
been  born  in  the  same  house,  and  educated  together.  At  her 
departure,  she  herself  proposed  a  correspondence,  and  because 
writing  does  not  agree  with  your  mother,  proposed  a  cor 
respondence  with  me.  This  sort  of  intercourse  had  not 
been  long  maintained,  before  I  discovered,  by  some  slight 
intimations  of  it,  that  she  had  conceived  displeasure  at  some 
what  I  had  written,  though  I  cannot  now  recollect  it :  con 
scious  of  none  but  the  most  upright  inoffensive  intentions,  I 
yet  apologised  for  the  passage  in  question,  and  the  flaw  was 
healed  again.  Our  correspondence  after  this  proceeded  smoothly 
for  a  considerable  time,  but  at  length  having  had  repeated  occa 
sion  to  observe  that  she  expressed  a  sort  of  romantic  idea  of 
our  merits,  and  built  such  expectations  of  felicity  upon  our 
friendship,  as  we  were  sure  that  nothing  human  could  possibly 
answer,  I  wrote  to  remind  her  that  we  were  mortal,  to  recom 
mend  it  to  her  not  to  think  more  highly  of  us  than  the  subject 
would  warrant,  and  intimating  that  when  we  embellish  a  crea 
ture  with  colours  taken  from  our  own  fancy,  and  so  adorned, 
admire  and  praise  it  beyond  its  real  merits,  we  make  it  an 
idol,  and  have  nothing  to  expect  in  the  end,  but  that  it  will 
deceive  our  hopes,  and  that  we  shall  derive  nothing  from  it  but 
a  painful  conviction  of  our  error.  Your  mother  heard  me 
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read  the  letter,  she  read  it  herself,  and  honoured  it  with  her 
warm  approbation.  But  it  gave  mortal  offence ;  it  received 
indeed  an  answer,  but  such  an  one  as  I  could  by  no  means  re 
ply  to ;  and  there  ended  (for  it  was  impossible  it  should 
ever  be  renewed)  a  friendship  that  bid  fair  to  be  lasting  ;  being 
formed  with  a  woman  whose  seeming  stability  of  temper,  whose 
knowledge  of  the  world,  and  great  experience  of  its  folly, 
but  above  all,  whose  sense  of  religion,  and  seriousness  of  mind, 
(for  with  all  that  gaiety,  she  is  a  great  thinker,)  induced  us  both, 
in  spite  of  that  cautious  reserve  that  marks  our  characters,  to 
trust  her,  to  love  and  value  her,  and  to  open  our  hearts  for  her 
reception.  It  maybe  necessary  to  add,  that  by  her  own  desire 
I  wrote  to  her  under  the  assumed  relation  of  a  brother,  and 
she  to  me  as  my  sister. — Ceufumus  in  auras. 

I  thank  you  for  the  search  you  have  made  after  my  intended 
motto,  but  I  no  longer  need  it.  I  have  left  myself  no  room  for 
politics,  that  subject  therefore  must  be  postponed  to  a  future 
letter.  Our  love  is  always  with  yourself  and  family.  We 
have  recovered  from  the  concern  we  suffered  on  account  of  the 
fracas  above  mentioned,  though  for  some  days  it  made  us  un 
happy.  Not  knowing  but  that  she  might  possibly  become  sen 
sible  in  a  few  days  that  she  had  acted  hastily  and  unrea 
sonably,  and  renew  the  correspondence  herself,  I  could  not  in 
justice  apprize  you  of  this  quarrel  sooner,  but  some  weeks  hav 
ing  passed  without  any  proposals  of  accommodation,  I  am  now 
persuaded  that  none  are  intended,  and  in  justice  to  you  am 
obliged  to  caution  you  against  a  repetition  of  your  visit. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND,  Feb.  16,  1782. 

LEST  the  grumbling  strain  of  my  last  should  have  an  effect 
upon  you  which  I  did  not  intend,  and  occasion  you  another 
journey  to  Johnson's  in  order  that  you  might  inspire  him 
with  a  little  more  alacrity  in  his  work,  I  now  write  to  inform 
yon  that  he  has,  for  the  present  at  least,  silenced  all  my  com 
plaints,  by  sending  me  the  whole  book  except  the  two  last 
sheets,  which  he  gives  me  reason  to  expect  to-morrow.  When 
I  have  returned  the  parcel,  which  I  mean  to  do  by  the  diligence 
on  Monday,  this  tedious  business,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned  in 
it,  will  be  over ;  nothing  more  will  then  be  requisite  but  to 
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keep  the  press  going  till  the  number  he  designs  are  printed, 
which  I  suppose  will  demand  no  great  length  of  time,  as  I  have 
beard  that  the  expedition  with  which  they  can  work  off  a  book, 
when  the  press  is  once  set,  is  wonderful. 

Caraccioli  says — "There  is  something  very  bewitching  in 
authorship,  and  that  he  who  has  once  written  will  write  again." 
It  may  be  so — I  can  subscribe  to  the  former  part  of  his  asser 
tion  from  my  own  experience,  having  never  found  an  amuse 
ment,  among  the  many  I  have  been  obliged  to  have  recourse 
to,  that  so  well  answered  the  purpose  for  which  I  used  it.  The 
quieting  and  composing  effect  of  it  was  such,  and  so  totally 
absorbed  have  I  sometimes  been  in  my  rhyming  occupation,  that 
neither  the  past  nor  the  future,  (those  themes  which  to  me  are 
so  fruitful  in  regret  at  other  times,)  had  any  longer  a  share  in 
my  contemplation.  For  this  reason  I  wish,  and  have  often 
wished  since  the  fit  left  me,  that  it  would  seize  me  again ; 
but  hitherto  I  have  wished  it  in  vain.  I  see  no  want  of  sub 
jects,  but  I  feel  a  total  disability  to  discuss  them.  Whether  it 
is  thus  with  other  writers,  or  not,  I  am  ignorant,  but  I  should 
suppose  my  case  in  this  respect  a  little  peculiar.  The  vo 
luminous  writers  at  least,  whose  vein  of  fancy  seems  always 
to  have  been  rich  in  proportion  to  their  occasions,  cannot  have 
been  so  unlike,  and  so  unequal  to  themselves.  There  is  this 
difference  between  my  poetship  and  the  generality  of  them, — 
they  have  been  ignorant  how  much  they  have  stood  indebted 
to  an  Almighty  power,  for  the  exercise  of  those  talents  they 
have  supposed  their  own  ;  whereas  I  know,  and  know  most 
perfectly,  and  am  perhaps  to  be  taught  it  to  the  last,  that  my 
power  to  think,  whatever  it  be,  and  consequently  my  power  to 
compose,  is,  as  much  as  my  outward  form,  afforded  to  me  by 
the  same  hand  that  makes  me  in  any  respect  to  differ  from  a 
brute.  This  lesson  if  not  constantly  inculcated  might  perhaps 
be  forgotten,  or  at  least  too  slightly  remembered, — an  evil  of 
which  I  am  in  no  danger ;  for  if  all  that  ancient  mytholo- 
gists  have  invented  of  a  forked  hill,  a  fountain,  a  god  of  verse, 
and  his  verse  inspiring — ctetera  desunt.  W.  C. 

[Part  of  this  letter  has  been  torn  off.] 

TO    THE    EEV.    WILLIAM   UNWTff. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  24,  1782. 

IT  I  should  receive  a  letter  from  you  to-morrow,  you  must 
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still  remember  that  I  am  not  in  your  debt,  having  paid  you  by 
anticipation. — Knowing  that  you  take  an  interest  in  my  pub 
lication,  and  that  you  have  waited  for  it  with  some  impatience, 
I  write  to  inform  you  that,  if  it  is  possible  for  a  printer  to  be 
punctual,  I  shall  come  forth  on  the  first  of  March.  I  have  or 
dered  two  copies  to  Stock  ;  one  for  Mr.  John  Unwin. — It  is 
possible  after  all,  that  my  book  may  come  forth  without  a 
Preface.  Mr.  Newton  has  written,  (he  could  indeed  write  no 
other,)  a  very  sensible  as  well  as  a  very  friendly  one;  and  it  is 
printed.  But  the  bookseller,  who  knows  him  well,  and  esteems 
him  highly,  is  anxious  to  have  it  cancelled,  and  with  my  con 
sent  first  obtained,  has  offered  to  negotiate  that  matter  with 
the  author.  He  judges,  that,  though  it  would  serve  to  re 
commend  the  volume  to  the  religious,  it  would  disgust  the  pro 
fane,  and  that  there  is  in  reality  no  need  of  any  Preface  at  all. 
I  have  found  Johnson  a  very  judicious  man  on  other  occasions, 
and  am  therefore  willing  that  he  should  determine  for  me  upon 
this. 

Having  imparted  to  you  an  account  of  the  fracas  between 
us  and  Lady  Austen,  it  is  necessary  that  you  should  be  made 
acquainted  with  every  event  that  bears  any  relation  to  that  inci 
dent.  The  day  before  yesterday  she  sent  me,  by  her  brother- 
in-law,  Mr.  Jones,  three  pair  of  worked  ruffles,  with  advice  that 
I  should  soon  receive  a  fourth.  I  knew  they  were  begun  before 
we  quarrelled.  I  begged  Mr.  Jones  to  tell  her  when  he  wrote 
next,  how  much  I  thought  myself  obliged,  and  gave  him  to  un 
derstand  that  I  should  make  her  a  very  inadequate,  though  the 
only  return  in  my  power,  by  laying  my  volume  at  her  feet. 
This  likewise  she  had  previous  reason  given  to  expect.  Thus 
stands  the  affair  at  present ;  whether  any  thing  in  the  shape  of 
a  reconciliation  is  to  take  place  hereafter,  I  know  not ;  but  this 
I  know,  that  when  an  amicable  freedom  of  intercourse,  and 
that  unreserved  confidence  which  belongs  only  to  true  friend 
ship,  has  been  once  unrooted,  plant  it  again  with  what  care  you 
may,  it  is  very  difficult,  if  not  impossible  to  make  it  grow. 
The  fear  of  giving  offence  to  a  temper  too  apt  to  take  it,  is 
unfavourable  to  that  comfort  we  propose  to  ourselves  even  in 
our  ordinary  connexions,  but  absolutely  incompatible  with  the 
pleasures  of  real  friendship.  She  is  to  spend  the  summer  in 
our  neighbourhood,  Lady  Peterborough  and  Miss  Mordaunt  are 
to  be  of  the  party  ;  the  former  a  dissipated  woman  of  fashion, 
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and  the  latter  a  haughty  beauty.  Retirement  is  our  passion 
and  our  delight ;  it  is  in  stiU  fife  alone  we  look  for  that  mea 
sure  of  happiness  we  can  rationally  expect  below.  What  have 
we  to  do  therefore  with  characters  like  these?  shall  we  go  to 
the  dancing  school  again  ?  shall  we  cast  off  the  simplicity  of  our 
plain  and  artless  demeanour,  to  learn,  and  not  in  a  youthful  day 
neither,  the  manners  of  those  whose  manners  at  the  best  are 
their  only  recommendation,  and  yet  can  in  reality  recommend 
them  to  none,  but  to  people  like  themselves?  This  would  he  folly 
which  nothing  but  necessity  could  excuse,  and  in  our  case  no 
such  necessity  can  possibly  obtain.  We  will  not  go  into  the 
world,  and  if  the  world  would  come  to  us,  we  must  give  it  the 
French  answer — Monsieur  et  Madame  ne  sont  pas  visibles, 

There  are  but  few  persons  to  whom  I  present  my  book. 
The  Lord  Chancellor  is  one.  I  enclose  in  a  packet  I  send  bj 
this  post  to  Johnson  a  letter  to  his  Lordship  which  will  ac 
company  the  volume ;  and  to  you  I  enclose  a  copy  of  it,  be 
cause  I  know  you  will  have  a  friendly  curiosity  to  see  it.  An 
author  is  an  important  character.  Whatever  his  merits  may 
be,  the  mere  circumstance  of  authorship  warrants  his  approach 
to  persons,  whom  otherwise  perhaps  he  could  hardly  address 
without  being  deemed  impertinent.  He  can  do  me  no  good. 
If  I  should  happen  to  do  him  a  little,  I  shall  be  a  greater  man 
than  he.  I  have  ordered  a  copy  likewise  to  Mr.  Robert  Smith. 

Lord  Sandwich  has  been  hard  run,  but  I  consider  the  push 
that  has  been  made  to  displace  him  as  the  effort  of  a  faction, 
rather  than  as  the  struggle  of  true  patriotism  convinced  of  his 
delinquency,  and  desirous  to  sacrifice  him  to  the  interests  of  the 
country.  Without  public  virtue  public  prosperity  cannot  be 
long  lived,  and  where  must  we  look  for  it  ?  It  seems  indeed 
to  have  a  share  in  the  motives  that  animate  one  or  two  of  the 
popular  party  ;  but  grant  them  sincere,  which  is  a  very  chari 
table  concession,  the  rest  are  evidently  naught,  and  the  quan 
tity  of  salt  is  too  small  to  season  the  mass. 

I  hope  John  continues  to  be  pleased,  and  to  give  pleasure. 
If  he  loves  instruction,  he  has  a  tutor  who  can  give  him  plenti 
fully  of  what  he  loves  ;  and  with  his  natural  abilities  his  pro 
gress  must  be  such  as  you  would  wish.  Yours,  W.  C. 

TO    THE    HEV.    JOHN    NEWTON. 

Mr  DEAR  FRIEND,  February,  1782. 

IT  is  not  possible  for  me,  as  it  used  to  be,  to  answer  a  Sunday's 
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letter  by  the  return  of  the  post.  It  goes  out  before  it  comes  in. 
A  new  and  very  inconvenient  regulation.  I  am  now  obliged 
to  get  all  my  despatches  ready  by  nine  or  ten  in  the  morning. 
Methinks  I  express  myself  like  a  secretary  of  state. 

I  enclose  Johnson's  upon  the  subject  of  the  Preface,  and 
would  send  you  my  reply  to  it,  if  I  had  kept  a  copy.  This 
however  was  the  purport  of  it.  That  Mr.  Bates,  whom  I 
described  as  you  described  him  to  me,  had  made  a  similar 
objection,  but  that  being  willing  to  hope,  that  two  or  three 
pages  of  sensible  matter,  well  expressed,  might  possibly  go 
down,  though  of  a  religious  cast,  I  was  resolved  to  believe 
him  mistaken,  and  to  pay  no  regard  to  it.  That  his  judgement 
however,  who  by  his  occupation  is  bound  to  understand  what 
will  promote  the  sale  of  a  book,  and  what  will  hinder  it,  seemed 
to  deserve  more  attention.  That  therefore,  according  to  his 
own  offer  written  on  a  small  slip  of  paper  now  lost,  I  should 
be  obliged  to  him  if  he  would  state  his  difficulties  to  you  :  add 
ing,  that  I  need  not  inform  him,  who  is  so  well  acquainted  with 
you,  that  he  would  find  you  easy  to  be  persuaded  to  sacrifice,  if 
necessary,  what  you  had  written,  to  the  interests  of  the  book. 
I  find  he  has  had  an  interview  with  you  upon  the  occasion,  and 
your  behaviour  in  it  has  verified  my  prediction.  What  course 
he  determines  upon  I  do  not  know,  nor  am  I  at  all  anxious 
about  it.  It  is  impossible  for  me  however  to  be  so  insensible 
of  your  kindness  in  writing  the  Preface,  as  not  to  be  desirous 
of  defying  all  contingencies  rather  than  entertain  a  wish  to 
suppress  it.  It  will  do  me  honour  in  the  eyes  of  those  whose 
good  opinion  is  indeed  an  honour,  and  if  it  hurts  me  in  the  es 
timation  of  others,  I  cannot  help  it ;  the  fault  is  neither  yours 
nor  mine,  but  theirs.  If  a  minister's  is  a  more  splendid  cha 
racter  than  a  poet's,  and  I  think  nobody  that  understands 
their  value  can  hesitate  in  deciding  that  question,  then  un 
doubtedly  the  advantage  of  having  our  names  united  in  the 
same  volume  is  all  on  my  side :  — but  to  say  truth,  though  I 
may  find  a  transient  amusement,  I  have  no  sincere  pleasure  in 
any  thing.  Sufficient  care  is  taken  by  my  nightly  instructors 
that  I  shall  not  forget  my  whereabout.  Reminded  as  I  am  con 
tinually,  and  always  knowing  it  to  be  true,  that  I  am  a 
foreigner  to  the  system  I  inhabit,  I  cannot  if  I  would  deceive 
myself  into  an  opinion  that  I  have  any  real  interest  in  any  thing 
here.  I  know  that  this  persuasion  would  be  thought  sufficient 
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evidence  of  frenzy  were  it  produced  before  a  jury  under  a  com 
mission  of  lunacy  ;  but.  it  is  not  the  less  a  fact,  neither  is  it  to 
me  the  least  distressing  part  of  it,  that  it  is  a  fact  of  which  I  can 
convince  nobody,  because  though  convinced  myself,  it  is  impos 
sible  I  should  produce  any  proof  of  it ;  but  let  this  pass — it  will 
be  known  in  due  time. 

We  thank  you  for  the  Fast-sermon.  I  had  not  read  two 
pages  before  I  exclaimed, — The  man  has  read  Expostulation ! 
But  though  there  is  a  strong  resemblance  between  the  two 
pieces  in  point  of  matter,  and  sometimes  the  very  same  expres 
sions  are  to  be  met  with,  yet  I  soon  recoUected  that,  on  such  a 
theme,  a  striking  coincidence  of  both  might  happen  without  a 
wonder.  I  doubt  not  that  it  is  the  production  of  an  honest 
man,  it  carries  with  it  an  air  of  sincerity  and  zeal,  that  is  not 
easily  counterfeited.  But  though  I  can  see  no  reason  why 
kings  should  not  sometimes  hear  of  their  faults,  as  well  as 
other  men,  I  think  I  see  many  good  ones  why  they  should  not 
be  reproved  so  publicly.  It  can  hardly  be  done  with  that  re 
spect  which  is  due  to  their  office,  on  the  part  of  the  author,  or 
without  encouraging  a  spirit  of  unmannerly  censure  in  his 
readers.  His  majesty  too  perhaps  might  answer  — "my  own 
personal  feelings  and  offences  I  am  ready  to  confess  ;  but  were 
I  to  follow  your  advice,  and  cashier  the  profligate  from  my 
service,  where  must  I  seek  men  of  faith,  and  true  Christian  piety, 
qualified  by  nature  and  by  education  to  succeed  them  ?"  Busi 
ness  must  be  done,  men  of  business  alone  can  do  it,  and  good 
men  are  rarely  found  under  that  description.  When  Nathan 
reproved  David,  he  did  not  employ  a  herald,  or  accompany  his 
charge  with  the  sound  of  the  trumpet ;  nor  can  I  think  the 
writer  of  this  sermon  quite  justifiable  in  exposing  the  king's 
faults  in  the  sight  of  the  people. 

These  two  last  posts  our  news  has  failed  us.  This  has  oc 
casioned  our  hiring  one,  and  has  given  us  an  opportunity  to  dis 
cover  that  we  can  be  furnished  at  Olney  with  six  Morning  Chro 
nicles  in  the  week,  for  three  shillings  and  three  pence  a  quarter. 
We  shall  be  obliged  to  you  therefore  if  you  will  pay  our 
London  newsmonger,  and  tell  him  we  have  no  further  need  of 
him. 

Daniel  Raban  has  levelled  and  gravelled  the  market  hill,  and 
because  water  is  scarce  at  Olney,  has  put  the  parish  to  the  ex 
pense  of  a  town  pump,  and  designs,  in  order  that  people  may  not 


412  COWPER'S  LETTERS. 

run  their  heads  against  it  in  the  night,  to  crown  it  with  a 
lamp.  As  the  people  here  are  not  so  rich  as  to  be  able  to 
afford  superfluities,  this  measure  does  not  give  universal  satis 
faction.  I  subjoin  the  only  verses  I  have  written  for  some 
time,  which  however  are  not  to  be  published.  The  pump 
stands  opposite  Banister's  door. 

Let  Banister  now  lend  his  aid 
To  furnish  shoes  for  the  Baker, 

Who  has  put  down  a  pump,  with  a  lamp  on  its  head, 
For  the  use  of  the  said  Shoe-maker. 

Many  thanks  for  the  tongues  arid  the  nuts  :  one  of  the  latter 
is  remarkably  fine.  The  money  shall  be  paid  as  directed.  I  en 
close  a  list  of  my  gifted  readers,  that  you  may  not  purchase  for 
those  to  whom  I  intend  a  present.  I  shall  send  Lord  Dart 
mouth  a  card  by  the  present  post.  We  are  as  ever  yours 
and  Mrs.  Newton's.  WM.  COWPER. 

My  coach  is  full.  Mr.  Jones  cannot  have  a  place  in  it  till 
next  time. 

TO   THE   EEV.  JOIIK   KEWTON. 

MY    HEAR    FRIEND,  March  6,   1782. 

THE  tempting  occasion  of  a  basket  directed  to  you,  seldom 
fails  to  produce  a  letter ;  not  that  I  have  any  thing  to  say,  but 
because  I  can  say  anything,  therefore  I  seize  the  present  op 
portunity  to  address  you.  Some  subject  will  be  sure  to  pre 
sent  itself,  and  the  first  that  offers  shall  be  welcome. 

Is  peace  the  nearer  because  our  patriots  have  resolved  that 
it  is  desirable  ?  Will  the  victory  they  have  gained  in  the  House 
of  Commons  be  attended  with  any  other  consequences  than  the 
mortification  of  the  King,  the  embarrassment  of  ministry,  and 
perhaps  Lord  North's  resignation  ?  Do  they  expect  the  same 
success  on  other  occasions,  and  having  once  gained  a  majority, 

are  they  to  be  the  majority  for  ever  ? These  are  the  questions 

we  agitate  by  the  fireside  in  an  evening,  without  being  able  to 
come  to  any  certain  conclusion,  partly  I  suppose  because  the 
subject  is  in  itself  uncertain,  and  partly  because  we  are  not  fur 
nished  with  the  means  of  understanding  it.  I  find  the  politics 
of  times  past  far  more  intelligible  than  those  of  the  present. 
Time  has  thrown  light  upon  what  was  obscure,  and  decided  what 
was  ambiguous.  The  characters  of  great  men,  which  are  always 
mysterious  while  they  live,  are  ascertained  by  the  faithful  histo- 
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rian,  and  sooner  or  later  receive  their  wages  of  fame  or  infamy, 
according  to  their  true  deserts.  How  have  I  seen  sensible  and 
learned  men  burn  incense  to  the  memory  of  Oliver  Cromwell, 
ascribing  to  him,  as  the  greatest  hero  of  the  world,  the  dignity 
of  the  British  empire  during  the  interregnum.  A  century  passed 
before  that  idol,  which  seemed  to  be  of  gold,  was  proved  to  be 
a  wooden  one.  The  fallacy  however  was  at  length  detected,  and 
the  honour  of  that  detection  has  fallen  to  the  share  of  a 
woman.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  read  Mrs.  Macau- 
lay's  history  of  that  period.  She  handled  him  more  roughly 
than  the  Scots  did  at  the  battle  of  Dunbar,  where,  though  he 
gained  a  victory,  he  received  a  wound  in  his  head,  that  had 
almost  made  it  his  last,  and  spoiled  him  for  a  Protector.  He 
would  have  thought  it  little  worth  his  while  to  have  broken 
through  all  obligations  divine  and  human,  to  have  wept  croco 
dile  tears,  and  wrapped  himself  up  in  the  obscurity  of  speeches 
that  nobody  could  understand,  could  he  have  forseen  that  in 
the  ensuing  century  a  lady's  scissars  would  clip  his  laurels 
close,  and  expose  his  naked  villany  to  the  scorn  of  all  pos 
terity.  This  however  has  been  accomplished,  and  so  effec 
tually,  that  I  suppose  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most 
artificial  management  to  make  them  grow  again.  Even  the  sa 
gacious  of  mankind  are  blind  when  Providence  leaves  them  to 
be  deluded ;  so  blind,  that  a  tyrant  shall  be  mistaken  for  a 
true  patriot,  true  patriots  (such  were  the  Long  Parliament)  shall 
be  abhorred  as  tyrants,  and  almost  a  whole  nation  shall  dream, 
that  they  have  the  full  enjoyment  of  liberty,  for  years  after 
such  a  crafty  knave  as  Oliver  shall  have  stolen  it  completely 
from  them.  I  am  indebted  for  all  this  show  of  historical 
knowledge  to  Mr.  Bull,  who  has  lent  me  five  volumes  of  the 
work  I  mention.  I  was  willing  to  display  it  while  I  have  it ; 
in  a  twelvemonth's  time  I  shall  remember  almost  nothing  of 
the  matter. 

I  wrote  to  Lord  Dartmouth  to  apprize  him  of  my  intended 
present,  and  have  received  a  very  affectionate  and  obliging  an 
swer.  But  not  having  received  the  volume  myself,  I  suppose 
it  is  not  yet  published,  though  the  first  of  the  month  was 
the  day  fixed  for  the  publication. 

No  winter  since  we  knew  Olney  has  kept  us  more  closely 
confined  than  the  present ;  either  the  ways  have  been  so  dirty 
or  the  weather  so  rough,  that  we  have  not  more  than  three 
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times  escaped  into  the  fields  since  last  autumn.  This  does 
not  suit  Mrs.  Unwin,  to  whom  air  and  exercise,  her  only  re 
medies,  are  almost  absolutely  necessary.  Neither  are  my 
frequent  calls  into  the  garden  altogether  sufficient  for  me. 
Man,  a  changeable  creature  himself,  seems  to  subsist  best  in  a 
state  of  variety,  as  his  proper  element.  A  melancholy  man  at 
least  is  apt  to  grow  sadly  weary  of  the  same  walls  and  the 
same  pales,  and  to  find  that  the  same  scene  will  suggest  the 
same  thoughts  perpetually. 

Mrs.  Unwin  hopes  the  chickens  will  prove  good,  though 
not  so  fat  as  she  generally  makes  them.  She  has  sent  the  two 
guineas  for  the  box,  and  I  the  layers  and  pinks  I  mentioned. 
When  the  bulbs  are  taken  up  at  Michaelmas,  Mrs.  Newton 
shall  receive  a  parcel  of  all  the  sorts.  Though  I  have  spoken 
of  the  utility  of  changes,  we  neither  feel  nor  wish  for  any  in 
our  friendships,  and  consequently  stand  just  where  we  did  with 
respect  to  your  whole  self.  Other  friends  than  you  we  have 
none,  nor  expect  any.  Yours,  my  dear  Sir, 

WM.  COWPER. 

The  cocoa  nuts  were  equally  good,  and  one  of  the  tongues 
proved  a  very  fine  one  ;  we  have  not  dressed  the  other. 

TO   THE   BEV.    WILLIAM    UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  7,  1782. 

WE  have  great  pleasure  in  the  contemplation  of  your  Northern 
journey,  as  it  promises  us  a  sight  of  you  and  yours  by  the 
way,  and  are  only  sorry  that  Miss  Shuttleworth  cannot  be  of 
the  party.  A  line  to  ascertain  the  hour  when  we  may  expect 
you,  by  the  next  preceding  post,  will  be  welcome. 

We  are  far  from  wishing  a  renewal  of  the  connexion  we 
have  lately  talked  about.  We  did  indeed  find  it  in  a  certain 
way  an  agreeable  one  while  that  lady  continued  in  the  country, 
yet  not  altogether  compatible  with  our  favourite  plan,  with  that 
silent  retirement  in  which  we  have  spent  so  many  years,  and 
in  which  we  wish  to  spend  what  are  yet  before  us.  She  is  ex 
ceedingly  sensible,  has  great  quickness  of  parts,  and  an  uncom 
mon  fluency  of  expression,  but  her  vivacity  was  sometimes  too 
much  for  us ;  occasionally  perhaps  it  might  refresh  and  re 
vive  us,  but  it  more  frequently  exhausted  us,  neither  your 
mother  nor  I  being  in  that  respect  at  all  a  match  for  her.  But 
after  all,  it  does  not  entirely  depend  upon  us,  whether  our 


TO    THE    KEV.    W.    UNWIN.  415 

former  intimacy  shall  take  place  again  or  not;  or  rather  whether 
we  shall  attempt  to  cultivate  it,  or  give  it  over,  as  we  are 
most  inclined  to  do,  in  despair.  I  suspect  a  little  by  her 
sending  the  ruffles,  and  by  the  terms  in  which  she  spoke  of  us 
to  you,  that  some  overtures  on  her  part  are  to  be  looked  for. 
Should  this  happen,  however  we  may  wish  to  be  reserved, 
we  must  not  be  rude ;  but  I  can  answer  for  us  both,  that  we 
shall  enter  into  the  connexion  again  with  great  reluctance, 
not  hoping  for  any  better  fruit  of  it  than  it  has  already  pro 
duced.  If  you  thought  she  fell  short  of  the  description  I  gave 
of  her,  I  still  think  however  that  it  was  not  a  partial  one,  and 
that  it  did  not  make  too  favourable  a  representation  of  her 
character.  You  must  have  seen  her  to  a  disadvantage  ;  a  con 
sciousness  of  a  quarrel  so  recent,  and  in  which  she  had  ex 
pressed  herself  with  a  warmth  that  she  knew  must  have 
affronted  and  shocked  us  both,  must  unavoidably  have  produced 
its  effect  upon  her  behaviour,  which  though  it  could  not  be 
awkward,  must  have  been  in  some  degree  unnatural,  her  at 
tention  being  necessarily  pretty  much  engrossed  by  a  recollec 
tion  of  what  had  passed  between  us.  I  would  by  no  means 
have  hazarded  you  into  her  company,  if  I  had  not  been  sure 
that  she  would  treat  you  with  politeness,  and  almost  per 
suaded  that  she  would  soon  see  the  unreasonableness  of  her 
conduct,  and  make  a  suitable  apology. 

It  is  not  much  for  my  advantage,  that  the  printer  delays  so 
long  to  gratify  your  expectation.  It  is  a  state  of  mind  that  is 
apt  to  tire  and  disconcert  us ;  and  there  are  but  few  pleasures 
that  make  us  amends  for  the  pain  of  repeated  disappointment. 
I  take  it  for  granted  you  have  not  received  the  volume,  not 
having  received  it  myself,  nor  indeed  heard  from  Johnson, 
since  he  fixed  the  first  of  the  month  for  its  publication. 

What  a  medley  are  our  public  prints,  half  the  page  filled  with 
the  ruin  of  the  country,  and  the  other  half  filled  with  the  vices 
and  pleasures  of  it; — here  an  island  taken,  and  there  a  new 
comedy  ; — here  an  empire  lost,  and  there  an  Italian  opera,  or 
the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  rout  on  a  Sunday  ! 

"May  it  please  your  R.  H.!  I  am  an  Englishman,  and  must 
stand  or  fall  with  the  nation.  Religion,  its  true  Palladium,  has 
been  stolen  away;  and  it  is  crumbling  into  dust.  Sin  ruins  us, 
the  sins  of  the  great  especially,  and  of  their  sins  especially  the 
violation  of  the  sabbath,  because  it  is  naturally  productive  of 
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all  the  rest.  Is  it  fit  that  a  Prince  should  make  the  sabbath  a 
day  of  dissipation,  and  that  not  content  with  his  own  personal 
profanation  of  it,  he  should  invite  all  whose  rank  entitles  them 
to  the  honour  of  such  distinction,  to  partake  with  him  in  his 
guilt?  Are  examples  operative  in  proportion  to  the  dignity  of 
those  who  set  them?  Whose  then  more  pernicious  than  your 
own  in  this  flagrant  instance  of  impiety  ?  For  shame,  Sir  ! — if 
you  wish  well  to  your  brother's  arms,  and  would  be  glad  to 
see  the  kingdom  emerging  again  from  her  ruins,  pay  more 
respect  to  an  ordinance  that  deserves  the  deepest !  I  do  not 

say  pardon  this  short  remonstance ; The  concern  I  feel  for 

my  country,  and  the  interest  I  have  in  its  prosperity,  give  me 
a  right  to  make  it.  I  am,  &c." 

Thus  one  might  write  to  his  Highness,  and  (I  suppose)  might 
be  as  profitably  employed  in  whistling  the  tune  of  an  old  ballad. 

Lord  P had  a  rout  too  on  the  same  day. — Is  he  the  son 

of  that  P ,  who  bought  Punch  for  a  hundred  pounds,  and 

having  kept  him  a  week,  tore  him  limb  from  limb  becuse  he  was 
sullen  and  would  not  speak  ? — Probably  he  is. 

I  have  no  copy  of  the  Preface,  nor  do  I  know  at  present 
how  Johnson  and  Mr.  Newton  have  settled  it.  In  the  matter  of 
it  there  was  nothing  offensively  peculiar.  But  it  was  thought 
too  pious.  Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BEV.    JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRiExn,  March  14,  1782. 

I  CAN  only  repeat  what  I  said  some  time  since,  that  the  world 
is  grown  more  foolish  and  careless  than  it  was  when  I  had  the 
honour  of  knowing  it.  Though  your  Preface  was  of  a  serious 
cast,  it  was  yet  free  from  every  thing  that  might,  with  propriety, 
expose  it  to  the  charge  of  Methodism,  being  guilty  of  no  offen 
sive  peculiarities,  nor  containing  any  of  those  obnoxious  doc 
trines  at  which  the  world  is  so  apt  to  be  angry,  and  which  we  must 
give  her  leave  to  be  angry  at,  because  we  know  she  cannot  help 
it.  It  asserted  nothing  more  than  every  rational  creature  must 
admit  to  be  true, — "that  divine  and  earthly  things  can  no 
longer  stand  in  competition  with  each  other,  in  the  judgement  of 
any  man,  than  while  he  continues  ignorant  of  their  respective 
value :  and  that  the  moment  the  eyes  are  opened,  the  latter 
are  always  cheerfully  relinquished  for  the  sake  of  the  former." 
Now  I  do  most  certainly  remember  the  time  when  such  a  pro- 
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position  as  this  would  have  been  at  least  supportable,  and 
when  it  would  not  have  spoiled  the  market  of  any  volume  to 
which  it  had  been  prefixed ;  ergo — the  times  are  altered  for 
the  worse. 

I  have  reason  to  be  very  much  satisfied  with  my  publisher.  < 
He  marked  such  lines  as  did  not  please  him,  and  as  often  I 
could,  I  paid  all  possible  respect  to  his  animadversions.  You 
will  accordingly  find,  at  least  if  you  recollect  how  they  stood  in 
the  MS.,  that  several  passages  are  the  better  for  having  un-  / 
dergone  his  critical  notice.  Indeed  I  do  not  know  where  I  could 
have  found  a  bookseller  who  could  have  pointed  out  to  me  my 
defects  with  more  discernment ;  and  as  I  find  it  is  a  fashion  for 
modern  bards  to  publish  the  names  of  the  literati  who  have 
favoured  their  works  with  a  revisal,  would  myself  most  wil 
lingly  have  acknowledged  my  obligations  to  Johnson,  and  so  I 
told  him.  I  am  to  thank  you  likewise,  and  ought  to  have  done 
it  in  the  first  place,  for  having  recommended  to  me  the  sup 
pression  of  some  lines,  which  I  am  now  more  than  ever  con 
vinced  would  at  least  have  done  me  no  honour. 

I  was  not  unacquainted  with  Mr.  Browne's  extraordinary  case, 
before  you  favoured  me  with  his  letter  and  his  intended  dedica 
tion  to  the  Queen,  though  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  a  sight 
of  those  two  curiosities,  which  I  do  not  recollect  to  have 
ever  seen  till  you  sent  them.  I  could,  however,  were  it  not  a 
subject  that  would  make  us  all  melancholy,  point  out  to  you 
some  essential  differences  between  his  state  of  mind  and  my 
own,  which  would  prove  mine  to  be  by  far  the  most  deplorable 
of  the  two.  I  suppose  no  man  would  despair,  if  he  did  not  ap 
prehend  something  singular  in  the  circumstances  of  his  own 
story,  something  that  discriminates  it  from  that  of  every  other 
man,  and  that  induces  despair  as  an  inevitable  consequence. 
You  may  encounter  his  unhappy  persuasion  with  as  many 
instances  as  you  please,  of  persons  whd,  like  him,  having  re 
nounced  all  hope,  were  yet  restored ;  and  may  thence  infer 
that  he,  like  them,  shall  meet  with  a  season  of  restoration — 
but  it  is  in  vain.  Every  such  individual  accounts  himself  an 
exception  to  all  rules,  and  therefore  the  blessed  reverse,  that 
others  have  experienced,  affords  no  ground  of  comfortable  ex 
pectation  to  him.  But  you  will  say,  it  is  reasonable  to  conclude 
that  as  all  your  predecessors  in  this  vale  of  misery  and  horror 
have  found  themselves  delightfully  disappointed  at  last,  so  will 

».  c. — 2.  E  E 
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you  : — I  grant  the  reasonableness  of  it ;  it  would  be  sinful, 
perhaps,  because  uncharitable,  to  reason  otherwise;  but  an  ar 
gument,  hypothetical  in  its  nature,  however  rationally  con 
ducted,  may  lead  to  a  false  conclusion ;  and  in  this  instance  so 
will  yours.  But  I  forbear.  For  the  cause  above  mentioned,  I 
will  say  no  more,  though  it  is  a  subject  on  which  I  could 
write  more  than  the  mail  would  carry.  I  must  deal  with 
you  as  I  deal  with  poor  Mrs.  Unwin,  in  all  our  disputes  about 
it,  cutting  all  controversy  short  by  an  appeal  to  the  event. 

MY    DEAR    MADAM, 

We  return  you  many  thanks,  in  the  first  place  for  a  pot  of 
scallops  excellently  pickled,  and  in  the  second  for  the  snuff-box. 
We  admired  it,  even  when  we  supposed  the  price  of  it  two 
guineas ;  guess  then  with  what  raptures  we  contemplated  it 
when  we  found  that  it  cost  but  one.  It  was  genteel  before, 
but  then  it  became  a  perfect  model  of  elegance,  and  worthy  to 
be  the  desire  of  all  noses. 

Your  own  hams  not  being  dry,  Mrs.  Unwin  begs  your  ac 
ceptance  of  one  of  hers,  together  with  a  couple  of  fowls,  and 
would  have  sent  some  brocoli,  but  has  none — a  reason  for  not 
sending  it,  which,  however  to  be  lamented,  must  yet  be  allowed 
a  satisfactory  one.  Dear  Madam, 

We  are  yours  and  Sir's  most 
Affectionately  and  truly 

WM.  C.  AITD  M.  U. 


TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  14,  1782. 

As  servant  maids,  and  such  sort  of  folks,  account  a  letter  good 
for  nothing,  unless  it  begins  with — This  comes  hoping  you  are 
well,  as  I  am  at  this  present :  so  I  should  be  chargeable  with 
a  great  omission,  were  I  not  to  make  frequent  use  of  the  fol 
lowing  grateful  exordium — Many  thanks  for  a  fine  cod  and 
oysters. — Your  bounty  never  arrived  more  seasonably.  I  had 
just  been  observing  that  among  other  deplorable  effects  of  the 
war,  the  scarcity  of  fish  which  it  occasioned,  was  severely  felt 
at  Olney ;  but  your  plentiful  supply  immediately  reconciled 
me,  though  not  to  the  war,  yet  to  my  small  share  in  the  cala 
mities  it  produces. 

I  hope  my  bookseller  has  paid  due  attention  to  the  order  I 
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gave  him  to  furnish  you  with  my  books.  The  composition  of 
those  pieces  afforded  me  an  agreeable  amusement  at  intervals, 
for  about  a  twelvemonth  ;  and  I  should  be  glad  to  devote  the 
leisure  hours  of  another  twelvemonth  to  the  same  occupation  ; 
at  least,  if  my  lucubrations  should  meet  with  a  favourable 
acceptance.  But  I  cannot  write  when  I  would  ;  and  whether 
J  shall  find  readers,  is  a  problem  not  yet  decided.  So  the 
Muse  and  I  are  parted  for  the  present. 

I  sent  Lord  Thurlow  a  volume,  and  a  letter  with  it,  which 
I  communicate  because  you  will  undoubtedly  have  some  curiosity 
to  see  it.  Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE  BEV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  March  18,   1782. 

NOTHIXG  has  given  me  so  much  pleasure,  since  the  publica 
tion  of  my  volume,  as  your  favourable  opinion  of  it.  It  may 
possibly  meet  with  acceptance  from  hundreds,  whose  com 
mendation  would  afford  me  no  other  satisfaction  than  what  I 
should  find  in  the  hope  that  it  might  do  them  good.  I  have 
some  neighbours  in  this  place,  who  say  they  like  it ; — doubt 
less  I  had  rather  they  should  than  that  they  should  not, — but 
I  know  them  to  be  persons  of  no  more  taste  in  poetry,  than 
skill  in  the  mathematics ;  their  applause  therefore  is  a  sound 
that  has  no  music  in  it  for  me.  But  my  vanity  was  not  so 
entirely  quiescent  when  I  read  your  friendly  account  of  the 
manner  in  which  it  had  affected  you.  It  was  tickled,  and 
pleased,  and  told  me  in  a  pretty  loud  whisper,  that  others  per 
haps  of  whose  taste  and  judgement  I  had  a  high  opinion,  would 
approve  it  too.  As  a  giver  of  good  counsel,  I  wish  to  please 
all ; — as  an  author,  I  am  perfectly  indifferent  to  the  judgement 
of  all,  except  the  few  who  are  indeed  judicious.  The  circum 
stance  however  in  your  letter  which  pleased  me  most  was,  that 
you  wrote  in  high  spirits,  and  though  you  said  much,  sup 
pressed  more,  lest  you  should  hurt  my  delicacy  ;  my  delicacy 
is  obliged  to  you, — but  you  observe  it  is  not  so  squeamish,  but 
that  after  it  has  feasted  upon  praise  expressed,  it  can  find  a 
comfortable  dessert  in  the  contemplation  of  praise  implied.  I 
now  feel  as  if  I  should  be  glad  to  begin  another  volume,  but 
from  the  will  to  the  power  is  a  step  too  wide  for  me  to  take  at 
present,  and  the  season  of  the  year  brings  with  it  so  many 
avocations  into  the  garden,  where  I  am  my  own  fac  totum, 
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that  I  have  little  or  no  leisure  for  the  quill.  I  should  do  myself 
much  wrong,  were  I  to  omit  mentioning  the  great  compla 
cency  with  which  I  read  your  narrative  of  Mrs.  Unwin's  smiles 
and  tears  ;  persons  of  much  sensibility  are  always  persons  of 
taste  ;  a  taste  for  poetry  depends  indeed  upon  that  very  article 
more  than  upon  any  other.  If  she  had  Aristotle  by  heart,  I 
should  not  esteem  her  judgement  so  highly,  were  she  defective 
in  point  of  feeling,  as  I  do  and  must  esteem  it,  knowing  her 
to  have  such  feelings  as  Aristotle  could  not  communicate,  and 
as  half  the  readers  in  the  world  are  destitute  of.  This  it  is 
that  makes  me  set  so  high  a  price  upon  your  mother's  opinion. 
She  is  a  critic  by  nature,  and  not  by  rule,  and  has  a  percep 
tion  of  what  is  good  or  bad  in  composition,  that  I  never  knew 
deceive  her  ;  insomuch,  that  when  two  sorts  of  expression  have 
pleaded  equally  for  the  preference  in  my  own  esteem,  and  I 
have  referred,  as  in  such  cases  I  always  did,  the  decision  of  the 
point  to  her,  I  never  knew  her  at  a  loss  for  a  just  one. 

Whether  I  shall  receive  any  answer  from  his  Chancellorship 
or  not,  is  at  present  in  ambiguo,  and  will  probably  continue 
in  the  same  state  of  ambiguity  much  longer.  He  is  so  busy 
a  man,  and  at  this  time,  if  the  papers  may  be  credited,  so  par 
ticularly  busy,  that  I  am  forced  to  mortify  myself  with  the 
thought,  that  both  my  book  and  my  letter  may  be  thrown  into 
a  corner  as  too  insignificant  for  a  statesman's  notice,  and  never 
found  till  his  executor  finds  them.  This  affair  however  is 
neither  ad  my  libitum  nor  his.  I  have  sent  him  the  truth, 
and  the  truth  which  I  know  he  is  ignorant  of.  He  that  put  it 
into  the  heart  of  a  certain  eastern  monarch,  to  amuse  himself 
one  sleepless  night  with  listening  to  the  records  of  his  kingdom, 
is  able  to  give  birth  to  such  another  occasion  in  Lord  Thurlow's 
instance,  and  inspire  him  with  a  curiosity  to  know  what  he  has 
received  from  a  friend  he  once  loved  and  valued.  If  an  answer 
comes  however,  you  shall  not  long  be  a  stranger  to  the  con 
tents  of  it. 

I  have  read  your  letter  to  their  Worships,  and  much  approve 
of  it.  May  it  have  the  effect  it  ought !  If  not,  still  you  have 
acted  an  humane  and  becoming  part,  and  the  poor  aching  toes 
and  fingers  of  the  prisoners  will  not  appear  in  judgement 
against  you.  I  have  made  a  slight  alteration  in  the  last 
sentence,  which  perhaps  you  will  not  disapprove. 

Yours  ever,         W.  C. 
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TO   THE   EEV.    WILLIAM   BULL. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  March  24,  1782. 

IF  you  had  only  commended  me  as  a  poet,  I  should  have 
swallowed  your  praises  whole,  have  smacked  my  lips,  and  made 
no  reply ;  but  as  you  offer  me  your  friendship,  and  account 
me  worthy  of  your  affection,  which  I  esteem  a  much  greater 
honour  than  that  of  being  a  poet,  though  even  approved  by 
you,  it  seems  necessary  that  I  should  not  be  quite  dumb  upon 
so  interesting  an  occasion. 

Your  letter  gave  me  great  pleasure,  both  as  a  testimony  of 
your  approbation,  and  of  your  regard.  I  wrote  in  hopes  of  pleas 
ing  you,  and  such  as  you ;  and  though  I  must  confess  that, 
at  the  same  time,  I  cast  a  side-long  glance  at  the  good  liking 
of  the  world  at  large,  I  believe  I  can  say  it  was  more  for  the 
sake  of  their  advantage  and  instruction  than  their  praise. 
They  are  children  :  if  we  give  them  physic,  we  must  sweeten  the 
rim  of  the  cup  with  honey.  If  my  book  is  so  far  honoured  as 
to  be  made  a  vehicle  of  true  knowledge  to  any  that  are  igno 
rant,  I  shall  rejoice ;  and  do  already  rejoice  that  it  has  pro 
cured  me  a  proof  of  your  esteem,  whom  I  had  rather  please 
than  all  the  writers  of  both  Reviews. 

When  your  leisure  and  your  health  will  allow  you  to  trot 
over  to  Oiney,  you  will  most  assuredly  be  welcome  to  us  both, 
and  even  welcome  if  you  please  to  light  your  pipe  with  the  page 
in  question. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  affectionately,         VVM.  COWPER. 

TO    THE   EEV.   WILLIAM  BULL. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  Tuesday  morning. 

BEHOLD  the  plan  of  your  future  operations !  which,  as  I  have 
told  Mr.  Newton,  the  man  being  found  who  is  able  to  carry  it 
into  practice,  ought  not  to  be  called  Utopian.  It  must  be  re 
turned  to  London  in  the  course  of  the  next  ten  days,  by  you  if 
you  have  opportunity  to  send  it ;  if  not,  by  me.  In  the  latter 
case  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  remit  it  to  Olney  in  due  season. 

I  have  loaded  Mr.  Dunville  with  your  books,  and  return  you 
many  thanks  for  the  use  of  them.  Mr.  Milner's  gave  me  great 
pleasure,  as  a  sensible,  just,  and  temperate  piece  of  argument. 
.1  only  regret  that,  having  it  in  his  power  to  be  perfectly  correct 
in  his  expression,  he  should  suffer  any  inaccuracies  to  escape 
him.  Such  mistakes  in  an  advocate  for  the  truth,  however 
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venial  in  others,  are  sure  to  be  marked  by  the  critics,  and 
magnified  to  the  disadvantage  of  his  cause. 

I  heartily  wish  you  many  comfortable  whiffs  to-day,  and 
every  day,  especially  when  you  come  to  whiff  in  the  green- 
hous'e.  Yours,  WM.  C. 

TO    THE    EEV.  W.  UNWIN. 

MY    DEAH.    FRIEND,  April  1,  1782. 

I  COULD  not  have  found  a  better  trumpeter.  Your  zeal  to 
serve  the  interest  of  my  volume,  together  with  your  extensive 
acquaintance,  qualify  you  perfectly  for  that  most  useful  office. 
Methinks  I  see  you  with  the  long  tube  at  your  mouth,  pro 
claiming  to  your  numerous  connexions  my  poetical  merits,  and 
at  proper  intervals  levelling  it  at  Olney,  and  pouring  into  my 
ear  the  welcome  sound  of  their  approbation.  I  need  not  en 
courage  you  to  proceed,  your  breath  will  never  fail  in  such  a 
cause ;  and  thus  encouraged,  I  myself  perhaps  may  proceed 
also,  and  when  the  versifying  fit  returns  produce  another  volume. 
Alas!  we  shall  never  receive  such  commendations  from  him  on 
the  woolsack,  as  your  good  friend  has  lavished  upon  us.  He 
has  great  abilities,  but  no  religion.  Mr.  Hill  told  him  some 
time  since  that  I  was  going  to  publish  ;  to  wbich  piece  of  infor 
mation,  so  far  as  I  can  learn,  he  returned  no  answer  ;  for  Mr. 
Hill  has  not  reported  any  to  me.  He  had  afterwards  an  op 
portunity  to  converse  with  him  in  private,  but  my  poor  author 
ship  was  not  so  much  as  mentioned  :  whence  I  learn  two 
lessons  ;  first,  that  however  important  I  may  be  in  my  own 
eyes,  I  am  very  insignificant  in  his,  and  secondly,  that  I  am 
never  likely  to  receive  any  acknowledgement  of  the  favour  I 
have  conferred  upon  his  lordship,  either  under  his  own  hand, 
or  by  the  means  of  a  third  person  ;  and  consequently  that  our 
intercourse  has  ceased  for  ever,  for  I  shall  not  have  such  another 
opportunity  to  renew  it.  To  make  me  amends  however  for 
this  mortification,  Mr.  Newton  tells  me,  that  my  book  is  likely 
to  run,  spread,  and  prosper ;  that  the  grave  cannot  help 
smiling,  and  the  gay  are  struck  with  the  truth  of  it ;  and  that 
it  is  likely  to  find  its  way  into  his  Majesty's  hands,  being  put 
into  a  proper  course  for  that  purpose.  Now  if  the  King  should 
fall  in  love  with  my  Muse,  and  with  you  for  her  sake,  such 
an  event  would  make  us  ample  amends  for  the  Chancellor's 
indifference,  and  you  might  be  the  first  divine  that  ever  reached 
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'a  mitre  from  the  shoulders  of  a  poet.  But,  I  believe,  we  must 
be  content,  I  with  my  gains,  if  I  gain  any  thing,  and  you  with 
the  pleasure  of  knowing  that  I  am  a  gainer. 

Doubt  not  your  abilities  for  the  task  which  Johnson  would 
recommend  to  you.  The  Reviewers  are  such  fiery  Socinians 
that  they  have  less  charity  for  a  man  of  my  avowed  principles 
than  a  Portuguese  for  a  Jew.  They  may  possibly  find  here  and 
there  somewhat  to  commend,  but  will  undoubtedly  reprobate 
the  doctrines,  pronounce  me  a  methodist,  and  by  so  doing 
probably  check  the  sale  of  the  volume,  if  not  suppress  it. 
Wherein  consists  your  difficulty?  Your  private  judgement 
once  made  public,  and  the  world  made  acquainted  with  what 
you  think  and  what  you  feel  while  you  read  me  by  the  fireside, 
the  business  is  done,  I  am  reviewed,  and  my  book  forwarded 
in  its  progress  by  a  judicious  recommendation.  In  return, 
write  a  book,  and  I  will  be  your  reviewer ;  thus  we  may  hold 
up  each  other  to  public  admiration,  and  turn  our  friendship  to 
good  account.  But  seriously,  I  think  you  perfectly  qualified 
for  the  undertaking  ;  and  if  you  have  no  other  objection  to  it 
than  what  arises  from  self-distrust,  am  persuaded  you  need 
only  make  the  experiment  in  order  to  confute  yourself. 

We  laughed  heartily  at  your  reply  to  little  John's  question ; 
and  yet  I  think  you  might  have  given  him  a  direct  answer — 
"  There  are  various  sorts  of  cleverness,  my  dear ;  I  do  not 
know  that  mine  lies  in  the  poetical  way,  but  I  can  do  ten 
times  more  towards  the  entertainment  of  company  in  the  way 
of  conversation  than  our  friend  at  Olney.  He  can  rhyme,  and 
I  can  rattle.  If  he  had  my  talent,  and  I  had  his,  we  should 
be  too  charming,  and  the  world  would  almost  adore  us." 

I  have  sowed  sallad,  in  hopes  that  you  will  eat  it ;  I  have 
already  cut  cucumbers,  but  have  no  fruit  growing  at  present. 
Spring  onions  in  abundance.  We  shall  be  happy  to  see  you, 
and  hope  that  nothing  will  intervene  to  shorten  your  stay  with 
us.  Our  love  is  with  you  both,  and  with  all  your  family.  Bon 
voyage !  Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 

If  your  short  stay  in  town  will  afford  you  an  opportunity, 
I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  buy  me  a  genteelish  toothpick 
case.  I  shall  not  think  half  a  guinea  too  much  for  it ;  only 
it  must  be  one  that  will  not  easily  break.  If  second-hand, 
perhaps,  it  may  be  the  better. 
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TO    THE   EEV.   WILLIAM   UlfWIN,    AT    THE    EEV.   MATTHEW 
POWLEY'S,  DEWSBUET,  NEAB  WAKEFIELD. 

MY   DEAR  WILLIAM,  April  27,  1782. 

A  PAET  of  Lord  Harrington's  new-raised  corps  have  taken  up 
their  quarters  at  Olney  since  you  left  us.  They  have  the 
regimental  music  with  them.  The  men  have  been  drawn  up 
this  morning  upon  the  Market-hill,  and  a  concert,  such  as  we 
have  not  heard  these  many  years,  has  been  performed  at  no 
great  distance  from  our  window.  Your  mother  and  I  both 
thrust  our  heads  into  the  coldest  east  wind  that  ever  blew  in 
April,  that  we  might  hear  them  to  greater  advantage.  The  band 
acquitted  themselves  with  taste  and  propriety,  not  blairiny, 
like  trumpeters  at  a  fair,  but  producing  gentle  and  elegant 
symphony,  such  as  charmed  our  ears,  and  convinced  us  that 
no  length  of  time  can  wear  out  a  taste  for  harmony ;  and  that 
though  plays,  balls,  and  masquerades  have  lost  all  their  power 
to  please  us,  and  we  should  find  them  not  only  insipid  but  in 
supportable,  yet  sweet  music  is  sure  to  find  a  corresponding 
faculty  in  the  soul,  a  sensibility  that  lives  to  the  last,  which 
even  religion  itself  does  not  extinguish.  I  must  pity  therefore 
some  good  people,  (at  least  some  who  once  were  thought  such,) 
who  have  been  fiddled  out  of  all  their  Christian  profession  ; 
and  having  forsaken  the  world  for  a  time,  have  danced  into 
it  again  with  all  their  might.  It  is  a  snare  from  which  I  myself 
should  find  it  difficult  to  escape,  were  I  much  in  the  way  of  it. 
When  we  objected  to  your  coming  for  a  single  night,  it 
was  only  in  the  way  of  argument,  and  in  hopes  to  prevail 
with  you  to  contrive  a  longer  abode  with  us.  But  rather 
than  not  see  you  at  all,  we  should  be  glad  of  you  though  but 
for  an  hour.  If  the  paths  would  be  clean  enough,  and  we  are 
able  to  walk,  (for  you  know  we  cannot  ride,)  we  will  endeavour 
to  meet  you  in  Weston  Park.  But  I  mention  no  particular 
hour,  that  I  may  not  lay  you  under  a  supposed  obligation  to  be 
punctual,  which  might  be  difficult  at  the  end  of  so  long  a 
journey.  Only  if  the  weather  be  favourable,  you  shall  find 
us  there  in  the  evening.  It  is  winter  in  the  south,  perhaps 
therefore  it  may  be  spring  at  least,  if  not  summer,  in  the 
north :  for  I  have  read  that  it  is  warmest  in  Greenland  when 
it  is  coldest  here.  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  may  hope  at  the  latter 
end  of  such  an  April  that  the  first  change  of  wind  will  im 
prove  the  season. 
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We  truly  sympathized  with  you  in  the  distresses  you  found 
on  the  northern  side  of  Wakefield.  .  It  is  well  that  the  fatigue 
and  the  fright  together  were  not  too  much  for  Mrs.  Unwin. 
What  a  boor  was  he  you  mention !  Cursed  is  he,  says  the 
Scripture,  that  turneth  the  blind  out  of  his  way,.  .  a  curse  that, 
for  aught  I  know,  is  fierce  enough  to  singe  the  beard  at  least  of 
the  wretch  who  refuses  to  turn  the  wanderer  into  it.  You 
will  probably  preach  at  Dewsbury  the  last  Sunday,  and  if  you 
see  this  dealer  in  light  money,  and  this  uncivilized  savage  in 
the  congregation,  perhaps  you  may  contrive  to  tell  him  so. 

The  curate's  simile  Latinized: — 

Surs  adversa  gerit  stimulum,  sed  tendit  et  alas  ; 
Pungit,  api  similis,  sed,  velut  ista,fugit. 

What  a  dignity  there  is  in  the  Roman  language !  and  what  an 
idea  it  gives  us  of  the  good  sense  and  masculine  mind  of  the 
people  that  spoke  it !  The  same  thought  which  clothed  in 
English  seems  childish,  and  even  foolish,  assumes  a  different 
air  in  Latin,  and  makes  at  least  as  good  an  epigram  as  some  of 
Martial's. 

I  remember  your  making  an  observation,  while  here,  on  the 
subject  of  parentheses,  to  which  I  acceded  without  limitation  ; 
but  a  little  attention  will  convince  us  both,  that  they  are  not  to 
be  universally  condemned.  When  they  abound,  and  when  they 
are  long,  they  both  embarrass  the  sense,  and  are  a  proof  that 
the  writer's  head  is  cloudy,  that  he  has  not  properly  arranged 
his  matter,  or  is  not  well  skilled  in  the  graces  of  expression. 
But  as  parenthesis  is  ranked  by  grammarians  among  the 
figures  of  rhetoric,  we  may  suppose  they  had  a  reason  for  con 
ferring  that  honour  upon  it.  Accordingly  we  shall  find  that 
in  the  use  of  some  of  our  finest  writers,  as  well  as  in  the  hands 
of  the  ancient  poets  and  orators,  it  has  a  peculiar  elegance,  and 
imparts  a  beauty  which  the  period  would  want  without  it. 

"  Hoc  nemus,  hunc,"  inguit,  "frondoso  vertice  collem 
( Quis  deus  incertum  estj  habitat  deus." — VIR.  JEn.  8. 

In  this  instance,  the  first  that  occurred,  it  is  graceful.  I 
have  not  time  to  seek  for  more,  nor  room  to  insert  them.  But 
your  own  observation  I  believe  will  confirm  my  opinion.  We 
have  thought  of  you  and  talked  of  you  every  day  since  you 
went,  and  shall  till  you  return.  Our  love  attends  yourself  and 
Mrs.  Unwin,  John  the  hider  of  a  tea-kettle  not  yet  found,  and 
your  hosts  at  Dewsbury.  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 
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TO  THE  BET.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEA.R  FRIEND,  May  27,  1782. 

RATHER  ashamed  of  having  been  at  all  dejected  by  the  censure 
of  the  Critical  Reviewers,  who  certainly  could  not  read  without 
prejudice  a  book  replete  with  opinions  and  doctrines  to  which 
they  cannot  subscribe,  I  have  at  present  no  little  occasion  to 
keep  a  strict  guard  upon  my  vanity,  lest  it  should  be  too 
much  nattered  by  the  following  eulogium.  I  send  it  you  for 
the  reasons  I  gave  when  I  imparted  to  you  some  other  anecdotes 
of  a  similar  kind,  while  we  were  together.  Our  interests  in 
the  success  of  this  same  volume  are  so  closely  united,  that  you 
must  share  with  me  in  the  praise  or  blame  that  attends  it ; 
and  sympathizing  with  me  under  the  burthen  of  injurious 
treatment,  have  a  right  to  enjoy  with  me  the  cordials  I  now 
and  then  receive,  as  I  happen  to  meet  with  more  favourable 
and  candid  judges. 

A  merchant,  a  friend  of  ours,  (you  will  soon  guess  him,) 
sent  my  Poems  to  one  of  the  first  philosophers,  one  of  the  most 
eminent  literary  characters,  as  weU  as  one  of  the  most  import 
ant  in  the  political  world,  that  the  present  age  can  boast  of. 
Now  perhaps  your  conjecturing  faculties  are  puzzled,  and  you 
begin  to  ask,  "  who,  where,  and  what  is  he  ?  speak  out,  for  I 
am  all  impatience."  I  will  not  say  a  word  more,  the  letter  in 
which  he  returned  his  thanks  for  the  present  shall  speak  for 
him. 

SIR,  Passy,  May  8,  1782. 

I  received  the  letter  you  did  me  the  honour  of  writing 
to  me,  and  am  much  obliged  by  your  kind  present  of  a  book. 
The  relish  for  reading  of  poetry  had  long  since  left  me,  but 
there  is  something  so  new  in  the  manner,  so  easy,  and  yet  so 
correct  in  the  language,  so  clear  in  the  expression,  yet  concise, 
and  so  just  in  the  sentiments,  that  I  have  read  the  whole  with 
great  pleasure,  and  some  of  the  pieces  more  than  once.  I  beg 
you  to  accept  my  thankful  acknowledgments,  and  to  present 
my  respects  to  the  author. 

I  shall  take  care  to  forward  the  letters  to  America,  and  shall 
be  glad  of  any  other  opportunity  of  doing  what  may  be 
agreeable  to  you,  being  with  great  respect  for  your  character, 

Your  most  obedient  humble  servant,         B.  FRANKLIN. 

We  may  now  treat  the  critics  as  the  Archbishop  of  Toledo 
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treated  Gil  Bias,  when  he  found  fault  with  one  of  his  sermons. 
His  grace  gave  him  a  kick,  and  said,  "  Begone  for  a  jacka 
napes,  and  furnish  yourself  with  a  better  taste,  if  you  know 
where  to  find  it." 

We  are  glad  that  you  are  safe  at  home  again.  Could  we  see 
at  one  glance  of  the  eye  what  is  passing  every  day  upon  all  the 
roads  in  the  kingdom,  how  many  are  terrified  and  hurt,  how 
many  plundered  and  abused,  we  should  indeed  find  reason 
enough  to  be  thankful  for  journeys  performed  in  safety,  and 
for  deliverance  from  dangers  we  are  not  perhaps  even  per 
mitted  to  see.  When  in  some  of  the  high  southern  latitudes, 
and  in  a  dark  tempestuous  night,  a  flash  of  lightning  discovered 
to  Captain  Cook  a  vessel,  which  glanced  along  close  by  his 
side,  and  which,  but  for  the  lightning,  he  must  have  run  foul 
of,  both  the  danger,  and  the  transient  light  that  showed  it, 
were  undoubtedly  designed  to  convey  to  him  this  wholesome 
instruction,  that  a  particular  Providence  attended  him,  and 
that  he  was  not  only  preserved  from  evils,  of  which  he  had 
notice,  but  from  many  more  of  which  he  had  no  information, 
or  even  the  least  suspicion.  What  unlikely  contingencies 
may  nevertheless  take  place !  How  improbable  that  two  ships 
should  dash  against  each  other,  in  the  midst  of  the  vast  Pacific 
Ocean,  and  that  steering  contrary  courses,  from  parts  of  the 
world  so  immensely  distant  from  each  other,  they  should  yet 
move  so  exactly  in  a  line  as  to  clash,  fill,  and  go  to  the  bottom, 
in  a  sea  where  all  the  ships  in  the  world  might  be  so  dispersed 
as  that  none  should  see  another !  Yet  this  must  have  hap 
pened  but  for  the  remarkable  interference  which  he  has  re 
corded.  The  same  Providence  indeed  might  as  easily  have 
conducted  them  so  wide  of  each  other,  that  they  should  never 
have  met  at  all ;  but  then  this  lesson  would  have  been  lost ; 
at  least,  the  heroic  voyager  would  have  encompassed  the  globe 
without  having  had  occasion  to  relate  an  incident  that  so  na 
turally  suggests  it. 

I  am  no  more  delighted  with  the  season  than  you  are.  The 
absence  of  the  sun,  which  has  graced  the  spring  with  much 
less  of  his  presence  than  he  vouchsafed  to  the  winter,  has  a 
very  uncomfortable  effect  upon  my  frame.  I  feel  an  invincible 
aversion  to  employment,  which  I  am  yet  constrained  to  fly  to 
as  my  only  remedy  against  something  worse.  If  I  do  nothing, 
I  am  dejected;  if  I  do  any  thing,  I  am  weary;  and  that  weari- 
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ness  is  best  described  by  the  word  lassitude,  which  is  of  all 
weariness  in  the  world  the  most  oppressive.  But  enough  of 
myself  and  the  weather. 

The  blow  we  have  struck  in  the  West  Indies  will,  I  suppose, 
be  decisive  at  least  for  the  present  year,  and  so  far  as  that  part 
of  our  possessions  is  concerned  in  the  present  conflict.  But 
the  news-writers,  and  their  correspondents,  disgust  me,  and 
make  me  sick.  One  victory  after  such  a  long  series  of  adverse 
occurrences  has  filled  them  with  self-conceit,  and  impertinent 
boasting  ;  and  while  Rodney  is  almost  accounted  a  methodist 
for  ascribing  his  success  to  Providence,  men  who  have  re 
nounced  all  dependence  upon  such  a  friend,  without  whose 
assistance  nothing  can  be  done,  threaten  to  drive  the  French 
out  of  the  sea,  laugh  at  the  Spaniards,  sneer  at  the  Dutch, 
and  are  to  carry  the  world  before  them.  Our  enemies  are  apt 
to  brag,  and  we  deride  them  for  it ;  but  we  can  sing  as  loud 
as  they  can,  in  the  same  key,  and  no  doubt  wherever  our 
papers  go,  shall  be  derided  in  our  turn.  An  Englishman's 
true  glory  should  be,  to  do  his  business  well,  and  say  little 
about  it ;  but  he  disgraces  himself  when  he  puffs  his  prowess 
as  if  he  had  finished  his  task,  when  he  has  but  just  begun  it. 

Yours,         W.  C. 

TO    THE    EEV.    "WILLIAM   U1TWIK. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  June  12,  1782. 

EVERT  extraordinary  occurrence  in  our  lives  affords  us  an  op 
portunity  to  learn,  if  we  will,  something  more  of  our  own  hearts 
and  tempers  than  we  were  before  aware  of.  It  is  easy  to 
promise  ourselves  beforehand,  that  our  conduct  shall  be  wise, 
or  moderate,  or  resolute,  on  any  given  occasion.  But  when 
that  occasion  occurs,  we  do  not  always  find  it  easy  to  make 
good  the  promise :  such  a  difference  there  is  between  theory 
and  practice.  Perhaps  this  is  no  new  remark  ;  but  it  is  not  a 
whit  the  worse  for  being  old,  if  it  be  true. 

Before  I  had  published,  I  said  to  myself — You  and  I,  Mr. 
Cowper,  will  not  concern  ourselves  much  about  what  the  critics 
may  say  of  our  book.  But  having  once  sent  my  wits  for  a 
venture,  I  soon  became  anxious  about  the  issue,  and  found  that 
I  could  not  be  satisfiedwith  a  warm  place  in  my  own  good  graces, 
unless  my  friends  were  pleased  with  me  as  much  as  I  pleaded 
myself.  Meeting  with  their  approbation,  I  began  to  feel  *he 
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•workings  of  ambition.  It  is  well,  said  I,  that  my  friends  are 
pleased,  but  friends  are  sometimes  partial,  and  mine,  I  have 
reason  to  think,  are  not  altogether  free  from  bias  :  rnethinks  I 
should  like  to  hear  a  stranger  or  two  speak  well  of  rne.  I  was 
presently  gratified  by  the  approbation  of  the  London  Magazine, 
and  the  Gentleman's,  particularly  by  that  of  the  former,  and  by 
the  plaudit  of  Dr.  Franklin.  By  the  way,  magazines  are  pub 
lications  we  have  but  little  respect  for,  till  we  ourselves  are 
chronicled  in  them,  and  then  they  assume  an  importance  in  our 
esteem  which  before  we  could  not  allow  them.  But  the 
Monthly  Review,  the  most  formidable  of  all  my  judges,  is  still 
behind.  What  will  that  critical  Radamanthus  say,  when  my 
shivering  genius  shall  appear  before  him  ?  Still  he  keeps  me 
in  hot  water,  and  I  must  wait  another  month  for  his  award. 
Alas !  when  I  wish  for  a  favourable  sentence  from  that  quarter, 
(to  confess  a  weakness  that  I  should  not  confess  to  all,)  I  feel 
myself  not  a  little  influenced  by  a  tender  regard  to  my  repu 
tation  here,  even  among  my  neighbours  at  Olney.  Here  are 
watch-makers,  who  themselves  are  wits,  and  who  at  present 
perhaps  think  me  one.  Here  is  a  carpenter,  and  a  baker,  and 
not  to  mention  others,  here  is  your  idol  Mr  Teedon,  whose 
smile  is  fame.  All  these  read  the  Monthly  Review,  and  all 
these  will  set  me  down  for  a  dunce,  if  those  terrible  critics  show 
them  the  example.  But  oh !  wherever  else  I  am  accounted 
dull,  dear  Mr.  Griffith,  let  me  pass  for  a  genius  at  Olney ! 

I  am  glad  that  Mr.  Madan  is  pleased,  and  obliged  to  him 
for  his  intercession  with  Dodsley  :  'tis  more  than  I  expected. 
I  wish  he  would  publish  something  that  I  could  approve  of  in 
return  ;  but  if  he  does  it  must  be  on  some  other  subject.  Had 
he  given  an  answer,  though  but  a  specious  one,  to  the  criticisms 
of  the  Monthly  Review,  his  perseverance  would  stand  less  in 
need  of  an  excuse  :  but  having  hitherto  left  unnoticed  objec 
tions  that  strike  at  the  very  root  of  his  project,  though  most  pro- 
vokingly  challenged  to  refute  them  if  he  can,  and  still  persisting 
in  his  design,  he  deserves  less  to  be  pitied  as  a  man  deceived, 
than  blamed  as  an  obstinate  one.  What  is  that  quotation  from 
Josephus,  or  how  can  it  be  applied  to  his  purpose  ?  Does  it 
prove  that  the  converted  Jews  were  polygamists  ?  No  such 
matter;  it  has  therefore  nothing  to  do  with  his  argument.  As 
little,  in  my  mind,  is  he  assisted  by  the  remark  he  makes  on 
the  19th  of  Matthew.  "Christ  did  not  condemn;  therefore 
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he  approved :"  to  which  I  reply,  non  valet  consequentia  :  ten 
thousand  enormities  prevailed  in  his  day,  which  he  did  not  con 
demn  by  name,  but  he  did  not  therefore  authorize  the  least  of 
them.  And  is  it  not  a  strange  supposition  that  He  should  leave 
his  disciples  ignorant  of  what  Mr.  Madan  accounts  so  great  a 
privilege  for  eighteen  centuries,  and  at  last  raise  up  the  gentle 
man  in  question  to  restore  it,  and  him  so  little  qualified  after 
all  for  the  purpose,  that  he  cannot  support  his  doctrine  ?  The 
Spirit  was  promised,  and  the  Spirit  in  due  time  was  given,  to 
lead  his  disciples  into  all  truth  :  and  the  history  of  the  Christian 
Church  proves  from  the  beginning  to  the  present  hour,  that 
amongst  other  truths  He  has  constantly  taught  them  this  :  that 
it  is  unseemly  for  the  followers  of  so  holy  a  Master  to  allow 
themselves  more  wives  than  one,  a  custom  for  which  nothing 
but  the  gratification  of  appetite  can  be  honestly  and  fairly 
pleaded.  The  question  is  not  "  Was  polygamy  lawful  to  a 
Jew?"  which  nobody  will  dispute;  but  "is  it  lawful  to  a 
Christian  ?"  Till  he  can  prove  the  affirmative,  towards  which  he 
has  yet  done  nothing,  he  had  better  be  quiet.  He  only  dis 
turbs  the  peace  of  families,  puts  the  most  valuable  part  of  the 
sex  to  the  torture,  and  disgraces  himself. 

We  are  sorry  for  little  William's  illness.  It  is  however  the 
privilege  of  infancy  to  recover  almost  immediately  what  it  has 
lost  by  sickness.  We  are  sorry  too  for  Mr.  Thornton's  dan 
gerous  condition.  But  he  that  is  well  prepared  for  the  great 
journey  cannot  enter  on  it  too  soon  for  himself,  though  his 
friends  will  weep  at  his  departure. 

Your  sister  is  well,  and  joins  with  me  and  your  mother  in 
affectionate  remembrance  of  all  at  Stock. 

We  send  you  a  cheese, 

In  hopes  it  will  please : 

If  so,  your  mother 

Will  send  you  another. 

Yours,  W.  C. 

TO   THE   EET.    WILLIAM   BULL. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  Wednesday,  June,  1782. 

I  AM  glad  you  have  read  the  plan  three  times  with  great 
pleasure  ;  it  is  a  sign  that  you  have  pretty  well  overcome  your 
fears  about  the  execution  of  it ;  for  fear  hath  torment,  and  is 
therefore  incompatible  with  pleasure. 
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I  would  willingly  send  you  the  lines  that  proceed  from  the 
lips  of  my  snuff-box,  were  it  possible,  but  alas !  they  are  no 
longer  in  being.  I  am  a  severer  critic  upon  myself  than  you 
would  imagine,  and  have  the  singular  knack  of  being  out  of 
humour  with  every  thing,  or  almost  every  thing  I  write,  when 
it  is  about  nine  days  old ;  accordingly  I  have  used  them, — 
no  matter  how  ;— but  Bentley  himself  could  not  have  treated 
them  with  more  indignity. 

I  thank  you  for  your  kind  remembrance  of  me,  and  wish 
always  to  live  in  your  esteem  and  affection.  I  shall  do  so, 
no  doubt,  till  you  discover,  as  you  will,  that  I  have  no  right 
to  either. 

I  would  send  Mr. 's  lines,  but  the  letter  is  lost  in  a 

large  bundle  of  others  from  the  same  hand,  and  I  have  not  time 
to  seek  it.  Whether  it  be  what  I  approve  myself  or  •  not,  or 
whatever  it  be,  I  promise  you  a  copy  of  what  I  write  next ;  and 
am  in  the  mean  time,  with  Mrs.  Unwin's  and  Mrs.  Powley's 
best  respects,  Yours,  WM.  C. 

TO    THE  REV.  WILLIAM  TTNWIlf. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

WE  took  leave  of  your  sister  at  the  George  at  Northampton  on 
Wednesday  evening  last,  having  accompanied  her  thither  in  a 
chaise,  with  which  we  meant  to  have  treated  her,  but  found  on 
our  return  that,  in  spite  of  all  our  precaution,  she  had  con 
trived  to  discharge  it.  The  Leeds  coach  took  her  up  the  next 
morning, — I  may  properly  say  took  her  up,  for  it  did  not  take 
her  in ; — -being  full,  it  afforded  her  no  place  but  on  the  roof. 
There,  however,  she  found  a  well  behaved  man,  who  promised 
to  take  care  of  her.  This  intelligence  has  been  communicated 
to  us  in  a  note  from  our  late  servant,  who  lives  at  Northamp 
ton,  and  who  slept  with  her  at  the  inn.  We  hope  that  by  this 
time  she  is  safe  and  sound  at  Dewsbury,  it  being  agreed  by  all 
who  ever  made  the  experiment,  that  the  top  of  a  coach  is  the 
safest  situation  about  it,  being  farthest  removed  from  the  point 
of  joltation,  as  a  philosopher  would  say,  and  consequently  the 
least  affected  by  it. 

I  neither  congratulate  nor  condole  with  you  on  account  of 

your  late  acquisition  of  Mr.  M 's  acquaintance.     You  have 

no  great  cause  to  be  proud  of  it ;  his  smiles  are  not  so  valuable 
now  as  they  might  have  been  thought  before  he  commenced 
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an  author.  In  that  character  he  has  lost  the  most  desirable 
connexions  he  had,  and  would  have  reason  to  think  himself 
too  happy  if  he  could  prevail  with  you  to  fill  one  of  the  vacant 
niches.  He  did  not  always  court  you  as  he  does  now,  not 
because  you  were  not  always  worthy  of  his  attention,  but  be 
cause  he  was  not  always  equally  sensible  of  your  value.  The 
advantage,  could  he  win  you,  would  be  all  on  his  side ;  for 
which  reason,  I  esteem  it,  as  I  said,  no  proper  subject  for  con 
gratulation  ;  but  then  again,  in  consideration  of  your  security, 
and  because,  although  he  angles  for  you  very  skilfully,  you 
will  not  bite,  I  do  not  account  it  an  occasion  of  any  anxiety  or 
concern.  You  are  chiefly  to  be  pitied  for  the  disagreeable  sen 
sations  to  which  a  conduct  such  as  you  will  find  it  necessary 
to  observe  must  unavoidably  expose  you.  It  is  painful  to  a 
generous  mind,  when  solicited  and  assailed  with  expressions  of 
a  warm  affection,  to  be  obliged  to  make  an  inadequate  return, 
and  to  strain  hard  for  a  little  show  of  civility,  when  cordiality 
seems  to  be  called  for.  I  can  feel  for  you,  because  I  know 
what  I  should  feel  in  the  same  situation,  and  shall  be  glad  to 
hear  that  you  are  handsomely  rid  of  a  business  in  which,  though 
your  prudence  will  guard  you  from  being  a  loser,  you  have 
nothing  to  gain.  I  loved  him  once,  but  now  I  can  only  be 
sorry  for  him.  Why  will  he  kick  against  the  thorns,  and  pro 
voke  a  man  so  much  his  superior,  (if  I  have  any  judgement  in 
the  subject,)  both  as  a  writer  and  a  scholar,  and  especially  as 
possessed  of  that  ground  of  truth,  virtue,  good  sense,  and  pro 
priety,  from  which  he  cannot  possibly  be  dislodged  ?  Igno 
rance  and  impudence ! — Oh  fie!  the  man  is  indisputably 
learned,  and  writes  like  a  gentleman. 

I  enclose  a  letter  from  Lady  Austen,  which  I  beg  you  to  re 
turn  to  me  in  your  next.  Her  sister  was  the  bearer  of  it.  We 
are  reconciled.  She  seized  the  first  opportunity  to  embrace 
your  mother  with  tears  of  the  tenderest  affection,  and  I  of 
course  am  satisfied.  We  were  all  a  little  awkward  at  first,  but 
now  are  as  easy  as  ever.  She  stays  at  Clifton  till  after  Christ 
mas.  Having  been  obliged  to  communicate  our  disagreement, 
I  give  myself  a  release  from  that  obligation  of  secrecy,  under 
which  I  am  engaged  with  respect  to  her  other  letters,  account 
ing  this,  indeed,  no  part  of  our  correspondence. 

I  ask  pardon  for  neglecting  a  subject  on  which  you  consulted 
me  in  your  last.  It  is  too  much  my  practice  to  reply  to  a 
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my 

language.  The  grammars  used  at  Westminster,  both  for  the 
Latin  and  the  Greek,  are  those  to  which,  if  I  had  a  young  man 
to  educate,  I  should  give  the  preference.  They  have  the  merit 
of  being  compendious  and  perspicuous,  in  both  which  proper 
ties  I  judge  Lily  to  be  defective.  If  I  am  not  mistaken,  how 
ever,  they  are  in  use  at  the  Charterhouse,  so  that  I  have  no 
need  to  describe  them  to  you.  They  are  called  Busby's  Gram 
mars,  though  Busby  did  not  compose  them.  The  compilation 
was  a  task  imposed  upon  his  uppermost  boys,  the  plan  only 
being  drawn  by  the  master,  and  the  versification,  which  I  have 
often  admired  for  the  ingenuity  of  it,  being  theirs.  I  never 
knew  a  boy  of  any  abilities  who  had  taken  his  notion  of  lan 
guage  from  those  grammars,  that  was  not  accurate  to  a  degree 
that  distinguished  him  from  most  others. 

I  am  writing  in  the  greenhouse  for  retirement  sake,  where  I 
shiver  with  cold  on  this  present  third  of  July.  Summer  and 
winter  therefore  do  not  depend  on  the  position  of  the  sun  with 
respect  to  the  earth,  but  on  His  appointment  who  is  sovereign 
in  all  things.  Last  Saturday  night  the  cold  was  so  severe,  that 
it  pinched  off  many  of  the  young  shoots  of  our  peach-trees. 
The  nurseryman  we  deal  with  informs  me  that  the  wall-trees 
are  almost  everywhere  cut  off,  and  that  a  friend  of  his  near 
London  has  lost  all  the  full-grown  fruit-trees  of  an  extensive 
garden.  The  very  walnuts,  which  are  now  no  bigger  than 
small  hazel-nuts,  drop  to  the  ground ;  and  the  flowers,  though 
they  blow,  seem  to  have  lost  their  odours.  I  walked  with 
your  mother  yesterday  in  the  garden,  wrapped  up  in  a  winter 
surtout,  and  found  myself  not  at  all  encumbered  by  it ;  not 
more,  indeed,  than  I  was  in  January.  Cucumbers  contract 
that  spot  which  is  seldom  found  upon  them  except  late  in  the 
autumn,  and  melons  hardly  grow :  it  is  a  comfort,  however,  to 
reflect  that  if  we  cannot  have  these  fruits  in  perfection,  neither 
do  we  want  them.  Our  crops  of  wheat  are  said  to  be  very  in 
different,  the  stalks  of  an  unequal  height,  so  that  some  of  the 
ears  are  in  danger  of  being  smothered  by  the  rest,  and  the  ears 
in  general  lean  and  scanty.  I  never  knew  a  summer  in  which 
we  had  not  now  and  then  a  cold  day  to  conflict  with,  but  such 

s.  c. — 2.  E1  r 
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a  wintry  fortnight  as  the  last,  at  this  season  of  the  year,  { 
never  remember.  I  fear  you  have  made  a  discovery  of  the 
webs  you  mentioned  a  day  too  late.  The  vermin  have  proba 
bly  by  this  time  left  them,  and  may  laugh  at  all  human  at 
tempts  to  destroy  them  ;  for  every  web  they  have  hung  upon 
the  trees  and  bushes  this  year,  you  will  probably  next  year 
find  fifty,  perhaps  a  hundred  :  their  increase  is  almost  infinite  ; 
so  that  if  Providence  does  not  interfere,  and  man  sees  fit  to 
neglect  them,  the  laughers  you  mention  may  live  to  be  sensible 
of  their  mistake.  Love  to  all. 

Yours,  WM.  COWPER. 


TO   THE    BEV.  WILLIAM 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  July  16,  1782. 

THOTTGH  some  people  pretend  to  be  clever  in  the  way  of  pro 
phetical  forecast,  and  to  have  a  peculiar  talent  of  sagacity,  by 
which  they  can  divine  the  meaning  of  a  providential  dispensa 
tion  while  its  consequences  are  yet  in  embryo,  I  do  not.  There 
is  at  this  time  to  be  found  I  suppose  in  the  cabinet,  and  in  both 
houses,  a  greater  assemblage  of  able  men,  both  as  speakers  and 
counsellors,  than  ever  were  contemporary  in  the  same  land.  A 
man  not  accustomed  to  trace  the  workings  of  Providence,  as 
recorded  in  Scripture,  and  that  has  given  no  attention  to  this 
particular  subject,  while  employed  in  the  study  of  profane  his 
tory,  would  assert  boldly  that  it  is  a  token  for  good,  that  much 
may  be  expected  from  them,  and  that  the  country,  though 
heavily  afflicted,  is  not  yet  to  be  despaired  of,  distinguished  as 
she  is  by  so  many  characters  of  the  highest  class.  Thus  he 
would  say  ;  and  I  do  not  deny  that  the  event  might  justify  his 
skill  in  prognostics.  God  works  by  means,  and  in  a  case  of 
great  national  perplexity  and  distress,  wisdom  and  political 
ability  seem  to  be  the  only  natural  means  of  deliverance.  But 
a  mind  more  religiously  inclined,  and  perhaps  a  little  tinctured 
with  melancholy,  might  with  equal  probability  of  success, 
hazard  a  conjecture  directly  opposite.  Alas  !  what  is  the  wisdom 
of  man,  especially  when  he  trusts  in  it  as  the  only  God  of  his 
confidence  ?  When  I  consider  the  general  contempt  that  is 
poured  upon  all  things  sacred,  the  profusion,  the  dissipation, 
the  knavish  cunning  of  some,  the  rapacity  of  others,  and  the 
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impenitence  of  all ;  I  am  rather  inclined  to  fear  that  God,  who 
honours  himself  by  bringing  human  glory  to  shame,  and  by 
disappointing  the  expectations  of  those  whose  trust  is  in 
creatures,  has  signalized  the  present  day  as  a  day  of  much  human 
sufficiency  and  strength,  has  brought  together  from  all  quarters 
of  the  land  the  most  illustrious  men  to  be  found  in  it,  only 
that  he  may  prove  the  vanity  of  idols,  and  that  when  a  great 
empire  is  falling,  and  he  has  pronounced  a  sentence  of  ruin 
against  it,  the  inhabitants,  be  they  weak  or  strong,  wise  or 
foolish,  must  fall  with  it.  1  am  the  rather  confirmed  in  this 
persuasion,  by  observing  that  these  luminaries  of  the  state  had 
no  sooner  fixed  themselves  in  the  political  heaven,  than  the  fall 
of  the  brightest  of  them  shook  all  the  rest.  The  arch  of  their 
power  was  no  sooner  struck  than  the  key  stone  slipped  out 
of  its  place  ;  those  that  were  closest  in  connexion  with  it  fol 
lowed,  and  the  whole  building,  new  as  it  is,  seems  to  be  already 
a  ruin.  If  a  man  should  hold  this  language,  who  could  con 
vict  him  of  absurdity  ?  The  Marquis  of  Buckingham  is  minister  ; 
all  the  world  rejoices,  anticipating  success  in  war,  and  a  glorious 
peace.  The  Marquis  of  Rockingham  is  dead ;  all  the  world 
is  afflicted,  and  relapses  into  its  former  despondence.  What 
does  this  prove,  but  that  the  Marquis  was  their  Almighty,  and 
that  now  he  is  gone,  they  know  no  other  ?  But  let  us  wait  a 
little,  they  will  find  another  ;  perhaps  the  Duke  of  Portland,  or 
perhaps  the  unpopular  Shelburne,  whom  they  now  represent  as 
a  devil,  may  obtain  that  honour.  Thus  God  is  forgot ;  and 
when  he  is,  his  judgements  are  generally  his  remembrancers. 

How  shall  I  comfort  you  upon  the  subject  of  your  present 
distress  ?  Pardon  me  that  I  find  myself  obliged  to  smile  at 
it,  because  who  but  yourself  would  be  distressed  upon  such  an 
occasion  1  You  have  behaved  politely,  and  like  a  gentleman  ; 
you  have  hospitably  offered  your  house  to  a  stranger,  who  could 
not,  in  your  neighbourhood  at  least,  have  been  comfortably  ac 
commodated  any  where  else.  He  by  neither  refusing  nor  ac 
cepting  an  offer  that  did  him  too  much  honour,  has  disgraced 
himself,  but  not  you.  I  think  for  the  future  you  must  be 
more  cautious  of  laying  yourself  open  to  a  stranger,  and  never 
again  expose  yourself  to  incivilities  from  an  archdeacon  you  are 
not  acquainted  with. 

Though  I  did  not  mention  it,  I  felt  with  you  what  you  suf- 
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fered  by  the  loss  of  Miss  Ord.  I  was  only  silent  because  I  could 
minister  no  consolation  to  you  on  such  a  subject,  but  what 
I  knew  your  mind  to  be  already  stored  with.  Indeed,  the 
application  of  comfort  in  such  cases  is  a  nice  business,  and 
perhaps  when  best  managed  might  as  well  be  let  alone.  I  re 
member  reading  many  years  ago  a  long  treatise  on  the  subject  of 
consolation,  written  in  French ;  the  author's  name  I  forget,  but 
I  wrote  these  words  in  the  margin  : — "  Special  consolation ! 
at  least  for  a  Frenchman,  who  is  a  creature  the  most  easily 
comforted  of  any  in  the  world  !" 

We  are  as  happy  in  Lady  Austen,  and  she  in  us,  as  ever  ; — 
having  a  lively  imagination,  and  being  passionately  desirous  of 
consolidating  all  into  one  family,  (for  she  has  taken  her  leave 
of  London,)  she  has  just  sprung  a  project  which  serves  at 
least  to  amuse  us,  and  to  make  us  laugh ;  it  is,  to  hire  Mr. 
Small's  house,  on  the  top  of  Clifton-hill,  which  is  large,  com 
modious,  and  handsome,  will  hold  us  conveniently,  and  any 
friends  who  may  occasionally  favour  us  with  a  visit.  The 
house  is  furnished  ;  but,  if  it  can  be  hired  without  the  furniture 
will  let  for  a  trifle.  Your  sentiments,  if  you  please,  upon  this 
demarche  ! 

The  word  perhaps  in  that  passage  of  your  letter,  which 
relates  to  your  correspondence  with  Mr.  Madan,  pleased  me 
much.  You  say,  perhaps  you  may  not  write  at  all ;  precisely 
the  very  conduct  I  would  recommend  to  you.  I  have  not  seen 
his  letters,  but  I  have  heard  a  character  of  them,  and  I  dare 
say  a  just  one.  To  disapprove  them  will  be  offensive,  and  not 
to  mention  them  will  be  to  disapprove  them.  How  then  can 
you  avoid  giving  offence,  unless  you  escape  by  an  archdea- 
conism,  and  decline  answering  him  at  all.  Indeed,  indeed, 
in  his  present  sentiments,  however  polite,  entertaining,  and 
sensible  he  may  be,  he  is  not  a  proper  connexion  for  you. 
Your  character  is  unblemished  ;  permit  me  to  say,  keep  it  so, — 
and  have  nothing  to  do  with  Thelyphthora  or  its  author. 

I  send  you  my  last  frank.  Our  best  love  attends  you  in 
dividually  and  all  together.  I  give  you  joy  of  a  happy  change 
in  the  season,  and  myself  also.  I  have  filled  four  sides  in  less 
time  than  two  would  have  cost  me  a  week  ago  ;  such  is  the 
effect  of  sunshine  upon  such  a  butterfly  as  I  am. 

Yours,  W.  C. 
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TO  JOSEPH  HILL,   ESQ. 

MY   DEAR   FRIEND,  Ju]y  27    1782 

I  AM  to  thank  you,  though  in  great  haste,  for  a  very  fine  turbot 
and  lobster  its  companion.  Are  you  not  going  into  the  country? 
Shall  I  not  hear  from  you  when  you  are  a  little  at  leisure  ?  I 
do  not  forget  that  you  write  innumerable  letters  upon  business  ; 
but  methinks  a  letter  now  and  then  not  upon  business  should 
for  that  very  reason  be  a  refreshment  to  you.  How  fares  the 
nation  ?  You  think  I  differ  from  you  in  politics.  In  truth  I 
do  not,  I  am  ready  at  a  moment's  warning  to  adopt  yours,  and 
renounce  my  own.  The  nook  I  live  in  affords  me  no  means 
of  making  up  a  set  of  opinions  on  any  such  subject  so  well 
founded  as  not  to  be  departed  from. — My  respects  attend  Mrs. 
Hill.  Your  affectionate,  WM.  COWPER. 


TO   THE   REV.  WILLIAM 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Aug.  3,  1782. 

ENTERTAIN™  a  some  hope  that  Mr.  Newton's  next  letter 
would  furnish  me  with  the  means  of  satisfying  your  inquiry  on 
the  subject  of  Dr.  Johnson's  opinion,  I  have  till  now  delayed 
my  answer  to  your  last ;  but  the  information  is  not  yet  come, 
Mr.  Newton  having  intermitted  a  week  more  than  usual 
since  his  last  writing.  When  I  receive  it,  favourable  or  not,  it 
shall  be  communicated  to  you  ;  but  I  am  not  very  sanguine  in 
my  expectations  from  that  quarter.  Very  learned  and  very 
critical  heads  are  hard  to  please.  He  may  perhaps  treat  me 
with  lenity  for  the  sake  of  my  subject  and  design,  but  the  com 
position  I  think  will  hardly  escape  his  censure.  Though  all 
doctors  may  not  be  of  the  same  mind,  there  is  one  doctor  at 
least,  whom  I  have  lately  discovered,  my  professed  admirer.  He 
too,  like  Johnson,  was  with  difficulty  persuaded  to  read,  having 
an  aversion  to  all  poetry,  except  the  Night  Thoughts,  which 
on  a  certain  occasion,  when  being  confined  on  board  a  ship  he 
had  no  other  employment,  he  got  by  heart.  He  was  however 
prevailed  upon,  and  read  me  several  times  over  ;  so  that  if  my 
volume  had  sailed  with  him,  instead  of  Dr.  Young's,  I  might 
perhaps  have  occupied  that  shelf  in  his  memory  which  he  then 
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allotted  to  the  Doctor ;  his  name  is  Renny,  and  he  lives  at 
Newport  Pagnel. 

It  is  a  sort  of  paradox,  but  it  is  true  :  we  are  never  more  in 
danger  than  when  we  think  ourselves  most  secure,  nor  in 
reality  more  secure  than  when  we  seem  to  be  most  in  danger. 
Both  sides  of  this  apparent  contradiction  were  lately  verified  in 
my  experience. — Passing  from  the  greenhouse  to  the  barn,  I 
saw  three  kittens  (for  we  have  so  many  in  our  retinue)  looking 
with  fixed  attention  at  something,  which  lay  on  the  threshold 
of  a  door,  coiled  up.  I  took  but  little  notice  of  them  at  first ; 
but  a  loud  hiss  engaged  me  to  attend  more  closely,  when  behold 
— a  viper !  the  largest  I  remember  to  have  seen,  rearing  itself, 
darting  its  forked  tongue,  and  ejaculating  the  aforementioned 
hiss  at  the  nose  of  a  kitten  almost  in  contact  with  his  lips.  I 
ran  into  the  hall  for  a  hoe  with  a  long  handle,  with  which  I  in 
tended  to  assail  him,  and  returning  in  a  few  seconds  missed 
him  :  he  was  gone,  and  I  feared  had  escaped  me.  Still  how 
ever  the  kitten  sat  watching  immoveably  upon  the  same  spot. 
I  concluded,  therefore,  that,  sliding  between  the  door  and  the 
threshold,  he  had  found  his  way  out  of  the  garden  into  the 
yard.  I  went  round  immediately,  and  there  found  him  in 
close  conversation  with  the  old  cat,  whose  curiosity  being  ex 
cited  by  so  novel  an  appearance,  inclined  her  to  pat  his  head 
repeatedly  with  her  fore  foot ;  with  her  claws  however  sheathed, 
and  not  in  anger ;  but  in  the  way  of  philosophical  inquiry  and 
examination.  To  prevent  her  falling  a  victim  to  so  laudable  an 
exercise  of  her  talents,  I  interposed  in  a  moment  with  the  hoe, 
and  performed  upon  him  an  act  of  decapitation,  which  though 
not  immediately  mortal  proved  so  in  the  end.  Had  he  slid 
into  the  passages,  where  it  is  dark,  or  had  he,  when  in  the 
yard,  met  with  no  interruption  from  the  cat,  and  secreted 
himself  in  any  of  the  out-houses,  it  is  hardly  possible  but  that 
some  of  the  family  must  have  been  bitten  ;  he  might  have 
been  trodden  upon  without  being  perceived,  and  have  slipped 
away  before  the  sufferer  could  have  well  distinguished  what  foe 
had  wounded  him.  Three  years  ago  we  discovered  one  in 
the  same  place,  which  the  barber  slew  with  a  trowel. 

Our  proposed  removal  to  Mr.  Small's  was,  as  you  suppose, 
a  jest,  or  rather  a  joco-serious  matter.  We  never  looked  upon 
it  as  entirely  feasible,  yet  we  saw  in  it  something  so  like  prac 
ticability,  that  we  did  not  esteem  it  altogether  unworthy  of  our 
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attention.  It  was  one  of  those  projects  which  people  of 
lively  imaginations  play  with,  and  admire  for  a  few  days, 
and  then  break  in  pieces.  Lady  Austen  returned  on  Thursday 
from  London,  where  she  spent  the  last  fortnight,  and  whither 
she  was  called  by  an  unexpected  opportunity  to  dispose  of  the 
remainder  of  her  lease.  She  has  now  therefore  no  longer  any 
connexion  with  the  great  city,  she  has  none  on  earth  whom  she 
calls  friends  but  us,  and  no  house  but  at  Olney.  Her  abode  is 
to  be  at  the  vicarage,  where  she  has  hired  as  much  room  as  she 
wants,  which  she  will  embellish  with  her  own  furniture,  and 
which  she  will  occupy  as  soon  as  the  minister's  wife  has  pro 
duced  another  child,  which  is  expected  to  make  its  entry  in 
October. 

Mr.  Bull,  a  dissenting  minister  of  Newport,  a  learned, 
ingenious,  good-natured,  pious  friend  of  ours,  who  sometimes 
visits  us,  and  whom  we  visited  last  week,  has  put  into  my 
hands  three  volumes  of  French  poetry,  composed  by  Madam 
Guyon  ;  —  a  quietist  say  you,  and  a  fanatic,  I  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  her.  -  It  is  very  well,  you  are  welcome  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  her,  but  in  the  mean  time  her  verse  is  the 
only  French  verse  I  ever  read  that  I  found  agreeable  ;  there  is 
a  neatness  in  it  equal  to  that  which  we  applaud  with  so  much 
reason  in  the  compositions  of  Prior.  I  have  translated  several 
of  them,  and  shall  proceed  in  my  translations,  till  I  have  filled 
a  Lilliputian  paper-book  I  happen  to  have  by  me,  which  when 
filled  I  shall  present  to  Mr.  Bull.  He  is  her  passionate  ad 
mirer,  rode  twenty  miles  to  see  her  picture  in  the  house  of  a 
stranger,  which  stranger  politely  insisted  on  his  acceptance  of  it, 
and  it  now  hangs  over  his  parlour  chimney.  It  is  a  striking 
portrait,  too  characteristic  not  to  be  a  strong  resemblance,  and 
were  it  encompassed  with  a  glory,  instead  of  being  dressed  in  a 
nun's  hood,  might  pass  for  the  face  of  an  angel. 

Our  meadows  are  covered  with  a  winter-flood  in  August  ; 
the  rushes  with  which  our  bottomless  chairs  were  to  have  been 
bottomed,  and  much  hay  which  was  not  carried,  are  gone  down 
the  river  on  a  voyage  to  Ely,  and  it  is  even  uncertain  whether 
they  will  ever  return.  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi  ?  I  am  glad 
you  have  found  a  curate  ;  may  he  answer  !  Am  happy  in  Mrs. 
Bouverie's  continued  approbation  ;  it  is  worth  while  to  write 
for  such  a  reader.  Yours,  W.  C. 
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TO  LADY  AUSTEN. 

To  watch  the  storms,  and  hear  the  sky 
Give  all  our  almanacks  the  lie ; 
To  shake  with  cold,  and  see  the  plains 
In  autumn  drown'd  with  wintry  rains  ; 
'Tis  thus  I  spend  my  moments  here, 
And  wish  myself  a  Dutch  Mynheer  ; 
I  then  should  have  no  need  of  wit, 
For  lumpish  Hollander  unfit. 
Nor  should  I  then  repine  at  mud, 
Or  meadows  deluged  with  a  flood  ; 
But  in  a  bog  live  well  content, 
And  find  it  just  my  element ; 
Should  be  a  clod,  and  not  a  man, 
Nor  wish  in  vain  for  Sister  Ann, 
With  charitable  aid  to  drag 
My  mind  out  of  its  proper  quag ; 
Should  have  the  genius  of  a  boor, 
And  no  ambition  to  have  more. 

MY    DEAR    SISTER, 

You  see  my  beginning.  I  do  not  know  but  in  time  I  may  pro 
ceed  even  to  the  printing  of  halfpenny  ballads. — Excuse  the 
coarseness  of  my  paper  ;  I  wasted  such  a  quantity  before  I  could 
accomplish  any  thing  legible,  that  I  could  not  afford  finer.  I 
intend  to  employ  an  ingenious  mechanic  of  the  town  to  make 
me  a  longer  case  ;  for  you  may  observe  that  my  lines  turn  up 
then*  tails  like  Dutch  mastiffs,  so  difficult  do  I  find  it  to  make 
the  two  halves  exactly  coincide  with  each  other.  We  wait  with 
impatience  for  the  departure  of  this  unseasonable  flood.  \Ve 
think  of  you,  and  talk  of  you,  but  we  can  do  no  more,  till  the 
waters  shall  subside.  I  do  not  think  our  correspondence 
should  drop  because  we  are  within  a  mile  of  each  other.  It 
is  but  an  imaginary  approximation,  the  flood  having  in  reality 
as  effectually  parted  us  aa  if  the  British  Channel  rolled  between 
us. 

Yours,  my  dear  sister,  with  Mrs.  Un win's  best  love. 

Aug.  12,  1782  W.  C. 

TO   THE   BET.    WILLIAM   BULL. 

MY  DEAR    FRIEND, 

THE  letter  in  which  this  to  you  was  enclosed  did  not  reach  me 
till  this  afternoon,  though  dated  the  twenty-seventh  of  July,  nor 
did  it  leave  London  till  yesterday.  Mr.  Forster,  who  often 
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takes  the  charge  of  Mr.  Newton's  dispatches  to  me,  no  doubt 
forgot  to  put  it  into  the  post. 

I  thank  you  for  Madame  Guyon,  I  often  spend  a  morning 
in  translating  some  select  pieces,  such  as  I  think  may  be  suc 
cessfully  rendered  in  English.  When  time  shall  serve,  you 
shall  have  the  fruit  of  my  labours. 

Mrs.  Unwin  joins  me  in  best  respects  to  Mrs.  Bull,  not  for 
getting  the  young  gentleman.  We  are  as  well  as  these  turbulent 
elements  will  permit  us  to  be,  and  in  hopes  of  seeing  you  once 
more  at  Olney,  I  remain,  your  affectionate, 

Aug.  14,  17S2.  WM.  COWPER. 


TO   THE   EEV.  WILLIAM  TTNWTtf. 

THE  last  four  days  have  been  days  of  adventure,  teeming  with 
incidents  in  which  the  opposite  ingredients  of  pain  and  pleasure 
have  been  plentifully  mingled,  and  of  the  most  interesting  kind. 
Lady  Austen's  behaviour  to  us  ever  since  her  return  to  Clifton 
has  been  such  as  to  engage  our  affections  to  her  more  than 
ever.  A  flood,  indeed,  has  sometimes  parted  us  for  many 
days  ;  but  though  it  has  often  been  impossible  for  us  who 
never  ride  to  visit  her,  as  soon  as  the  water  has  become 
fordable  by  an  ass,  she  has  mounted  one,  and  visited  us.  On 
Thursday  last,  in  the  evening,  she  came  down  with  her  sister 
to  the  evening  lecture.  She  had  not  been  long  seated  in  her 
pew  before  she  was  attacked  by  the  most  excruciating  pains 
of  bilious  colic  :  having  much  resolution,  however,  and  being 
determined  not  to  alarm  her  sister,  the  congregation,  or  the 
minister,  she  bore  it  without  discovering  much  of  what  she  felt 
even  to  Mrs.  Jones  till  the  service  was  over.  It  is  a  disorder 
to  which  she  has  lately  been  very  subject.  We  were  just  sit 
ting  down  to  supper,  when  a  hasty  rap  alarmed  us.  I  ran  to 
the  hall  window,  for  the  hares  being  loose,  it  was  impossible  to 
open  the  door.  The  evening  had  been  a  dismal  one,  raining 
almost  continually,  but  just  at  that  time  it  held  up.  I  entreated 
Mrs.  Jones  to  go  round  to  the  gate,  and,  understanding  by 
her  tremulous  voice  that  something  distressful  was  at  hand, 
made  haste  to  meet  her.  I  had  no  sooner  reached  the  yard- 
door,  and  opened  it,  than  Lady  Austen  appeared  leaning  upon 
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Mr.  Scott.  She  could  not  speak,  but  thrusting  her  other  arm 
under  mine,  with  much  difficulty  made  shift  to  attain  the  great 
chair  by  the  fireside  in  the  parlour :  there  she  suffered  unut 
terable  anguish  for  a  considerable  time,  till  at  length,  by  your 
mother's  application  and  assistance,  being  a  little  relieved,  she 
contrived  to  climb  the  staircase,  and  after  about  three  hours 
agony  was  put  to  bed.  At  eleven  at  night  we  sent  oif  a  mes 
senger  to  Northampton,  who  returned  at  seven  the  next  morn 
ing,  and  brought  a  physician  with  him.  He  prescribed,  and 
she  was  better.  Friday  night  she  slept  tolerably,  rose  cheer 
ful,  and  entertained  us  all  Saturday  with  much  agreeable  con 
versation  as  usual ;  but  her  spirits  being  too  great  for  her 
strength,  the  consequence  was  a  frightful  hysteric  fit,  which 
seized  her  just  as  she  was  going  to  bed.  She  was  alone,  for 
her  sister  had  been  obliged  to  go  home  ;  and  thinking  there 
was  no  need  of  such  a  precaution,  she  would  have  nobody  else 
to  sleep  with  her.  The  appointed  signal  was,  that  she  should 
knock  if  she  wanted  any  thing.  She  did  so  ;  your  mother 
hastened  to  the  chamber,  and  I  after  her  to  know  if  I  could 
be  of  any  use.  She  had  not  begun  to  undress,  so  I  was  admit 
ted  ;  and  soon  after  her  disorder  became  quite  convulsive,  ac 
companied  with  most  of  the  symptoms  of  the  most  violent  fits 
of  that  sort  I  have  ever  seen.  In  about  an  hour  she  grew  bet 
ter,  rested  tolerably,  and  was  in  good  spirits  on  Sunday,  and 
last  night  well  enough  to  return  to  Clifton  upon  the  ass-.  To 
day  we  dine  there. 

Are  you  curious  to  know  her  sentiments  of  you  ?  The  ques 
tion  lias,  no  doubt,  excited  your  curiosity  if  you  had  none  be 
fore.  Suppose,  however,  I  postpone  the  gratification  of  it,  and 
make  it  part  of  my  next  letter,  finishing  this  with  something 
more  important  ?  No  ;  you  must  be  satisfied  this  moment : 
no  man  that  merits  the  good  opinion  of  others  can  be  indiffer 
ent  to  it.  You  shall  then. 

She  would  have  known  you  for  your  mother's  son  the 
moment  she  saw  you,  had  you  not  been  announced  by  name. 
This  is  some  praise,  let  me  tell  you,  especially  from  her,  who 
thinks  that  mother  the  best  of  women,  and  loves  her  at  least 
as  much  as  if  she  were  her  own.  Your  figure  the  most  elegant 
she  ever  saw, — no  longer  complain  of  calfless  legs,  and  a  belly 
with  nothing  in  it ! — your  countenance  quite  handsome — no 
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longer  be  ashamed  of  a  nose  you  have  sometimes  thought  too 
long  ! — every  motion  of  your  limbs,  your  action,  your  attitude, 
bespeak  the  gentleman  ; — added  to  all  this,  your  vivacity  and 
your  good  sense,  together  with  an  amiable  disposition,  which 
she  is  sure  you  possess,  though  she  has  but  an  hour's  know 
ledge  of  you,  have  placed  you  so  high  in  her  esteem,  that  had 
you  an  opportunity  to  cultivate  an  interest  there,  you  would 
soon  be  without  a  rival.  Fourteen  years  ago  I  would  not  have 
made  you  this  relation  ;  such  a  stripling  as  you  were  at  that 
time  would  have  been  spoiled  by  so  much  praise,  and  through 
the  mere  hunger  after  more  would  have  lost  what  he  had  ac 
quired  already ;  but  being  the  father  of  a  family,  and  the 
minister  of  three  parishes,  I  am  not  afraid  to  trust  you  with 
it.  I  beg  Mrs.  Unwin  will  add  a  short  postscript  to  your  next, 
just  to  inform  me  whether,  when  you  perused  this  picture  of 
yourself,  you  blushed,  and  how  often.  I  had  almost  forgot 
what  she  desired  me  to  insert,  that  she  wishes  as  much  for  a 
Mr.  Unwin  here,  as  you  can  possibly  for  a  Lady  Austen  at 
Stock. 

Notwithstanding  the  uncommon  rigour  of  the  season,  much 
of  our  wheat  is  carried,  and  in  good  condition.  It  does  not 
appear  that  the  murmurings  of  the  farmers  were  with  any 
reason  :  the  corn  has  suffered  much  less  by  mildew  than  was 
reported  ;  and  if  it  is  at  all  injured,  (in  this  part  of  the  world 
at  least,)  it  must  be  ascribed  to  their  foolish  impatience,  who 
would  cut  it  down  too  soon.  It  is  so  cold  this  27th  of  August 
that  I  shake  in  the  greenhouse  where  I  am  writing. 

Our  united  love  attends  you  all.  Your  letter  is  gone  to 
Dewsbury. 

Yours,  my  dear  William,  WM.  C. 

TO  THE  EET.  WILLIAM  TJNWIN. 

MY    DEAR    WILLIAM, 

THE  modest  terms  in  which  you  express  yourself  on  the  sub 
ject  of  Lady  Austen's  commendation  embolden  me  to  add  my 
suffrage  to  hers,  and  to  confirm  it  by  assuring  you  that  I  think 
her  just  and  well  founded  in  her  opinion  of  you.  The  com 
pliment  indeed  glances  at  myself ;  for  were  you  less  than  she 
accounts  you,  I  ought  not  to  afford  you  that  place  in  my 
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esteem  which  you  have  held  so  long.  My  own  sagacity  there 
fore  and  discernment  are  not  a  little  concerned  upon  the  occa 
sion,  for  either  you  resemble  the  pictiire,  or  I  have  strangely 
mistaken  my  man,  and  formed  an  erroneous  judgement  of  his 
character.  With  respect  to  your  face  and  figure  indeed,  there 
I  leave  the  ladies  to  determine,  as  being  naturally  best  qualified 
to  decide  the  point ;  but  whether  you  are  perfectly  the  man  of 
sense,  and  the  gentleman,  is  a  question  in  which  I  am  as  much 
interested  as  they,  and  which,  you  being  my  friend,  I  am  of 
course  prepared  to  settle  in  your  favour.  The  lady  (whom, 
when  you  know  her  as  well,  you  will  love  as  much  as  we  do) 
is,  and  has  been  during  the  last  fortnight,  a  part  of  our  family. 
Before  she  was  perfectly  restored  to  health,  she  returned  to 
Clifton.  Soon  after  she  came  back,  Mr.  Jones  had  occasion 
to  go  to  London.  No  sooner  was  he  gone,  than  the  Chateau, 
being  left  without  a  garrison,  was  besieged  as  regularly  as  the 
night  came  on.  Villains  were  both  heard  and  seen  in  the 
garden,  and  at  the  doors  and  windows.  The  kitchen  window 
in  particular  was  attempted,  from  which  they  took  a  complete 
pane  of  glass,  exactly  opposite  to  the  iron  by  which  it  was  fas 
tened  ;  but  providentially  the  window  had  been  nailed  to  the 
wood-work,  in  order  to  keep  it  close,  and  that  the  air  might  be 
excluded ;  thus  they  were  disappointed,  and  being  discovered 
by  the  maid,  withdrew.  The  ladies  being  worn  out  with  con 
tinual  watching,  and  repeated  alarms,  were  at  last  prevailed 
upon  to  take  refuge  with  us.  Men  furnished  with  firearms 
were  put  into  the  house,  and  the  rascals,  having  intelligence  of 
this  circumstance,  beat  a  retreat.  Mr.  Jones  returned  ;  Mrs. 
Jones  and  Miss  Green,  her  daughter,  left  us,  but  Lady  Austen's 
spirits  having  been  too  much  disturbed,  to  be  able  to  repose  in 
a  place  where  she  had  been  so  much  terrified,  she  was  left  be 
hind.  She  remains  with  us  till  her  lodgings  at  the  vicarage  can 
be  made  ready  for  her  reception.  I  have  now  sent  you  what 
has  occurred  of  moment  in  our  history  since  my  last. 

I  say  amen,  with  all  my  heart,  to  your  observation  on  reli 
gious  characters.  Men  who  profess  themselves  adepts  in  ma 
thematical  knowledge,  in  astronomy,  or  jurisprudence,  are 
generally  as  well  qualified  as  they  would  appear.  The  reason 
may  be,  that  they  are  always  liable  to  detection,  should  they 
attempt  to  impose  upon  mankind,  and  therefore  take  care  to  be 
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what  they  pretend.  In  religion  alone,  a  profession  is  often 
slightly  taken  up,  and  slovenly  carried  on,  because  forsooth 
candour  and  charity  require  us  to  hope  the  best,  and  to  judge 
favourably  of  our  neighbour,  and  because  it  is  easy  to  deceive 
the  ignorant,  who  are  a  great  majority,  upon  this  subject.  Let 
a  man  attach  himself  to  a  particular  party,  contend  furiously 
for  what  are  properly  called  evangelical  doctrines,  and  enlist 
himself  under  the  banner  of  some  popular  preacher,  and  the 
business  is  done.  Behold  a  Christian  !  a  Saint !  a  Phoenix ! — 
In  the  mean  time  perhaps  his  heart,  and  his  temper,  and  even 
his  conduct,  are  unsanctified ;  possibly  less  exemplary  than 
those  of  some  avowed  infidels.  No  matter ! — he  can  talk, — he 
has  the  Shibboleth  of  the  true  church, — the  Bible  in  his  pocket, 
and  a  head  well  stored  with  notions.  But  the  quiet,  humble, 
modest,  and  peaceable  person,  who  is  in  his  practice  what  the 
other  is  only  in  his  profession,  who  hates  a  noise,  and  therefore 
makes  none,  who  knowing  the  snares  that  are  in  the  world, 
keeps  himself  as  much  out  of  it  as  he  can,  and  never  enters  it, 
but  when  duty  calls,  and  even  then  with  fear  and  trembling, 
is  the  Christian  that  will  always  stand  highest  in  the  esti 
mation  of  those,  who  bring  all  characters  to  the  test  of  true 
wisdom,  and  judge  of  the  tree  by  its  fruit. 

You  are  desirous  of  visiting  the  prisoners  ;  you  wish  to  ad 
minister  to  their  necessities,  and  to  give  them  instruction. 
This  task  you  will  undertake,  though  you  expect  to  encounter 
many  things  in  the  performance  of  it  that  will  give  you  pain. 
Now  this  I  can  understand  ; — you  will  not  listen  to  the  sensi 
bilities  that  distress  yourself,  but  to  the  distresses  of  others. 
Therefore,  when  I  meet  with  one  of  the  specious  praters 
above-mentioned,  I  will  send  him  to  Stock,  that  by  your  diffi 
dence  he  may  be  taught  a  lesson  of  modesty  ;  by  your  gene 
rosity,  a  little  feeling  for  others  ;  and  by  your  general  conduct, 
in  short,  to  chatter  less,  and  to  do  more. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 
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TO   JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Sept.  6,  1782. 

YESTERDAY,  and  not  before,  I  received  your  letter,  dated  llth 
of  June,  from  the  hands  of  Mr.  Small.  I  should  have  been 
happy  to  have  known  him  sooner ;  but  whether  being  afraid 
of  that  horned  monster,  a  Methodist,  or  whether  from  a  prin 
ciple  of  delicacy,  or  deterred  by  a  flood,  which  has  rolled  for 
some  weeks  between  Clifton  and  Olney,  1  know  not, — he  has 
favoured  me  only  with  a  taste  of  his  company,  and  will  leave 
me  on  Saturday  evening,  to  regret  that  our  acquaintance,  so 
lately  begun,  must  be  so  soon  suspended.  He  will  dine  with 
us  that  day,  which  I  reckon  a  fortunate  circumstance,  as  I  shall 
have  an  opportunity  to  introduce  him  to  the  liveliest  and  most 
entertaining  woman  in  the  country.  I  have  seen  him  but  for 
half  an  hour,  yet  without  boasting  of  much  discernment,  I  see 
that  he  is  polite,  easy,  cheerful,  and  sensible.  An  old  man 
thus  qualified,  cannot  fail  to  charm  the  lady  in  question.  As 
to  his  religion,  I  leave  it — I  am  neither  his  bishop  nor  his  con 
fessor.  .  A  man  of  his  character,  and  recommended  by  you, 
would  be  welcome  here,  were  he  a  Gentoo,  or  a  Mahometan. 

1  learn  from  him  that  certain  friends  of  mine,  whom  I  have 
been  afraid  to  enquire  about  by  letter,  are  alive  and  well.  The 
current  of  twenty  years  has  swept  away  so  many,  whom  I  once 
knew,  that  I  doubted  whether  it  might  be  adviseable  to  send 
my  love  to  your  mother  and  your  sisters.  They  may  have 
thought  my  silence  strange,  but  they  have  here  the  reason  of 
it.  Assure  them  of  my  affectionate  remembrance,  and  that 
nothing  would  make  me  happier  than  to  receive  you  all  in  my 
green-house,  your  own  Mrs.  Hill  included.  It  is  fronted  with 
myrtles,  and  lined  with  mats,  and  would  just  hold  us,  for  Mr. 
Small  informs  me  your  dimensions  are  much  the  same  as  usual. 
Yours,  my  dear  friend,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO   THE    BEV.    WILLIAM   BULL. 

Mon  aimable  et  tres  cher  Ami, 

IT  is  not  in  the  power  of  chaises  or  chariots  to  carry  you  where 
my  affections  will  not  follow  you  ;  if  I  heard  that  you  were- gone 
to  finish  your  days  in  the  Moon,  I  should  not  love  you  the  less  ; 
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but  should  contemplate  the  place  of  your  abode,  as  often  as  it 
appeared  in  the  heavens,  and  say — Farewell,  my  friend,  for 
ever !  Lost,  but  not  forgotten !  Live  happy  in  thy  lantern, 
and  smoke  the  remainder  of  thy  pipes  in  peace  !  Thou  art  rid 
of  Earth,  at  least  of  all  its  cares,  and  so  far  can  I  rejoice  in 
thy  removal ;  and  as  to  the  cares  that  are  to  be  found  in  the 
Moon,  I  am  resolved  to  suppose  them  lighter  than  those  below  ; 
heavier  they  can  hardly  be. 

I  have  never  since  I  saw  you  failed  to  enquire  of  all  the 
few  that  were  likely  to  inform  me,  whether  you  were  sick  or 
abroad,  for  I  have  long  wondered  at  your  long  silence  and  your 
long  absence.  I  believe  it  was  Mr.  Jones  who  told  me  that*  you 
were  gone  from  home.  I  suppose,  therefore,  that  you  have 
been  at  Ramsgate,  and  upon  that  condition  I  excuse  you  ;  but 
you  should  have  remembered,  my  friend,  that  people  do  not  go 
to  the  seaside  to  bring  back  with  them  pains  in  the  bowels  and 
such  weakness  and  lassitude  as  you  complain  of.  You  ought  to 
have  returned  ten  years  younger,  with  your  nerves  well  braced 
and  your  spirits  at  the  top  of  the  weather  glass.  Come  to  us, 
however,  and  Mrs.  Unwin  shall  add  her  attentions  and  her 
skill  to  those  of  Mrs.  Bull ;  and  we  will  give  you  broth  to  heal 
your  bowels,  and  toasted  rhubarb  to  strengthen  them,  and 
send  you  back  as  brisk  and  as  cheerful  as  we  wish  you  to  be 
always. 

Both  your  advice  and  your  manner  of  giving  it  are  gentle 
and  friendly,  and  like  yourself.  I  thank  you  for  them,  and 
do  not  refuse  your  counsel  because  it  is  not  good,  or  because  I 
dislike  it,  but  because  it  is  not  for  me  ;  there  is  not  a  man  upon 
earth  that  might  not  be  the  better  for  it,  myself  only  excepted. 
Prove  to  me  that  I  have  a  right  to  pray,  and  I  will  pray  without 
ceasing  ;  yes,  and  praise  too,  even  in  the  belly  of  this  hell, 
compared  with  which  Jonah's  was  a  palace,  a  temple  of  the 
living  God.  But  let  me  add,  there  is  no  encouragement  in  the 
Scripture  so  comprehensive  as  to  include  my  case,  nor  any  con 
solation  so  effectual  as  to  reach  it.  I  do  not  relate  it  to  you, 
because  you  could  not  believe  it ;  you  would  agree  with  me  if 
you  could.  And  yet  the  sin  by  which  I  am  excluded  from  the 
privileges  I  once  enjoyed,  you  would  account  no  sin,  you  would 
even  tell  me  that  it  was  a  duty.  This  is  strange  ; — you  will 
think  me  mad, — but  I  am  not  mad,  most  noble  Festus,  I  am 
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only  in  despair,  and  those  powers  of  mind  which  I  possess  are 
only  permitted  to  me  for  my  amusement  at  some  times,  and  to 
acuminate  and  enhance  my  misery  at  others.  I  have  not  even 
asked  a  blessing  upon  my  food  these  ten  years,  nor  do  I  ex 
pect  that  I  shall  ever  ask  it  again.  Yet  I  love  you,  and  such 
as  you,  and  determine  to  enjoy  your  friendship  while  I  can  : — 
it  will  not  be  long,  we  must  soon  part  for  ever. 

Madame  Guyon  is  finished,  but  not  quite  transcribed.    Mrs. 
Unwin,  who  has  lately  been  much  indisposed,  unites  her  love 
to  you  with  mine,  and  we  both  wish  to  be  affectionately  re 
membered  to  Mrs.  Bull  and  the  young  gentleman. 
Yours,  my  friend, 

Oct.  27, 1782.  WM.  COWPER. 


TO    THE   REY.    WILLIAM   TJITWIN. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  Nov.  4,   1782. 

You  are  too  modest ;  though  your  last  consisted  of  three  sides 
only,  I  am  certainly  a  letter  in  your  debt.  It  is  possible  that 
this  present  writing  may  prove  as  short.  Yet,  short  as  it  may 
be,  it  will  be  a  letter,  and  make  me  a  creditor,  and  you  my 
debtor.  A  letter  indeed  ought  not  to  be  estimated  by  the 
length  of  it  but  by  the  contents,  and  how  can  the  contents 
of  any  letter  be  more  agreeable  than  your  last  ? 

You  tell  me  that  John  Gilpin  made  you  laugh  tears,  and  that 
the  ladies  at  court  are  delighted  with  my  Poems.  Much 
good  may  they  do  them  !  May  they  become  as  wise  as  the 
writer  wishes  them,  and  then  they  will  be  much  happier  than 
he  !  I  know  there  is  in  the  book  that  wisdom  which  cometh 
from  above,  because  it  was  from  above  that  I  received  it. 
May  they  receive  it  too  !  For  whether  they  drink  it  out  of  the 
cistern,  or  whether  it  falls  upon  them  immediately  from  the 
clouds,  as  it  did  on  me,  it  is  all  one.  It  is  the  water  of  life,  which 
whosoever  drinketh  shall  thirst  no  more.  As  to  the  famous 
horseman  abovementioned,  he  and  his  feats  are  an  inexhaustible 
source  of  merriment.  At  least  we  find  him  so,  and  seldom 
meet  without  refreshing  ourselves  with  the  recollection  of 
them.  You  are  perfectly  at  liberty  to  deal  with  them  as  you 
please.  Auctore  tantum  anonymo  imprimantur ;  and  when 
printed,  send  me  a  copy. 
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I  congratulate  you  on  the  discharge  of  your  duty  and  your 
conscience,  by  the  pains  you  have  taken  for  the  relief  of  the 
prisoners.  You  proceeded  wisely,  yet  courageously,  and  de 
served  better  success.  Your  labours  however  will  be  remem 
bered  elsewhere,  when  you  shall  be  forgotten  here  ;  and  if  the 
poor  folks  at  Chelmsford  should  never  receive  the  benefit  of 
them,  you  will  yourself  receive  it  in  heaven.  It  is  pity 
that  men  of  fortune  should  be  determined  to  acts  of  benefi 
cence  sometimes  by  popular  whim,  or  prejudice,  and  sometimes 
by  motives  still  more  unworthy.  The  liberal  subscription 
raised  in  behalf  of  the  widows  of  the  seamen  lost  in  the  Royal 
George  was  an  instance  of  the  former.  At  least  a  plain,  short, 
and  sensible  letter  in  the  newspaper  convinced  me  at  the  time, 
that  it  was  an  unnecessary  and  injudicious  collection  :  and  the 
difficulty  you  found  in  effectuating  your  benevolent  intentions  on 
this  occasion,  constrains  me  to  think  that  had  it  been  an  affair 
of  more  notoriety  than  merely  to  furnish  a  few  poor  fellows  with 
a  little  fuel  to  preserve  their  extremities  from  the  frost,  you 
would  have  succeeded  better.  Men  really  pious  delight  in 
doing  good  by  stealth  :  but  nothing  less  than  an  ostentatious 
display  of  bounty  will  satisfy  mankind  in  general.  I  feel  my 
self  disposed  to  furnish  you  with  an  opportunity  to  shine  in 
secret.  We  do  what  we  can.  But  that  can  is  little.  You 
have  rich  friends,  are  eloquent  on  all  occasions,  and  know  how 
to  be  pathetic  on  a  proper  one.  The  winter  will  be  severely 
felt  at  Olney  by  many,  whose  sobriety,  industry,  and  honesty, 
recommend  them  to  charitable  notice  :  and  we  think  we  could 
tell  such  persona  as  Mrs.  Bouverie,  or  Mr.  Smith,  half  a 
dozen  tales  of  distress,  that  would  find  their  way  into  hearts  as 
feeling  as  theirs.  You  will  do  as  you  see  good ;  and  we  in 
the  mean  time  shall  remain  convinced,  that  you  will  do  your 
best.  Lady  Austen  will  no  doubt  do  something  ;  for  she  has 
great  sensibility  and  compassion. 

Your  mother  wishes  you  to  buy  her  twelve  yards  of  silk  for 
a  gown,  from  five  to  seven  shillings  a  yard,  and  half  ell  wide. 
The  colour,  either  ruby,  garnet,  or  bode  de  Paris. 

Yours,  my  dear  Unwin,  W.  C. 


s.  c. — 2. 
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TO  THE  EEV.  WILLIAM    BULL. 

Nov.  5,  1782. 

Charissme  Taurorum 

Quot  sunt.  velfueru/it,  vtl  posthac  aliis  erunt  in  anniit. 

WE  shall  rejoice  to  see  you,  and  I  just  write  to  tell  you  so. 
Whatever  else  I  want,  I  have,  at  least,  this  quality  in  common 
with  publicans  and  sinners,  that  I  love  those  that  love  me,  and, 
for  that  reason,  you  in  particular.  Your  warm  and  affec 
tionate  manner  demands  it  of  me.  And  though  I  consider 
your  love  as  growing  out  of  a  mistaken  expectation  that  you 
shall  see  me  a  spiritual  man  hereafter,  I  do  not  love  you  much 
the  less  for  it.  I  only  regret  that  I  did  not  know  you  in 
timately  in  those  happier  days,  when  the  frame  of  my  heart  and 
mind  was  such  as  might  have  made  a  connexion  with  me  not 
altogether  unworthy  of  you. 

I  add  only  Mrs.  Unwin's  remembrances,  and  that  I  am  glad 
you  believe  me  to  be,  what  I  truly  am, 

Your  faithful  and  affectionate,  W.  C. 


TO   JOSEPH   HILL,    ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND,  NOV.    11,  1782. 

YOUE  shocking  scrawl,  as  you  term  it,  was,  however,  a  very 
welcome  one.  The  character,  indeed,  has  not  quite  the  neat 
ness  and  beauty  of  an  engraving  ;  but,  if  it  cost  me  some 
pains  to  decypher  it,  they  were  well  rewarded  by  the  minute 
information  it  conveyed.  I  am  glad  your  health  is  such,  that 
you  have  nothing  more  to  complain  of  than  may  be  expected 
on  the  down-hill  side  of  life.  If  mine  is  better  than  yours,  it 
is  to  be  attributed,  I  suppose,  principally,  to  the  constant  en 
joyment  of  country  air  and  retirement ;  the  most  perfect  regu 
larity  in  matters  of  eating,  drinking,  and  sleeping;  and  a 
happy  emancipation  from  every  thing  that  wears  the  face  of 
business.  I  lead  the  life  I  always  wished  for,  and  the  single 
circumstance  of  dependence  excepted,  (which,  between  our 
selves,  is  very  contrary  to  my  predominant  humour  and  dis 
position,)  have  no  want  left  broad  enough  for  another  wish  to 
stand  upon. 
You  may  not,  perhaps,  live  to  see  your  trees  attain  tj  the 
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dignity  of  timber ; — I,  nevertheless,  approve  of  your  planting, 
and  the  disinterested  spirit  that  prompts  you  to  it.  Few  people 
plant,  when  they  are  young ;  a  thousand  other  less  profitable 
amusements  divert  their  attention  ;  and  most  people,  when  the 
date  of  youth  is  once  expired,  think  it  too  late  to  begin.  I  can 
tell  you,  however,  for  your  comfort  and  encouragement,  that 
when  a  grove,  which  Major  Cowper  had  planted,  was  of  eigh 
teen  years  growth,  it  was  no  smxll  ornament  to  his  grounds, 
and  afforded  as  complete  a  shade  as  could  be  desired.  Were  I 
as  old  as  your  mother,  in  whose  longevity  I  rejoice,  and  the 
more,  because  I  consider  it  as,  in  some  sort,  a  pledge  and  assu 
rance  of  yours,  and  should  come  to  the  possession  of  land 
worth  planting,  I  would  begin  to-morrow,  and  even  without 
previously  insisting  upon  a  bond  from  Providence  that  I  should 
live  five  years  longer. 

I  saw  last  week  a  gentleman  who  was  lately  at  Hastings.  I 

asked  him  where  he  lodged.  He  replied  at  P 's.  I  next 

enquired  after  the  poor  man's  wife,  whether  alive  or  dead.  He 
answered,  dead.  So  then,  said  I,  she  has  scolded  her  last ;  and 
a  sensible  old  man  will  go  down  to  his  grave  in  peace.  Mr. 

P ,  to  be  sure,  is  of  no  great  consequence,  either  to  you  or 

to  me ;  but  having  so  fair  an  opportunity  to  inform  myself 
about  him,  I  could  not  neglect  it.  It  gives  me  pleasure  to 
learn  somewhat  of  a  man  I  knew  a  little  of  so  many  years 
since,  and  for  that  reason  merely  I  mention  the  circumstance 
to  you. 

I  find  a  single  expression  in  your  letter  which  needs  correc 
tion.  You  say  I  carefully  avoid  paying  you  a  visit  at  Wargrave. 
Not  so  ; — but  connected  as  I  happily  am,  and  rooted  where  I 
am,  and  not  having  travelled  these  twenty  years, — being,  be 
sides,  of  an  indolent  temper,  and  having  spirits  that  cannot 
bear  a  bustle — all  these  are  so  many  insuperables  in  the  way. 
They  are  not,  however,  in  yours  ;  and  if  you  and  Mrs.  Hill  will 
make  the  experiment,  you  shall  find  yourselves  as  welcome 
here  both  to  me  and  to  Mrs.  Unwin,  as  it  is  possible  you 
can  be  any  where.  Yours  affectionately,  WM.  COWPER. 

TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWHST. 

MY  DEAR  WILLIAM,  NOV.  18,  1782. 

OK  the  part  of  the  poor,  and  on  our  part,  be  pleased  to  make 
acknowledgments,  such  as  the  occasion  calls  for,  to  our  bene- 
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ficent  friend  Mr.  Smith.  I  call  him  ours,  because  having  ex 
perienced  his  kindness  to  myself  in  a  former  instance,  and  in 
the  present  his  disinterested  readiness  to  succour  the  distressed, 
my  ambition  will  be  satisfied  with  nothing  less.  He  may  depend 
upon  the  strictest  secrecy ;  no  creature  shall  hear  him  men 
tioned,  either  now  or  hereafter,  as  the  person  from  whom  we 
have  received  this  bounty.  But  when  I  speak  of  him,  or  hear 
him  spoken  of  by  others,  which  sometimes  happens,  I  shall  not 
forget  what  is  due  to  so  rare  a  character.  I  wish,  and  your 
mother  wishes  it  too,  that  he  could  sometimes  take  us  in  his 
way  to  Nottingham  ;  he  will  find  us  happy  to  receive  a  person 
whom  we  must  needs  account  it  an  honour  to  know.  We  shall 
exercise  our  best  discretion  in  the  disposal  of  the  money  ;  but 
in  this  town,  where  the  Gospel  has  been  preached  so  many 
years,  where  the  people  have  been  favoured  so  long  with  labo 
rious  and  conscientious  ministers,  it  is  not  an  easy  thing  to 
find  those  who  make  no  profession  of  religion  at  all,  and  are  yet 
proper  objects  of  charity.  The  profane  are  so  profane,  so 
drunken,  dissolute,  and  in  every  respect  worthless,  that  to  make 
them  partakers  of  his  bounty  would  be  to  abuse  it.  We  pro 
mise,  however,  that  none  shall  touch  it  but  such  as  are  misera 
bly  poor,  yet  at  the  same  time  industrious  and  honest,  two 
characters  frequently  united  here,  where  the  most  watchful 
and  unremitting  labour  will  hardly  procure  them  bread.  We 
make  none  but  the  cheapest  laces,  and  the  price  of  them  is 
fallen  almost  to  nothing.  Thanks  are  due  to  yourself  likewise, 
and  are  hereby  accordingly  rendered,  for  waving  your  claim 
in  behalf  of  your  own  parishioners.  You  are  always  with 
them,  and  they  are  always,  at  least  some  of  them,  the  better  for 
your  residence  among  them.  Olney  is  a  populous  place,  inha 
bited  chiefly  by  the  half-starved  and  the  ragged  of  the  earth, 
and  it  is  not  possible  for  our  small  party  and  small  ability  to 
extend  their  operations  so  far  as  to  be  much  felt  among  such 
numbers.  Accept  therefore  your  share  of  their  gratitude,  and 
be  convinced  that  when  they  pray  for  a  blessing  upon  those 
who  have  relieved  their  wants,  He  that  answers  that  prayer, 
and  when  he  answers  it,  will  remember  his  servant  at  Stock. 

I  little  thought  when  I  was  writing  the  history  of  John 
Gilpin,  that  he  would  appear  in  print — I  intended  to  laugh, 
and  to  make  two  or  three  others  laugh,  of  whom  you  were 
one.  But  now  all  the  world  laughs,  at  least  if  they  h  .,e  the 
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same  relish  for  a  tale  ridiculous  in  itself,  and  quaintly  told,  as 
we  have. — Well — ;they  do  not  always  laugh  so  innocently,  or 
at  so  small  an  expense — for  in  a  world  like  this,  abounding  with, 
subjects  for  satire,  and  with  satirical  wits  to  mark  them,  a  laugh 
that  hurts  nobody  has  at  least  the  grace  of  novelty  to  recom 
mend  it.  Swift's  darling  motto  was,  rive  la  bagatelle — a  good 
wish  for  a  philosopher  of  his  complexion,  the  greater  part 
of  whose  wisdom,  whencesoever  it  came,  most  certainly  came 
not  from  above.  La  bagatelle  has  no  enemy  in  me,  though 
it  has  neither  so  warm  a  friend,  nor  so  able  a  one,  as  it  had 
in  him.  If  I  trifle,  and  merely  trifle,  it  is  because  I  am  reduced 
to  it  by  necessity — a  melancholy,  that  nothing  else  so  effectually 
disperses,  engages  me  sometimes  in  the  arduous  task  of  being 
merry  by  force.  And,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  most  lu 
dicrous  lines  I  ever  wrote  have  been  written  in  .the  saddest 
mood,  and,  but  for  that  saddest  mood,  perhaps  had  never  been 
written  at  all.  To  say  truth,  it  would  be  but  a  shocking  vagary, 
should  the  mariners  on  board  a  ship  buffeted  by  a  terrible 
storm,  employ  themselves  in  fiddling  and  dancing ;  yet  some 
times  much  such  a  part  act  I. 

I  hear  from  Mrs.  Newton,  that  some  great  persons  have 
spoken  with  great  approbation  of  a  certain  book. — Who  they 
are,  and  what  they  have  said,  I  am  to  be  told  in  a  future  letter. 
The  Monthly  Reviewers  in  the  mean  time  have  satisfied  me 
well  enough.  Yours,  my  dear  William,  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  NOV.  1782. 

I  AM  to  thank  you  for  a  fine  cod,  which  came  most  opportune 
ly  to  make  a  figure  on  our  table,  on  an  occasion  that  made  him 
singularly  welcome.  I  write,  and  you  send  me  a  fish.  This  is 
very  well,  but  not  altogether  what  I  want.  I  wish  to  hear  from 
you,  because  the  fish,  though  he  serves  to  convince  me  that  you 
have  me  still  in  remembrance,  says  not  a  word  of  those  that 
sent  him,  and  with  respect  to  your  and  Mrs.  Hill's  health,  pros 
perity,  and  happiness,  leaves  me  as  much  in  the  dark  as  before. 
You  are  aware,  likewise,  that  where  there  is  an  exchange  of 
letters,  it  is  much  easier  to  write.  But  I  know  the  multiplicity 
of  yo\ir  affairs,  and  therefore  perform  my  part  of  the  correspon 
dence  as  well  as  I  can,  convinced  that  you  would  not  omit 
yours,  if  you  could  help  it. 
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Three  days  since  I  received  a  note  from  old  Mr.  Small,  which 
was  more  than  civil — it  was  warm  and  friendly.  The  good  ve- 
.teran  excuses  himself  for  not  calling  upon  me,  on  account  of 
the  feeble  state  in  which  a  fit  of  the  gout  had  left  him.  He  tells 
me,  however,  that  he  has  seen  Mrs.  Hill,  and  your  improve 
ments  at  Wargrave,  which  will  soon  become  an  ornament  to 
the  place.  May  they !  and  may  you  both  live  long  to  enjoy 
them !  I  shall  be  sensibly  mortified  if  the  season  and  his  gout 
together  should  deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  receiving  him 
here ;  for  he  is  a  man  much  to  my  taste,  and  quite  an  unique 
in  this  country. 

"When  it  suits  you  to  send  me  some  more  of  Elliott's  medi 
cines,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you.  My  eyes  are,  in  general, 
better  than  I  remember  them  to  have  been,  since  I  first  opened 
them  upon  this  sublunary  stage,  which  is  now  a  little  more 
than  half  a  century  ago  ;  yet  I  do  not  think  myself  safe,  either 
without  those  remedies,  or  when,  through  long  keeping,  they 
have,  in  part,  lost  their  virtue.  I  seldom  use  them  without 
thinking  of  our  trip  to  Maidenhead,  where  I  first  experienced 
their  efficacy.  We  are  growing  old  ;  but  this  is  between  our- 
•selves  :  the  world  knows  nothing  of  the  matter.  Mr.  Small  tells 
me  you  look  much  as  you  did:  and  as  for  me,  being  grown 
rather  plump,  the  ladies  tell  me  I  am  as  young  as  ever. 

Yours  ever,         WM.     COWPER. 

TO   MES.    NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  MADAM,  NOV.  23,  1782. 

THE  soles  with  which  you  favoured  us  were  remarkably  fine. 
Accept  our  thanks  for  them  ;  thanks  likewise  for  the  trouble 
you  take  in  vending  my  poems,  and  still  more  for  the  interest 
you  take  in  their  success.  My  authorship  is  undoubtedly 
pleased  when  I  hear  that  they  are  approved  either  by  the  great 
or  the  small ;  but  to  be  approved  by  the  great,  as  Horace  ob 
served. many  years  ago,  is  fame  indeed.  Having  met  with  en 
couragement,  I  consequently  wish  to  write  again ;  but  wishes 
are  a  very  small  part  of  the  qualifications  necessary  for  such  a 
purpose.  Many  a  man  who  has  succeeded  tolerably  well  in  his 
first  attempt,  has  spoiled  all  by  the  second.  But  it  just,  occurs 
to  me  that  I  told  you  so  once  before,  and  if  my  memory  had 
served  me  with  the  intelligence  a  minute  sooner,  I  would  not 
have  repeated  the  observation  now. 
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The  winter  sets  in  with  great  severity.  The  rigour  of  the 
season,  and  the  advanced  price  of  grain,  are  very  threatening  to 
the  poor.  It  is  well  with  those  that  can  feed  upon  a  promise, 
and  wrap  themselves  up  warm  in  the  robe  of  salvation.  A  good 
fire-side  and  a  well-spread  table  are  but  very  indifferent  substi 
tutes  for  these  better  accommodations  ;  so  very  indifferent,  that 
I  would  gladly  exchange  them  both,  for  the  rags  and  the  unsa 
tisfied  hunger  of  the  poorest  creature  that  looks  forward  with 
hope  to  a  better  world,  and  weeps  tears  of  joy  in  the  midst  of 
penury  and  distress.  What  a  world  is  this  !  How  mysteriously 
governed  and,  in  appearance  left  to  itself.  One  man,  having 
squandered  thousands  at  a  gaming-table,  finds  it  convenient  to 
travel ;  gives  his  estate  to  somebody  to  manage  for  him  ;  amuses 
himself  a  few  years  in  France  and  Italy ;  returns,  perhaps, 
wiser  than  he  went,  having  acquired  knowledge  which,  but  for 
his  follies,  he  would  never  have  acquired ;  again  makes  a  splen 
did  figure  at  home,  shines  in  the  senate,  governs  his  country  as 
its  minister,  is  admired  for  his  abilities,  and,  if  successful, 
adored,  at  least  by  a  party.  When  he  dies  he  is  praised  as  a 
demi-god,  and  his  monument  records  every  thing  but  his  vices. 
The  exact  contrast  of  such  a  picture  is  to  be  found  in  many 
cottages  at  Olney.  I  have  no  need  to  describe  them ;  you  know 
(he  characters  I  mean.  They  love  God,  they  trust  him,  they 
pray  to  him  in  secret,  and  though  he  means  to  reward  them 
openly,  the  day  of  recompense  is  delayed.  In  the  mean  time 
they  suffer  every  thing  that  infirmity  and  poverty  can  inflict 
upo'n  them.  Who  would  suspect,  that  has  not  a  spiritual  eye  to 
discern  it,  that  the  fine  gentleman  was  one  whom  his  Maker 
had  in  abhorrence,  and  the  wretch  last-mentioned,  dear  to  him 
as  the  apple  of  his  eye  ?  It  is  no  wonder  that  the  world,  who 
are  not  in  the  secret,  find  themselves  obliged,  some  of  them,  to 
doubt  a  Providence,  and  others  absolutely  to  deny  it,  when  al 
most  all  the  real  virtue  there  is  in  it,  is  to  be  found  living  and 
dying  in  a  state  of  neglected  obscurity,  and  all  the  vices  of 
others  cannot  exclude  them  from  the  privilege  of  worship  and 
honour !  But  behind  the  curtain  the  matter  is  explained ;  very 
little,  however,  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  great. 

If  you  ask  me  why  I  have  written  thus,  and  to  you  especial 
ly,  to  whom  there  was  no  need  to  write  thus,  I  can  only  reply, 
that  having  a  letter  to  write,  and  no  news  to  communicate,  I 
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picked  up  the  first  subject  I  found,  and  pursued  it  as  far  as 
was  convenient  for  my  purpose. 

Mr.  Newton  and  I  are  of  one  mind  on  the  subject  of  patriot 
ism.  Our  dispute  was  no  sooner  begun  than  it  ended.  It  would 
be  well,  perhaps,  if,  when  two  disputants  begin  to  engage,  their 
friends  would  hurry  each  into  a  separate  chaise,  and  order  them 
to  opposite  points  of  the  compass.  Let  one  travel  twenty  miles 
east ;  the  other  as  many  west ;  then  let  them  write  their  opi 
nions  by  the  post.  Much  altercation  and  chafing  of  the  spirit 
would  be  prevented ;  they  would  sooner  come  to  a  right  under 
standing,  and  running  away  from  each  other,  would  carry  on 
the  combat  more  judiciously,  in  exact  proportion  to  the  distance. 

My  love  to  that  gentleman,  if  you  please  ;  and  tell  him,  that, 
like  him,  though  I  love  my  country,  I  hate  its  follies  and  its 
sins,  and  had  rather  see  it  scourged  in  mercy,  than  judicially 
hardened  by  prosperity. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  not  very  well,  but  better  than  she  has  been. 
She  adds  her  love  to  both.  Yours,  my  dear  Madam,  as  ever, 

W*.  COWPER. 

TO    THE    REV.    WILLIAM   TJNWIH. 

MY    DEAR    WILLIAM,  NOV.  30,   1782. 

SINCE  such  is  Mr.  Smith's  desire,  we  will  dispose  of  the  money 
before  the  expiration  of  the  year.  It  is,  indeed,  already  dis 
posed  of,  except  a  very  small  part,  which  it  was  our  intention 
to  reserve  till  the  increasing  severity  of  the  season  should  call  for 
the  application  of  it.  A  man  and  his  wife  have  been  made  so 
happy,  that  they  could  neither  of  them  sleep  for  joy.  They 
are  perfectly  honest,  sober,  and  industrious,  but  with  all  their 
industry  were  unable  to  maintain  themselves  and  five  children, 
without  running  deeply  in  debt  to  the  baker.  The  discharge 
of  this  debt,  and  the  additional  comfort  of  some  necessary 
clothing,  were  blessings  so  unexpected,  that  the  transports  they 
felt  on  receiving  them  are  not  often  equalled. 

Your  friend,  Mr.  Teedon,  who  with  all  his  foibles  is  a  de 
serving  man,  so  far  at  least  as  the  strictest  honesty  and  the 
most  laborious  attention  to  his  little  school,  can  entitle  him  to 
that  character,  has  been  very  seasonably  and  substantially  re 
lieved.  The  poor  man's  writing  paper  was  almost  all  expended, 
and  not  having  wherewithal  to  purchase  more,  or  to  pay  his 
small  arrears  to  the  stationer,  he  had  fretted  himself  into  a 
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slow  fever,  which  Mr.  Smith  however  has  effectually  cured, 
and  he  stands  restored  to  his  former  health  and  sprightliness  of 
conversation.  Rent  day  was  likewise  near  at  hand,  a  formid 
able  era,  which  I  believe  his  indigence  always  obliges  him  to 
anticipate  with  horror ;  but  the  terrors  of  it  are  removed,  and 
the  sum  of  three  guineas  has  performed  all  these  wonders.  Our 
judgement  in  these  matters  is,  that  it  is  better  to  give  effectual 
relief  to  a  few  than  to  split  a  sum  into  diminutive  items,  the 
operation  of  which  is  scarcely  perceptible  among  many.  We 
have,  however,  delivered  others  from  the  entanglement  of  debts 
which,  though  small,  were  to  them  an  insupportable  burthen  ; 
and  by  putting  a  few  shillings  in  their  pockets,  have  encouraged 
them  to  undergo  "  the  drudgery  of  their  miserable  occupa 
tions  with  alacrity  and  delight.  I  have  been  rather  circum 
stantial  in  my  detail,  because,  though  it  is  certain  Mr.  Smith 
would  not  have  entrusted  his  bounty  to  our  disposal,  had  he 
not  had  something  like  an  implicit  confidence  in  our  discretion, 
it  will  perhaps  afford  him  satisfaction  to  know,  with  some  de 
gree  of  particularity,  in  what  manner  that  discretion  has  been 
exercised.  We  have  given  to  none  but  the  honest,  the  worthy, 
and  consequently,  I  may  add,  to  none  but  the  truly  grateful. 

To-morrow  I  shall  expect  a  letter  from  Mr.  Newton,  it  is  not 
therefore  in  my  power  to  give  you  any  information  by  this  post 
on  the  subject,  which  Mrs.  Newton  touched  so  lightly.  Whether 
he  himself  will  enlarge  upon  it  is  doubtful,  being  fearful,  for 
wise  reasons,  of  receiving  praise,  and  for  the  same  reasons  fear 
ful  of  communicating  it.  But  as  for  me,  my  modesty  is  in 
no  danger;  I  have  that  within  which  sufficiently  guards  me 
against  the  workings  of  vanity  ;  no  man  would  think  highly 
of  himself,  if  he  believed  that  his  Maker  thought  meanly  of 
him. 

I  have  a  poem  upon  Friendship,  which,  for  the  life  of  me,  I 
cannot  now  transcribe  ;  it  is  at  least  thirty  stanzas  in  length, 
each  consisting  of  six  lines.  On  some  future  occasion,  per 
haps,  I  may  have  more  time,  and  find  myself  less  indolent.  At 
present  I  can  write  nothing  but  a  letter,  and,  to  say  the  truth, 
am  not  sorry  when  I  have  reached  the  end  of  it. 

I  beg  you  will  mention  us  handsomely  to  Mr.  Smith  and  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Creuze.  Your  mother  is  pretty  well ;  her  love 
attends  you.  Yours,  my  dear  friend, 

J  WM.  COWPER. 
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I  have  -written  this  a  week  sooner  than  I  need  have  done,  a 
discovery  I  have  made  this  moment ;  it  is  possible,  therefore, 
that  I  may  find  an  opportunity  to  send  you  Friendship. 

TO    THE   EEV.   WILLIAM   UXW1X. 

MY    DEAR    WILLIAM, 

DOCTOR  BEA.TTIE  is  a  respectable  character.  I  account  him 
a  man  of  sense,  a  philosopher,  a  scholar,  a  person  of  distin 
guished  genius,  and  a  good  writer.  I  believe  him  too  a  Chris 
tian  ;  with  a  profound  reverence  for  the  Scripture,  with  great 
zeal  and  ability  to  enforce  the  belief  of  it  (both  which  he  exerts 
with  the  candour  and  good  manners  of  a  gentleman),  he 
seems  well  entitled  to  that  allowance ;  and  to  deny  it  him,  would 
impeach  one's  own  right  to  the  appellation.  With  all  these  good 
things  to  recommend  him,  there  can  be  no  dearth  of  sufficient 
reasons  to  read  his  writings.  You  favoured  me  some  years 
since  with  one  of  his  volumes,  by  which  I  was  both  pleased  and 
instructed :  and  I  beg  that  you  will  send  me  the  new  one,  when 
you  can  conveniently  spare  it,  or  rather  bring  it  yourself,  while 
the  swallows  are  yet  upon  the  wing ;  for  the  summer  is  going 
down  apace. 

You  tell  me  you  have  been  asked,  if  I  am  intent  upon 
another  volume  ?  I  reply, — not  at  present,  not  being  convinced 
that  I  have  met  with  sufficient  encouragement.  I  account  my 
self  happy  in  having  pleased  a  few,  but  am  not  rich  enough  to 
despise  the  many.  I  do  not  know  what  sort  of  market  my 
commodity  has  found,  but  if  a  slack  one,  I  must  beware  how  I 
make  a  second  attempt.  My  bookseller  will  not  be  willing  to 
incur  a  certain  loss  ;  and  I  can  as  little  afford  it.  Notwith 
standing  what  I  have  said,  I  write,  and  am  even  now  writing 
for  the  press.  I  told  you  that  I  had  translated  several  of  the 
poems  of  Madame  Guyon.  I  told  you  too,  or  I  am  mis 
taken,  that  Mr.  Bull  designed  to  print  them.  That  gentle 
man  is  gone  to  the  seaside  with  Mrs.  Wilberforce,  and  will  be 
absent  six  weeks.  My  intention  is  to  surprise  him  at  his 
return  with  the  addition  of  as  much  more  translation  as  I  have 
already  given  him.  This  however  is  still  less  likely  to  be  a 
popular  work  than  my  former.  Men  that  have  no  religion 
would  despise  it ;  and  men  that  have  no  religious  experience 
would  not  understand  it.  But  the  strain  of  simple  and  unaf 
fected  piety  in  the  original  is  sweet  beyond  expression.  She 
sings  like  an  angel,  and  for  that  very  reason  has  found  but  few 


TO    TUE    KEY.    W.    TJIT\VIK.  459 

admirers.  Other  things  I  write  too,  as  you  will  see  on  the 
other  side,  but  these  merely  for  my  amusement1.  W.  C. 

TO   JOSEPH   HILL,   ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  DeC.  7,  1782. 

AT  seven  o'clock  this  evening,  being  the  seventh  of  December, 
I  imagine  I  see  you  in  your  box  at  the  coffee-house.  No  doubt 
the  waiter,  as  ingenious  and  adroit  as  his  predecessors  were 
before  him,  raises  the  teapot  to  the  ceiling  with  his  right  hand, 
while  in  his  left  the  teacup  descending  almost  to  the  floor,  re 
ceives  a  limpid  stream ;  limpid  in  its  descent,  but  no  sooner 
has  it  reached  its  destination,  than  frothing  and  foaming  to  the 
view,  it  becomes  a  roaring  syllabub.  This  is  the  nineteenth 
winter  since  I  saw  you  in  this  situation ;  and  if  nineteen  more 
pass  over  me  before  I  die,  I  shall  still  remember  a  circumstance 
we  have  often  laughed  at. 

How  different  is  the  complexion  of  your  evenings  and  mine  ! 
— yours,  spent  amid  the  ceaseless  hum  that  proceeds  from  the 
inside  of  fifty  noisy  and  busy  periwigs  ;  mine,  by  a  domestic 
fireside,  in  a  retreat  as  silent  as  retirement  can  make  it ;  where 
no  noise  is  made  but  what  we  make  for  our  own  amusement. 
For  instance  here  are  two  rustics,  and  your  humble  servant  in 
company.  One  of  the  ladies  has  been  playing  on  the  harpsi 
chord,  while  I,  with  the  other,  have  been  playing  at  battledore 
and  shuttlecock.  A  little  dog,  in  the  mean  time,  howling 
under  the  chair  of  the  former,  performed,  in  the  vocal  way,  to 
admiration.  This  entertainment  over,  I  began  my  letter,  and 
having  nothing  more  important  to  communicate,  have  given 
you  an  account  of  it.  I  know  you  love  dearly  to  be  idle,  when 
you  can  find  an  opportunity  to  be  so  ;  but  as  such  opportuni 
ties  are  rare  with  you,  I  thought  it  possible  that  a  short  de 
scription  of  the  idleness  I  enjoy  might  give  you  pleasure.  The 
happiness  we  cannot  call  our  own,  we  yet  seem  to  possess, 
while  we  sympathise  with  our  friends  who  can. 

The  papers  tell  me  that  peace  is  at  hand,  and  that  it  is  at  a 
great  distance  ;  that  the  siege  of  Gibraltar  is  abandoned,  and 
that  it  is  to  be  still  continued.  It  is  happy  for  me,  that  though 
I  love  my  country,  I  have  but  little  curiosity.  There  was  a 
time  when  these  contradictions  would  have  distressed  me,  but 
I  have  learnt  by  experience  that  it  is  best  for  little  people  like 

1  This  letter  closed  with  the  English  and  Latin  Verses  on  the  loss  of  the 
Rovai  George. 
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myself  to  be  patient,  and  to  wait  till  time  affords  the  intelli 
gence  which  no  speculations  of  theirs  can  ever  furnish. 

I  thank  you  for  a  fine  cod  with  oysters,  and  hope  that  ere 
long,  I  shall  have  to  thank  you  for  procuring  me  Elliott's  me 
dicines.  Every  time  I  feel  the  least  uneasiness  in  either  eye, 
I  tremble  lest,  my  zEsculapius  being  departed,  my  infallible 
remedy  should  be  lost  for  ever.  Adieu.  My  respects  to 
Mrs.  Hill.  Yours,  faithfully, 

W*.  COWPER. 
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The  river  Ouse  is  the  most  agreeable  circumstance  in  this  part  of  the 
world,  p.  161. — "  Ouse's  silent  tide,"  and  the  windings  of  the  stream,  not 
without  charms  to  the  muse  of  Cowper,  and  noticed  by  him  in  his  tale  of 
the  Dog  and  Water  Lily,  are  among  the  thousand  instances  of  his  minutely 
faithful  allusions.  The  Ouse  flows  with  a  lazy  and  consequently  silent 
progress,  its  whole  descent  to  the  sea  being  very  trifling.  It  is  remarkable 
for  the  wildest  sinuosities,  and  a  singularly  tortuous  course,  from  its  very 
source  at  Ouse  Well,  near  the  manor  house  of  Steane  in  Northamptonshire. 
The  following  Leonine  verses  of  a  monk  in  the  twelfth  century  (Bodleian 
MS.  535)  describe  the  character  of  the  Ouse,  (and  of  its  tributary  stream 
the  Ivel,)  with  topical  accuracy,  though  not  with  poetical  elegance : — 

Est  quidam  Fluvius,  vario  sinuamine  tensus, 

Tractibus  obliyuus,  quosdam  relegens  comitatus  .... 

Ast,  alio  de  fonte  satus  dot  abunde  meatus  ; 

Ileblus  et  Ousa  sui  prisci  dixere  coloni. 

Drayton  (Polyolbion,  song  xxii.)  describes  its  serpentine  course  with  the 
same  fidelity. — G.  C.  G. 

Drayton's  lines  will  be  found  in  the  text  (vol.  i.  p.  140).  The  Leonine 
verses  are  from  an  ancient  Life  of  St.  Neots,  probably  by  a  monk  of  St. 
Neots.  Both  extracts  form  a  good  commentary  on  these  liries  in  the  Task, 
book  i. 

Here  Ouse,  slow  winding  through  a  level  plain, 
Conducts  the  eye  along  her  sinuous  course. — G.  C.  G. 

o'er  plains  we  ride, 

Where  Ouse  conducts  his  silver  tide ; 
So  slow  his  winding  waters  stray, 
He  seems  to  linger  on  his  way, 
As  loth  to  leave  the  pleasing  scene 
Of  woods,  corn-fields,  and  pastures  green. 
Thus  man,  low-grovelling,  like  the  river, 
Would  loiter  in  this  life  for  ever ; 
So  beautiful  these  scenes  appear, 
He  thinks  it  better  to  be  here 
Than  try  thai  country,  from  whose  bourn 
No  pale-eyed  travellers  return. 

Journal  of  a  Five  Days'  Journey  to  Doncaster,  wrote  with  a  pencil,  in  a 
chaise. — Poetical  Calendar,  vol.  ix.  p.  107. 

Another  acquaintance  I  have  lately  made  is  with  a  Mr.  Nicholson,  a 
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north  country  divine,  very  poor,  but  very  good  and  very  happy.  Ht  reads 
prayers  here  twice  a  day  all  the  year  round,  and  travels  on  foot  to  serve 
two  churches  every  Sunday  through  the  year,  his  journey  out  and  home 
ayain  being  sixteen  miles.  1765.  P.  261.  The  Rev.  Isaac  Ni 
cholson  was  born  in  1730,  near  Wigton,  in  Cumberland.  The  curacies  to 
which  he  walked  every  Sunday  from  Huntingdon  were  Papworth  St.  Agnes, 
iu  Cambridgeshire,  and  Yelling,  in  Huntingdonshire ;  the  latter  curacy  he 
held  during  the  first  year  of  Mr.  Venn's  incumbency,  1770-1.  Mr.  Venn 
writes  thus,  (June  3,  1775,)  "Mrs.  Nicholson  (in  whose  death-bed  testi 
mony  I  have  lately  had  a  delightful  cordial,)was  the  wife  of  the  assistant  I 
had  for  the  first  year  I  was  at  Yelling ;  and  as  soon  as  she  heard  she 
obeyed.  She  became  a  most  earnest,  though  a  trembling  seeker  of  her 
Lord,  and  last  Thursday  I  preached  her  funeral  sermon.  She  left  a  hus 
band  and  four  young  children ;  and  her  last  words  were  sweet  indeed ; 
'  Trust,  0  trust,'  said  she,  '  in  Jesus,  all  of  you !  for  he  has  proved  faithful 
to  his  promises,  and  fulfilled  all  my  desires.'  " 

Mr.  Nicholson  died  in  ,  vicar  of  Leighton  Bromswold,  in  Hunting 

donshire,  the  parish  of  the  poet  Herbert,  who  built  the  neat  little  village 
church,  of  which  there  is  an  engraving  in  Zouch's  edition  of  Walton's 
Lives,  and  in  Major's.  He  held  also  at  his  death  the  curacy  of  Alconbury, 
where  he  resided,  died,  and  was  buried. — G.  C.  G. 

As  to  the  affair  of  the  fortune  tetter,  he  never  mentioned  it  to  me,  nor 
was  there  any  such  paper  found  as  you  mention.  I  looked  over  all  his 
papers  before  I  left  the  place,  and  had  there  been  such  a  one,  must  have 
discovered  it.  I  have  heard  the  report  from  other  quarters,  but  no  other 
particulars  than  that  the  woman  foretold  him  when  he  should  die,  P. 
216. — Upon  the  affair  thus  mentioned  by  Cowper,  1  have  been  favoured 
with  full  particulars  in  the  following  letter  from  a  gentleman  whose  name 
would  authenticate  it  to  the  public,  if  he  had  not  thought  proper  to  with 
hold  it  at  this  time.  It  is  a  singularly  curious  story. 

TO   EOBEET   SOUTHEY,    ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  March  24, 1836. 

I  AM  tempted  to  write  to  you  from  reading  a  passage  which  a  friend 
pointed  out  to  me,  in  the  volume  (edited  by  you)  of  Cowper's  Works, 
relating  to  his  brother  John  Cowper,  and  to  the  story  of  a  fortune-teller's 
prediction,  which  Cowper  himself  disbelieved,  because  his  brother  never 
mentioned  it  to  him.  It  is  curious  enough  that  I  should,  at  this  distant 
period,  be  alone  perhaps  able  to  give  you  the  particulars  of  a  story  so  mys 
terious  at  the  time,  and  I  think  you  will  like  to  have  them,  though  of  no 
consequence  to  your  undertaking.  It  happened,  however,  that  John  Cow 
per,  the  hero  of  this  marvellous  tale,  was  in  his  boyhood  the  school-fellow 
and  early  companion  of  my  own  father,  and  continued  to  be  his  most  inti 
mate  and  valued  friend  till  his  early  career  was  terminated  by  the  death 
recorded  in  his  brother's  letters.  My  father  had  the  strongest  affection  for 
John  Cowper's  memory,  and  seldom  talked  of  him  without  such  sorrow  for 
his  loss  as  made  him  willing  to  avoid  the  subject :  but  I  well  remember 
that,  when  at  the  age  of  fourteen  or  fifteen,  I  once  was  running  with  a 
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shilling  to  the  door  at  —  — ,  to  have  my  fortune  told  by  some  travelling 
gipsies  then  begging  at  it,  my  father  stopped  me,  and,  with  more  serious 
ness  than  I  expected,  besought  me  to  give  him  my  solemn  promise  that, 
as  long  as  I  lived,  I  never  would  indulge  that  idle  curiosity.  Of  course  I 
did  so,  and  enquired  the  reason,  as  he  might  be  sure  I  was  not  supersti 
tious  enough  to  believe,  and  must  know  it  was  at  most  but  an  idle  and 
innocent  piece  of  nonsense.  He  told  me  the  reason  was  the  effect  such 
predictions  had  in  after  life,  and  in  hours  of  weakness,  after  some  casual 
circumstance,  perhaps,  had  proved  true.  He  then  told  me  the  following 
story  of  John  Cowper,  under  circumstances  that  made  at  the  time  so  deep 
an  impression  on  my  mind,  that  I  can  trust  my  memory  in  spite  of  the  in 
tervening  period  of  nearly  fifty  years ;  but  in  truth  it  has  never  been  out  of 
my  thoughts.  John  Cowper  and  my  father  were  both,  when  children,  at 
a  preparatory  school,  then  much  frequented,  at  Felstead,  in  (I  think) 
Essex.  They  both  together  enquired  their  future  fortunes  from  a  travel 
ling  gipsy  tinker,  or  pedler,  who  came  to  beg  at  the  school,  and  in  an  old 
soldier's  red  coat.  (He  was  a  man,  and  not  an  "  old  woman,"  as  it  seems 
the  poet  Cowper  had  been  told.)  My  father  said  that  his  own  share  of  the 
prophecy  was  commonplace  nonsense,  which  he  forgot ;  but  that  it  was 
predicted  to  Cowper  that  he  would  only  remain  a  very  short  time  at  Fel 
stead,  and  would,  after  leaving  it,  be  sent  to  a  larger  school :  that  he 
would  go  to  the  university,  and,  before  he  left  it,  would  form  an  attach 
ment  strong  enough  to  give  him  much  disappointment,  as  it  would  not  be 
mutual :  that  he  would  not  marry  before  he  was  thirty,  but  that  after  that 
age  his  fate  became  obscure,  and  the  lines  of  his  hand  showed  no  more 
prognostics  of  futurity.  Such  was  the  prediction  on  which,  I  suppose, 
all  the  other  rumours  had  been  founded.  It  actually  happened  that,  with 
in  a  very  short  time,  from  some  family  accident,  which  I  have  forgot,  but  I 
believe  the  illness  or  death  of  a  near  relation,  John  Cowper  was  sum 
moned  to  go  home,  by  a  servant,  who  came  express.  There  was  nothing 
very  marvellous  in  this  coincidence,  even  supposing  it  accidental,  or  in  the 
itinerant  prophet  having  heard  of  some  such  illness.  Cowper,  too,  did  not 
return  to  Felstead,  but  was  sent,  I  think,  to  Eton.  My  father,  who  was 
not  an  Etonian,  1  believe  continued  to  hear  from  him ;  but  at  all  events 
they  again  met  at  the  university,  where  then-  intimacy  was  not  only  re 
newed,  but  cemented  by  the  most  cordial  friendship.  It  continued  after 
my  father  left  Cambridge,  where,  if  I  did  not  misunderstand  him,  Cowper 
continued  (at  least  occasionally)  to  reside.  (Was  he  a  fellow  of  any  col 
lege  ?)  They  saw  each  other  continually,  corresponded  with  each  other, 
and  belonged  to  a  set  of  young  friends  who,  after  leaving  college,  met  by 
agreement  annually,  for  three  weeks  or  a  month,  at  Grantham,  and  some 
of  them  hunted.  My  father  married  in  a  few  years,  and  John  Cowper 

more  than  once  accompanied  him  and  my  mother  into .     In  these 

visits  he  contrived  to  accomplish  another  part  of  the  prediction,  by  becom 
ing  much  attached  to  a  younger  sister  of  my  father's,  who  assuredly  did 
not  return  his  affection.  All  these  coincidences  made  an  impression  on 
John  Cowper's  imagination,  and  he  often  reminded  my  father  of  their  in 
terview  with  the  pedler  at  Felstead.  When  Cowper  approached  the  age  of 
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thirty,  I  think,  or  at  least  that  whicn  the  gipsy  fixed  as  the  term  of  his  pre 
diction,  my  father  saw  him  again  at  Cambridge,  I  believe  in  his  way  to 
town.  Cowper  was  walking  with  him  in  one  of  the  college  gardens,  in  one 
of  the  avenues  where  the  gate  was  open  in  front  of  them,  and  suddenly  in 
terrupted  the  conversation  by  exclaiming,  "Did  you  see  that  man  pass?" 
My  father,  who  had  observed  nothing,  asked  him  what  man  he  meant  ? 
John  Cowper  replied,  "  The  very  man  you  and  I  met  at  Felstead,  and  in  a 
soldier's  jacket — I  saw  him  pass  the  gate  !  "  They  both  ran  to  it,  but  in 
the  public  road  saw  no  such  person.  Cowper  said,  "  It  is  a  warning — you 
know  he  could  predict  nothing  of  me  after  my  thirtieth  year."  He  men 
tioned  this  more  than  once  while  my  father  remained  in  Cambridge,  though 
not  apparently  dejected,  and  I  believe  in  tolerable  health.  The  real  cir 
cumstances,  thus  detailed,  were  probably  known  only  to  themselves ;  and 
John  Cowper  does  not  seem  to  have  made  mention  of  them,  except  in  such 
allusions  as  gave  rise  to  the  vague  reports  which  his  brother  disbelieved.  It 
was,  however,  the  last  time  that  my  father  saw  his  friend.  He  sickened, 
whether  from  the  prediction,  or  some  natural  cause,  and  surrounded  by 
zealous  religionists,  eager  for  what  is  called  a  conversion,  his  own  old  and 
tried  friends  were  never  apprised  of  his  danger,  or  their  letters  replied  to, 
till  they  were  shocked  by  the  news  of  his  death.  The  conveision  boasted 
of  was,  probably,  from  one  set  of  religious  opinions  to  another,  whether 
better  or  worse ;  hut,  from  all  I  could  learn,  certainly  not  from  profligacy 
to  penitence,  because  John  Cowper  does  not  appear  to  have  been  a  dissolute 
man.  I  infer  this  from  the  kind  and  respectful  manner  in  which  my  mo 
ther,  as  well  as  my  father,  always  spoke  of  their  earlv  friend,  and  of  his 
habits,  which  had  certainly  endeared  his  memory  to  both  of  them.  My 
father  never,  I  think,  heartily  forgave  his  brother  and  the  Methodists,  for 
the  cruel  scruples  which  prevented  him  from  being  told  of  his  friend's  dan 
ger,  and  denied  him  the  consolation  of  a  last  interview, — of  which,  even 
when  he  told  me  this,  being  nearly  twenty  years  after  it  happened,  he 
spoke  with  tears.  You  will  probably  infer  from  this  story,  that  the  dejec 
tion  of  John  Cowper's  spirits  in  illness,  and  the  fancied  apparition  of  the 
gipsy  pedler,  were  but  too  surely  indications  of  the  same  constitutional 
malady,  which  so  often  embittered  the  existence  of  his  surviving  brother. 

"  I  cannot  doubt  that  this  singular  story  will  be  interesting  to  you,  and 
you  are  most  welcome  to  it,  as  I  can  assure  you  it  is  authentic  in  all  the 
facts ;  but  I  should  he  sorry  to  have  my  name  and  my  father's  attached  to 
it,  at  least  in  print,  because  I  am  neither  prepared  for  a  paper- war,  or  ready, 
at  the  distance  of  fifty  years,  to  vouch  for  the  exact  minutice  of  the  places 
and  dates  which  my  memory  seems  to  recall.  Some  critic  might  triumph 
in  proving  that  John  Cowper  was  thirty-one,  or  two,  when  he  died,  or  that 
he  was  somewhere  else  and  not  at  Cambridge  the  year  before.  You  know 
enough  of  this  kind  of  cavil,  not  to  wonder  at  my  wish  to  avoid  it.  The 
story  of  John  Cowper's  conversion  has  also  been  long  since  bandied  about 
in  religious  and  literary  gossip,  and  belief  in  his  former  sinfulness,  and  that 
of  all  his  early  companions,  was,  and  perhaps  still  is,  an  article  of  party 
faith  with  the  professors,  which  it  would  be  hazardous  to  controvert,  espe 
cially  as  it  happened  before  I  was  born." 
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Care  vale  !  sed  non  teternum,  cure,  valtto  ! 
Namque  iterum  tecunt,  sim  modo  diynuy  era, p.  202. 

Cowper  must  certainly  (though  perhaps  unconsciously)  have  hadLowth's 
<p.taph  in  his  mind. 

Cara,  vale,  ingenio  preestans,  pietate,  pudore, 

Kt  plusquum  natce  nomine  cara,  vale  ! 
Cara  Ma^a,  valt !     At  veniet  feliciua  eetum, 

Quando  uerum  It  cum,  sim  modo  diynus,  era. 
Cara,  rtdt,  Lteta  turn  dicam  voce,  pattrnos 

Eja  age  in  am  plexus,  cara  Maria,  redi .'" 
Dearer  than  daughter,  parallel'd  by  few, 
In  genius,  goodness,  modesty,  adieu  ! 
Adieu,  Maria  !  till  that  day  more  blest, 
When  if  deserving,  I  with  thee  shall  rest. 
C  >me,  then,  thy  sire  will  cry,  with  ioyful  strain, 
0  come  to  my  paternal  arms  again 

Duncomlie. 

This  is  not  happily  translated,  but  it  is  better  than  Cowper's  translation 
of  the  part  which  he  has  borrowed. 

Lady  Austen,  p.  341  — Hayley  speaks  thus  of  this  lady,  from  whom 
he  obtained  much  valuable  information,  and  who  died  while  his  Life  of 
Cowper  was  in  the  press. 

"  Her  maiden  name  was  Richardson ;  she  was  married  very  early  in  life 
to  Sir  Robert  Austen,  Baronet  and  resided  with  him  in  France,  where  he 
died.  Her  intercourse  with  Cowper  is  already  related ; — in  a  subsequent 
period  she  was  married  to  a  native  of  France,  Mr.  De  Tardiff,  a  gentleman 
and  a  poet,  who  has  expressed,  in  many  elegant  French  verses,  his  just  and 
deep  sense  of  her  accomplished,  endearing  character.  In  visiting  Paris 
with  him  in  the  course  of  the  summer  of  1802,  she  sunk  under  the  fatigue 
of  the  excursion,  and  died  in  that  city  on  the  12th  of  August. 

"  My  obligations  to  her  kindness  induce  me  to  terminate  this  brief  ac 
count  of  a  person  so  cordially  regarded  by  Cowper,  and  so  instrumental  to 
the  existence  of  his  greatest  work,  with  an  offering  of  respect  and  grati 
tude,  in  the  shape  of 

AN    EPITAPH. 

HONOUR  and  Peace !  ye  guardians  kindly  just, 
Fail  not  in  duty  to  this  hallowed  dust ! 
And  mortals  (all,  whose  cultured  spirits  know 
Joys  that  pure  faith  and  heavenly  verse  bestow,) 
Passing  this  tomb,  its  buried  inmate  bless, 
And  obligation  to  her  powers  confess 
Who,  when  she  graced  this  Earth,  in  Austen's  name, 
Waked  in  a  Poet  Inspiration's  flame  ; 
Removed  by  counsel,  like  the  voice  of  spring, 
Fetters  of  diffidence  from  fancy's  wing ; 
Sent  the  freed  eagle  in  the  sun  to  bask, 
And  from  the  miud  of  Cowper — call'd  the  TASK  ! 
8.    C.— 2.  H   H 
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"  I  close  my  work  with  these  verses,  from  a  persuasion,  that  I  can  pay 
no  tribute  to  the  memory  of  Cowper  more  truly  acceptable  to  his  tender 
spirit,  than  praise  sincerely  bestowed  on  the  objects  of  his  affection." 

Mr.  Raban,  p.  369. — There  is  an  account  of  Thomas  Raban  in  the 
Evangelical  Biography.  (1807,)  vol.  iv.  His  grandfather  was  a  French 
refugee.  He  was  l>orn  at  Turvey,  in  Bedfordshire,  1734,  the  youngest 
son  of  parents  in  middling  circumstances,  and  having  been  made  a  ready 
accountant  under  the  instruction  of  a  clergyman,  was  apprenticed  to  a  car 
penter  and  builder  at  Olney  in  1748,  at  which  time,  in  the  language  of  the 
professors,  "  the  gospel  began  to  be  preached  in  Olney  church,  Mr.  Moses 
Browne,  authoi  of  Sunday  Thoughts,  being  inducted  to  the  living,  and 
through  an  indulgent  Providence  it  has  continued  there  ever  since." 
"  Raban  then  attended  the  church,  and  became  the  stated  hearer  and  affec 
tionate  friend  of  Moses  Browne."  Sometimes  also  he  attended  on  Mr. 
Hervey's  ministry.  He  says  of  Wbitefield,  "  I  once  had  the  honour  of 
having  him  hang  on  my  arm,  and  to  be  sure  I  thought  myself  the  happiest 
of  men.  Also  at  another  time  I  attended  him  as  a  guide  to  a  village, 
where  he  was  going  to  preach,  to  my  unspeakable  gratification." 

"  About  1778,  a  new  scene  opened  before  him ;  through  the  solicitation 
of  others,  and  in  conjunction  with  an  intimate  friend,  he  began  to  exhort 
at  a  prayer  meeting,  attended  by  members  of  the  establishment.  They 
persevered  in  this  practice  some  time,  solely,"  says  the  memorialist,  "  with 
a  view  of  being  serviceable  to  their  fellow-christians  in  that  neighbourhood, 
though  the  Lord,  by  this  step,  was  preparing  them  for  spheres  of  useful 
ness  in  another  direction,  and  the  great  Bishop  of  Souls  soon  found  em 
ployment  for  both  of  them." 

These  meetings  accorded  better  with  Mr.  Newton's  views  than  with  those 
of  his  successor  in  the  curacy  ;  and  the  annexed  fragment  of  a  letter  from 
Cowper  to  the  former,  shows  that  when  Raban  found  fault  with  Mr.  Page's 
sermons,  the  curate  retaliated  upon  his  carpentry. 

MY  DEAR  SIR.  August  31,   1730. 

THK  curate  and  churchwarden, 

And  eke  exciseman  too, 
Have  treated  poor  Tom  Raban, 

As  if  he  was  a  Jew. 

For  they  have  sent  him  packing, 

No  more  in  church  to  work, 
Whatever  may  be  lacking ; 

As  if  he  was  a  Turk. 

Thus  carry  they  the  farce  on. 

Which  is  great  cause  of  grief, 
Until  that  Paye  the  parson 

Turn  over  a  new  leaf. 

Thus  sings  the  Muse,  and  though  her  fev'rite  cue 
It  fiction,  yet  her  song  is  sometimes  true. 
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At  least  we  are  much  misinformed  if  the  foregoing  tale  be  not  so.  Bright 
Andrew's  son  is  employed  as  church-carpenter  instead  of  Mr.  Raban,  and 
another  man  has  been  employed  to  make  sixteen  coffins,  though  if  Mr. 
Raban  had  not  sold  him  the  boards,  he  could  not  have  found  materials  to 
make  them  with.  Besides  all  this,  we  have  heard  a  rumour  which  at  pre 
sent  is  so  confused  and  full  of  obscurity  as  not  to  be  quite  intelligible, 

that  a  storm  is  gathering  from  the  D h  quarter,  which  threatens 

both  Mr.  Robinson  and  Mr.  Raban.  It  is  said  to  have  been  raised  by 
Maurice  Smith,  whose  quarrel  with  Mr.  Raban  is  that  Mr.  Page  cannot 
preach  to  please  him.  It  is  certain  that  the  said  churchwarden  Smith 
and  Tolsor.  the  exciseman  did  lately  repair  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Raban,  and 
there  expostulate  with  him  in  very  angry  and  unhandsome  terms  upon  that 
subject,  which,  being  equal  in  zeal  and  knowledge,  they  were  well  qualified 
to  do.  Mr.  Sample,  who  happened  to  be  there,  was  Mr.  Raban's  second, 
and  had  the  courage  to  address  himself  to  Mr.  Smith  in  these  terms.  '  I'll 
tell  you  what,  Mr.  Smith,  I  do  really  think  you  are  a  very  meddlesome 
fellow  !'  What  further  passed  on  the  occasion  'we  have  not  heard,  nor 
perhaps  would  it  be  worth  relating,  only  as  it  serves  as  a  specimen  of  that 
disorder  and  confusion  into  which  every  thing  has  been  thrown  in  this 
parish,  by  Mr.  Browne's  two  unhappy  appointments. 

Without  supposing  that  these  disputes  induced  him  to  separate  himself 
from  the  church,  it  is  obvious  that  such  meetings  as  Mr.  Newton  had  en 
couraged  were  likely  to  become  seminaries  of  dissent.  We  are  told  ac 
cordingly  that  Mr.  Raban's  "  gifts  for  prayer  and  public  exhortation"  ha 
ving  been  acknowledged  to  be  profitable  in  this  training  school,  "  he  re 
ceived  a  call,"  in  1783,  from  the  congregation  at  Yardley,  which  he  accepted, 
though  he  continued  to  reside  at  Olney,  and  to  follow  his  business. 
"  This  enabled  him  to  serve  his  flock  with  scarcely  any  reward  but  their 
affections  and  prayers."  "  But  his  labours  were  not  confined  to  one  spot, 
for  he  delighted  occasionally  to  itinerate.  He  maintained  lectures  in  different 
places  with  unwearied  perseverance,  and  it  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  he  was 
the  first  dissenting  minister  who  established  a  lecture  at  Woburn,  where 
there  is  now  a  settled  congregation." 

Though  Mr.  Raban  was  considered  to  be  skilful  in  his  business,  and  was 
in  good  employ,  he  gradually  withdrew  from  it,  and  applied  himself  to 
farming  during  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life.  "  Success,"  says  his 
biographer,  "  attending  him,  he  gratefully  acknowledged  the  hand  of  the 
Lord  in  providing  more  comfortably  for  him  as  the  evening  of  life  came  on, 
than  it  might  otherwise  have  been."  That  he  was  a  resolute  man  appears 
in  Cowper's  letters  ;  and  he  was  a  kind  hearted  one  also,  for  though  no 
man  was  more  ready  to  bring  a  criminal  to  justice,  yet  when  firewood  had 
been  stolen  from  his  premises,  and  he  believed  that  the  thief  had  been 
induced  by  poverty  to  the  deed,  he  observed,  that  if  he  had  been  there  he 
should  have  turned  his  head  another  way,  or  have  said,  "  Poor  fellow ! 
don't  overload  yourself;  and  the  next  time  you  want  fuel,  come  and  ask 
my  leave." 

Raban  had  not  less  than  four  marvellous  escapes  from  death.  '  He  fell 
from  an  unfinished  building,  two  stories  high ;  at  another  time  a  large 
piece  of  timber,  on  which  he  had  set  his  foot,  heaved  up  and  fell  with  him 
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into  a  sawpit,  and  a  heavy  anvil,  connected  with  the  wood,  fell  also,  but 
only  bruised  his  leg.  Again,  as  he  was  assisting  in  raising  a  beam  on  a 
wall,  the  rope  slipped,  and  the  beam  fell  from  the  height  of  four  stories,  car- 
-ying  him  with  it ;  but  though  much  injured,  he  escaped  with  life.  Lastly, 
when  driving  a  team  with  a  load  of  hay  down  a  narrow  lane  and  attempting 
.o  get  to  the  other  side  of  the  waggon,  he  fell  under  the  wheel,  but  had 
presence  of  mind  enough  to  call  to  the  horses  to  stop,  which  they  did  in  a 
moment,  and  thus  he  was  saved  from  instantaneous  death.  Yet  after 
these  extraordinary  escapes,  he  died  in  consequence  of  his  foot  slipping 
over  a  pebble,  as  he  was  leaving  a  friend's  house  at  Woburn,  after  preach 
ing  there.  He  broke  his  leg  in  the  fall,  and  though  for  three  weeks 
there  was  every  appearance  of  recovery,  fatal  symptoms  then  came  on. 
Mr.  Bull  preached  his  funeral  sermon  in  the  market  place  at  Olney,  the 
concourse  being  too  great  for  the  meeting  house. 

"  Mr.  Raban  used,  in  reviewing  the  goodness  of  God  towards  him,  to 
observe  how  much  his  case  resembled  that  of  Elijah  when  fed  by  ravens, 
in  obtaining  the  most  unexpected  means  of  support.  Though  he  felt  truly 
thankful  for  every  instance  of  kindness  shown  him,  succour  often  came 
from  a  friend  the  Lord  directed  to  him,  and  not  which  he  himself  had 
sought."  It  is  added  in  a  note  upon  this  passage,  "  Mr.  Raban  often  re 
gretted  that  men  of  fortune,  especially  professors  of  the  gospel,  did  not 
more  readily  come  forward  to  assist  industrious  tradesmen  with  the  loan 
of  a  few  pounds  without  interest.  A  part  of  the  character  of  a  religious 
man  is,  '  that  he  putteth  not  out  his  money  to  usury ;'  and  to  this  pur 
pose  our  Lord  says,  '  Do  good  and  lend,  hoping  for  nothing  again,  and 
your  reward  shall  be  great.'  Bearing  these  and  other  scriptures  in  mind, 
he  contended  that  the  opulent  would  be  no  losers,  while  they  would  ma 
terially  assist  a  worthy  part  of  the  community,  who  without  such  assist 
ance  often  fall  into  poverty,  and  struggle  with  difficulties  all  their  days." 

Well  indeed  would  it  be,  if  the  money  which  is  worse  than  wasted  upon 
common  vagabonds,  were  employed  in  administering  efficient  help  where 
it  is  most  needed.  Dr.  Franklin  had  a  method  of  making  his  bounty  cir 
culate.  Sending  a  bill  for  ten  Louis  d'ors  to  an  unfortunate  American  in 
France,  he  said  to  him,  "  I  do  not  pretend  to  give  such  a  sum,  I  only  lend 
it  to  you.  When  you  shall  return  to  your  country  with  a  good  character, 
you  cannot  fail  of  getting  into  some  business  that  will  in  time  enable  you 
to  pay  all  your  debts  ;  in  that  case,  when  you  meet  with  another  honest 
man  in  similar  distress,  you  must  pay  me  by  lending  this  sum  to  him,  en 
joining  him  to  discharge  fhe  debt  by  a  like  operation  when  he  shall  be 
able,  and  shall  meet  with  such  another  opportunity.  I  hope  it  may  thus 
go  through  many  hands  before  it  meets  with  a  knave  that  will  stop  its 
progress.  This  is  a  trick  of  mine  for  doing  a  deal  of  good  with  a  little 
money.  I  am  not  rich  enough  to  afford  much  in  good  works,  and  so  am 
obliged  to  be  cunning,  and  make  the  most  of  a  little."  I  wish  Franklin 
could  have  told  us  that  this  loan  answered  its  purpose,  and  continued  to 
circulate  according  to  his  intentions.  Benevolence  is  so  often  not  only 
disappointed  but  deceived,  that  it  is  always  cheering  to  hear  of  an  in 
stance  in  which  it  has  been  successfully  bestowed.  One  such  has  been 
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related  to  me  as  pertinent  to  this  subject  by  an  old  friend  who  happened 
to  be  present  when  I  was  preparing  these  notes  for  the  press. 

Many  years  ago  he  was  returning  to  his  father's  house  in  the  neigh 
bourhood  of  London,  from  an  evening  drill  of  the  regiment  of  volunteer 
cavalry,  in  which  he  had  enlisted  as  a  private,  and  being  dressed  accord 
ingly  in  a  flannel  jacket,  with  a  watering  cap,  and  a  simple  light  dragoon's 
sword  girded  round  his  waist,  he  was  accosted  by  a  man  of  the  working 
class,  who  was  going  the  same  way  as  himself.  From  idleness  or  curi 
osity,  or  perhaps  flattered  at  being  taken  for  a  real  soldier,  he  availed 
himself  of  the  incident  for  his  amusement  at  the  moment,  and  talked 
with  his  companion  in  the  tone  and  style  of  his  assumed  character ;  but 
he  soon  found  that  he  had  made  a  false  estimate,  and  had  placed  himself 
in  a  state  of  unnecessary  inferiority.  He  therefore  raised  his  style  and 
topics  of  conversation  to  a  level  with  those  of  his  new  acquaintance,  and 
found  him  a  man  habituated  to  thinking  and  even  to  talking  well ;  and 
when  they  were  abont  to  part  company,  he  enquired  his  name  and  calling. 
He  was  a  shoemaker  when  good  fortune  allowed  him  to  be  so,  but  did  not 
in  ordinary  call  himself  more  than  a  cobbler,  was  married,  had  a  family, 
and  carried  on  his  employment  in  a  village,  not  far  from  the  residence  of 
my  friend's  father.  This  happened  in  one  of  the  years  of  scarcity. 
Shortly  after  a  subscription  was  raised  in  the  district  for  assisting  the  poor 
with  food,  fuel,  and  clothing,  and  some  of  the  subscribers  made  a  point  of 
personally  attending  at  the  distribution.  On  Saturday  evening,  a  clean, 
respectable-looking  woman  presented  herself  at  the  rice-tub  in  the  chapel, 
and  told  her  name,  her  husband's  employment,  the  number  of  their  chil 
dren,  and  the  state  of  distress  to  which  the  pressure  of  the  times  had 
reduced  them.  These  particulars  revived  my  friend's  recollection  of  his 
meeting  with  the  cobbler, — whose  wife  she  proved  to  be.  He  obtained 
a  satisfactory  account  of  his  character  from  some  of  the  poor  who  knew 
him,  and  he  desired  to  see  him.  The  man  was  not  a  little  surprised  at  re 
cognising  his  accidental  acquaintance,  and  gladly  accepted  the  little  tem 
porary  employment  which  was  given  him.  He  said  he  only  wanted  work 
to  regain  his  station  among  his  neighbours,  and  that  if  he  was  once  set 
agoing  again  in  the  world,  he  had  no  doubt  he  should  make  his  way  and 
maintain  his  family.  Some  little  time  after,  he  applied  to  my  friend  for  a 
loan  of  two  pounds.  The  request  was  made  modestly,  but  in  a  manly  way, 
and  with  a  promise  to  return  the  sum  by  instalments  of  five  shillings  at 
the  end  of  every  fortnight.  The  money  was  advanced,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  fortnight  the  first  instalment  was  punctually  made. 

A  quantity  of  shoe  leather  was  about  this  time  purchased  by  the  sub 
scribers  to  the  charity,  with  a  view  of  giving  employment  as  well  as  relief 
to  some  of  the  objects  of  it.  A  fair  share  of  this  was  placed  in  this  poor 
man's  hands.  And  shortly  after,  during  a  morning  ride,  my  friend  saw  a 
little  party,  consisting  apparently  of  a  mother  and  her  children,  under  a 
large  tree  in  a  neighbouring  park,  seated  round  a  clean  table,  at  their 
frugal  but  cheerful  holiday  meal,  and  he  was  not  a  little  gratified  at  find 
ing  it  to  be  the  family  of  his  protege. 

The  instalments  were  regularly  paid,  and  with  the  last  of  them  came  a 
letter,  written  either  by  the  husband  or  wife,  and  signed  by  both.  It 
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•would  be  an  injustice  to  quote  it  partially  and  from  memory,  as  my  friend 
could  only  do  when  he  gave  me  this  account.  The  contents  and  style,  lie 
says,  would  be  creditable  to  any  writer  whatsoever. 

The  honesty  of  the  man,  and  the  efficacy  of  the  mode  of  relief,  had  now 
been  fully  proved  and  ascertained.  But  something  more  creditable  than 
the  composition  of  the  letter  was  yet  to  come.  The  sum  originally  lent 
was  now  offered  to  him  as  a  gift,  and  the  reasons  for  taking  each  instal 
ment  explained  to  him  ;  but  he  declined  it,  though  it  was  pressed  upon  his 
acceptance.  "  No,  sir,"  he  said,  "  it  would  be  abusing  your  kindness.  The 
money  has  fully  answered  the  purpose  for  which  you  lent  it  to  me.  I  am 
no  longer  in  want  of  it,  and  I  should  think  meanly  of  myself  if  I  were  to 
take  it  upon  any  other  plea.  Besides,  if  I  were  to  fall  into  misfortunes 
again,  I  could  never  have  the  courage  to  come  to  you  a  second  time,  and 
ask  for  a  repetition  of  such  a  favour." 

It  is  pleasant  to  add,  that  his  name  and  trade,  D ,  Shoemaker, 

were  long  to  be  seen  over  the  door  of  a  small,  neat-looking  shop  in  the 
village  where  he  resided,  and  that  when  he  was  last  heard  of,  he  was  con 
sidered  as  an  industrious,  respectable,  and  prosperous  man  by  his  neighbours. 

Henry  and  Emma,  p.  394. — Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  in  one  of  her 
admirable  letters  to  the  Countess  of  Bute,  says,  "  1  cannot  forbear  saying 
something  in  relation  to  my  grand-daughters,  who  are  very  near  my  heart. 
If  any  of  them  are  fond  of  reading,  I  would  not  advise  you  to  hinder 
them  (chiefly  because  it  is  impossible,)  seeing  poetry,  plays,  or  romances  • 
but  accustom  them  to  talk  over  what  they  read,  and  point  out  to  them,  as 
you  are  very  capable  of  doing,  the  absurdity  often  concealed  under  fine  ex 
pressions,  where  the  sound  is  apt  to  engage  the  admiration  of  young 
people.  I  was  so  much  charmed  at  fourteen  with  the  dialogue  of  Henry 
and  Emma,  I  can  say  it  by  heart  to  this  day, — without  reflecting  on  the 
monstrous  folly  of  the  story  in  plain  prose,  where  a  young  heiress  to  a  fond 
father  is  represented  falling  in  love  with  a  fellow  she  had  only  seen  as  a 
huntsmen,  a  falconer,  and  a  beggar  ;  and  who  confesses,  without  any  cir 
cumstance  of  excuse,  that  he  is  obliged  to  run  his  country,  having  newly 
committed  a  murder.  She  ought  reasonably  to  have  supposed  him  at 
best  a  highwayman ;  yet  the  virtuous  virgin  resolves  to  run  awav  with 
him,  to  live  among  the  banditti,  and  wait  upon  his  trollop,  if  she  had  no 
other  way  of  enjoying  his  company.  This  senseless  tale  is,  however,  so 
well  varnished  with  melody  of  words  and  pomp  of  sentiments,  I  am  con 
vinced  it  has  hurt  more  girls  than  ever  were  injured  by  the  worst  poems 
extant."— Vol.  iv.  p  269. 
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COWPER'S  WORKS  BY  SOUTHEY. 

COMPLETE  IN  EIGHT  VOLUMES. 


ARRANGED  AS  FOLLOWS  t 

VOL.  1 — 4.  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE, 

With  General  Index. 

5—6.  POETICAL  WORKS,  COMPLETE, 

With  Index  to  the.  Task. 

—     7 — 8.  HOMER'S  ILIAD  AND  ODYSSEY. 


CATALOGUE  OF 
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718   Volumes,  £158  js. 


N.B. — //  t's  requested  that  all  orders  be  accompanied  by 
payment.  Books  are  sent  carriage  free  on  the  receipt  of  the 
published  price  in  stamps  or  otherwise. 

The  Works  to  which  the  letters  '  N.  S.1  (denoting  New 
Style)  are  appended  are  kept  in  neat  cloth  bindings  of  various 
colours,  as  well  as  in  the  regular  Library  style.  All  Orders 
are  executed  in  tlie  New  binding,  unless  the  contrary  is  ex 
pressly  stated. 

Complete  Sets  or  Separate  Volumes  can  be  had  at  short 
notice,  half-bound  in  calf  or  morocco. 


New  Volumes  of  Standard  Works  in  the  various  branches 
of  Literature  are  constantly  being  added  to  this  Series,  which 
is  already  unsurpassed  in  respect  to  the  number,  variety,  and 
cheapness  of  the  Works  contained  in  it.  The  Publishers  have 
to  announce  the  following  Volumes  as  recently  issued  or  now 
in  preparation  : — 

Plutarch's  Morals.  Vol.  II.  Ethical  Essays.  By  Rev.  A.  R. 
Shilleto.  [Ready, 

Marryat's  Peter  Simple.     Illustrated.  [Ready, 

Marry  at' s  Midshipman  Easy.    Illustrated.  [Reculy. 

Dunlop's  History  of  Fiction.  With  Introduction  and  Supple 
ment,  bringing  the  Work  down  to  recent  times.  By  Henry 
Wilson.  [Ready,  see  p.  4. 

Heaton's  Concise  History  of  Fainting.  By  W.  Cosmo 
Monkhouse.  [Ready. 

Schopenhauer's  The  Fourfold  Root  and  The  Will  in 
Nature.  [Ready. 

Seneca's   Minor  Works.     Translated  by  Aubrey  Stewart,  M.A. 

[In  the  press. 

Josephus's  Works.     5  Vols.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  A.  R.  Shilleto. 

[In  the  press. 

Johnson's  Lives  of  the  Poets.  [In  the  press. 

ARTHUR  YOUNG'S  TRAVELS  IN  FRANCE. 
Edited  by  Miss  Betham  Edwards. 

Hoffmann's  Tales.     Vol.  II.     By  Lieut.  Col.  Alex  Ewing. 

[In  the  press. 
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ADDISON'S  Works.  Notes  of  Bishop 
Hurd.  Short  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  8 
Plates  of  Medals.  6  vols.  N.  S. 

This  is    the  most  complete    edition  of 
Addison's  Works  issued. 

ALFIERI'S  Tragedies.  In  English 
Verse.  With  Notes,  Arguments,  and  In 
troduction,  by  E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B.  2  vols. 
ff.S. 

AMERICAN  POETRY.  —  Sec  Poetry 
q/ America. 

BACON'S  Moral  and  Historical 
Works,  including  Essays,  Apophthegms, 
Wisdom  of  the  Ancients,  New  Atlantis, 
Henry  VII.,  Henry  VIIIV  Elizabeth, 
Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  History  of  Great 
Britain,  Jujius  Caesar,  and  Augustus  Caesar. 
With  Critical  and  Biographical  Introduc 
tion  and  Notes  by  J.  Devey,  M.A.  Por 
trait.  N.  S. 

See  also  Philosophical  Library. 

BALLADS  AND  SONGS  of  the  Pea 
santry  of  England,  from  Oral  Recitation, 
private  MSS.,  Broadsides,  &c.  Edit,  by 
R.  Bell.  N.  S. 

BEAUMONT      AND       FLETCHER. 

Selections.  With  Notes  and  Introduction 
by  Leigh  Hunt. 

BSCKMANN  (J.)  History  of  Inven- 

tions,  Discoveries,  and  Origins.  With 
Portraits  of  Beckmann  and  James  Watt. 
2  vols.  N.  S. 

BELL  (Robert).— Set  Ballads,  Chaucer, 
Green. 

BOSWELL'S  Life  of  Johnson,  with 
the  TOUR,  in  the  HEBRIDES  and 
JOHNS6NIANA.  New  Edition,  with 
Notes  and  Appendices,  by  the  Rev.  A. 
Napier,  M.A.,  Trinity  College,  Cam 
bridge,  Vicar  of  Holkham,  Editor  of  the 
Cambridge  Edition  of  the  '  Theological 
Workslof  Barrow.'  With  Frontispiece  to 
each  vol.  6  vols.  N.S, 

RREMER'S      (Frederika)      Works. 

Trans.  byM.Howitt.  Portrait.  4  vols.  N.S. 


BRINK  (B.  T.)  Early  English  Litera 
ture  (to  Wiclif).  By  Bernhard  Ten  Brink. 
Trans,  by  Prof.  H.  M.  Kennedy.  N.  S. 

BRITISH  POETS,  from  Milton  to  Kirke 
White.  Cabinet  Edition.  With  Frontis 
piece.  4  vols.  N.  S. 

BROWNE'S   (Sir    Thomas)   Works. 

Edit,  by  S.  Wilkin,  with  Dr.  Johnson's 
Life  of  Browne.  Portrait.  3  vols. 

BURKE'S  Works.    6  vols.    N.  S. 
Speeches  on  the  Impeachment 

of  Warren  Hastings  ;  and  Letters.     2  vols. 
N.  S. 
Life.     By  J.'Prior.    Portrait.     N.  6". 

BURNS  (Robert).  Life  of.  By  J.  G. 
Lockhart,  D.C.L.  A  new  and  enlarged 
edition.  With  Notes  and  Appendices  by 
W.  S.  Douglas.  Portrait.  N.  S. 

BUTLER'S  (Bp.)  Analogy  of  Reli 
gion;  Natural  and  Revealed,  to  the  Con 
stitution  and  Course  of  Nature  ;  with  Two 
Dissertations  on  Identity  and  Virtue,  and 
Fifteen  Sermons.  With  Introductions, 
Notes,  and  Memoir.  Portrait.  N.  S. 

CAMOEN'S  Lusiad,  or  the  Discovery 
of  India.  An  Epic  Poem.  Trans,  from 
the  Portuguese,  with  Dissertation,  His 
torical  Sketch,  and  Life,  by  W.  J.  Mickle. 
5th  edition.  N.  S. 

CARAFAS     (The)     of     Maddaloni. 

Naples  under  Spanish  Dominion.  Trans, 
by  Alfred  de  Reumont.  Portrait  of  Mas- 
saniello. 

CARREL.    The  Connter-Revolntion 

in  England  for  the  Re-establishment  ol 
Popery  under  Charles  II.  and  James  II., 
by  Armand  Carrel ;  with  Fox's  History  ol 
James  II.  and  Lord  Lonsdale's  Memoir  oi 
James  II.  Portrait  of  Carrel. 

CARRUTHERS.  —  See  Pope,  in  IU«s 
trated  Library. 


4 


BOHtTS  LIBRARIES. 


CART'S    Dante.    The    Vision  of   Hell,    ! 
Purgatory,  and  Paradise.    Trans,  by  Rev.    , 
H.  F.  Gary,  M.A.     With  Life,  Chronolo 
gical  View  of  his  Age,   Notes,  and  Index    ' 
of  Proper  Names.     Portrait.     N.  S. 

This  is  the  authentic  edition,  containing 
Mr.  Cary's  last  corrections,  with  additional 
notes. 

CELLINI  (Benvennto).    Memoirs  of, 

by  himself.     With  Notes  of  G.  P.  Carpani. 
Trans,  by  T.  Roscoe.     Portrait.     A^.  5. 

CERVANTES'  Galatea.  A  Pastoral 
Romance.  Trans,  by  G.  W.  J.  Gyll.  N.S.  '. 

Exemplary   Novels.      Trans,   by    •. 

W.  K.  Kelly.     N.  S. 

Don    Quixote    de    la    Mancha. 

Motteux's  Translation  revised.  With  Lock- 
hart's  Life  and  Notes.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

CHAUCER'S  Poetical  'Works.  With  , 
Poems  formerly  attributed  to  him.  With  a 
Memoir,  Introduction,  Notes,  and  a  Glos 
sary,  by  R.  Bell.  Improved  edition,  with 
Preliminary  Essay  by  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat, 
M.A  Portrait.  4  vols.  N.  S. 

CLASSIC  TALES,  containing  Rasselas, 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Gulliver's  Travels,  and 
The  Sentimental  Journey.  A''.  6". 

COLERIDGE  S  (S.  T.)  Friend.  A  Series 
of  Essays  on  Morals,  Politics,  and  Reli 
gion.  Portrait.  A''.  S. 

Aids  to  Reflection.    Confessions 

of  an   Inquiring    Spirit ;    and   Essays  on 
Faith  and  the  Common  Prayer-book.    N  ew    ' 
Edition,  revised.     N.  S. 

Table-Talk   and   Omnlana.    By    . 

T.  Ashe,  B.A.     N.S. 

Lectures    on    Shakspere     and 

other  Poets.    Edit,  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A.  N.S.    ] 
Containing  tke  lectures  taken  down  in    : 
1811-12  by  J.   P.    Collier,  and   those   de 
livered  at  Bristol  in  1813. 

Blographia  Litorarla:   or,  Bio 
graphical  Sketches  of  my  Literary  Life    . 
and   Opinions ;   with  Two    Lay  Sermons. 
N.S. 

Miscellanies,    Esthetic    and 

Literary  ;  to  which  is  added,  THE  THEORY    ; 
OF    LIFE       Collected  and    arranged    by 
T.  Ashe,  B.A.     N.S. 

COMMINES.— See  Philip. 

CONDE'S  History  of  the  Dominion 

of  the  Arabs  in  Spain.  Trans,  by  Mrs.  ! 
Foster.  Portrait  of  Abderahmen  ben  ; 
Moavia.  3  vols. 

COWPER'S  Complete  Works,  Poems,   j 

Correspondence,  and  Translations.     Edit, 
with    Memoir  by    R.   Southey.      45   En-    I 
gravings.     8  vols. 


COXE'S  Memoirs   of  the  Duke  ot 

Marlborough.  With  .his  original  Corre 
spondence,  from  famny  records  at  Blen 
heim.  Revised  edition.  Portraits.  3  vols. 
*»*  An  Atlas  of  the  plans  of  Marl- 
borough's  campaigns,  410.  T.OS.  6d. 

History  of  the  House  of  Austria. 

From  the  Foundation  of  the  Monarchy  by 
Rhodolph  of  Hapsburgh  to  the  Death  of 
Leopold  II.,  1218-1792.  By  Archdn.  Coxe. 
With  Continuation  from  the  Accession  of 
Francis  I.  to  the  Revolution  of  1848. 
4  Portraits.  4  vols. 

CUNNINGHAM'S  Lives  of  the  most 

Eminent  British  Painters.  With  Notes 
and  16  fresh  Lives  by  Mrs.  Heaton.  3  vois. 
ff.  S. 

DEFOE'S  Novels  and  Miscellaneous 

Works.  With  Prefaces  and  Notes,  in 
ducing  those  attributed  to  Sir  W.  Scott. 
Portrait.  7  vols.  ff.  S. 

• 

DE  LOLME'S  Constitution  of  Eng 
land,  in  which  it  is  compared  both  with  the 
Republican  form  of  Government  and  the 
other  Monarchies  of  Europe.  Edit.,  with 
Life  and  Notes,  by  J.  Macgregor,  M.P. 

DUNLOP'S  History  of  Fiction.    Witk 

Introduction  and  Supplement  adapting  the 
work  to  present  requirements.  By  Henry 
Wilson.  2  vols. ,  5^.  each. 

EMERSON'S  Works.  3  vols.  Most 
complete  edition  published.  N.  S. 

Vol.  I. — Essays,  Lectures,  and  Poems. 

Vol.  II.— English  Traits,  Nature,  and 
Conduct  of  tire. 

Vol.  III. — Society  and  Solitude — Letters 
and  Social  Aims — Miscellaneous  Papers 
(hitherto  uncollected) — May-Day,  &c. 

FOSTER'S  (John)  Life  and  Corre 
spondence.  Edit,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.  Por 
trait.  2  vols.  A^.  S. 

Lectures  at  Broadmead  Chapel. 

Edit,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     2  vols.    AT.  S. 

Critical   Essays  contributed  to 

the  '  Eclectic  Review.'  Edit,  by  J.  E. 
Ryland.  2  vols.  N.  S. 

Essays :  On  Decision  of  Charac 
ter  ;  on  a  Man's  writing  Memoirs  of  Him 
self;  on  the  epithet  Romantic;  on  the 
aversion  of  Men  of  Taste  to  Evangelical 
Religion.  N.  S. 

Essays  on  the  Evils  of  Popular 

Ignorance,  and  a  Discourse  on  the  Propa 
gation  of  Christianity  in  India.  N.  S. 

Essay  on  the  Improvement  of 

Time,  with  Notes  of  Sermons  and  other 
Pieces.  A7.  S. 

Fosteriana  :  selected  from  periodical 

papers,  edit,  by  H.  G.  Bohn.     A'.  6\ 
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FOX  (Rt.  Hon.  C.  J.)— See  Carrel. 

GIBBON'S  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 

Roman  Empire.  Complete  and  unabridged, 
with  variorum  Notes  ;  including  those  of 
Guizot,  Wenck,  Niebuhr,  Hugo,  Neander, 
and  others.  7  vols.  2  Maps  and  Portrait. 
K.S. 

GOETHE'S  Works.  Trans,  into  English 
by  E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B.,  Anna  Swanwick, 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  &c.  &c.  13  vols.  N.  5. 

Vols.  I.  and  II. — Autobiography  and  An 
nals.  Portrait. 

Vol.  III.— Faust.    Complete. 

Vol.  IV. — Novels  and  Tales  :  containing 
Elective  Affinities,  Sorrows  of  Werther, 
The  German  Emigrants,  The  Good  Wo 
men,  and  a  Npuvelette. 

Vol.  V. — Wilhelm  Meister's  Apprentice 
ship. 

Vol.  VI. — Conversations  with  Eckerman 
and  Soret. 

Vol.  VII. — Poems  and  Ballads  in  the  ori 
ginal  Metres,  including  Hermann  and 
Dorothea. 

Vol.  VIII.— Gotz  von  Berlichingen,  Tor- 
quato  Tasso,  Egmont,  Iphigenia,  Clavigo, 
Wayward  Lover,  and  Fellow  Culprits. 

Vol.  IX. —  Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels. 
Complete  Edition. 

Vol.  X.  —  Tour  in  Italy-.  Two  Parts. 
And  Second  Residence  in  Rome. 

Vol.  XI. — Miscellaneous  Travels,  Letters 
from  Switzerland,  Campaign  in  France, 
Siege  of  Mainz,  and  Rhine  Tour. 

Vol.  XII. — Early  and  Miscellaneous 
Letters,  including  Letters  to  his  Mother, 
with  Biography  and  Notes. 

Vol.  XIII. — Correspondence  with  Zelter. 

Correspondence  with   Schiller. 

2  vols. — See  Schiller. 

GOLDSMITH'S  Works.    5  vols.    N.S. 

Vol.  I.— Life, Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Essays, 
and  Letters. 

Vol.  II.— Poems,  Plays,  Bee,  Cock  Lane 
Ghost. 

Vol.  III.— The  Citizen  of  the  World, 
Polite  Learning  in  Europe. 

Vol.  IV.— Biographies,  Criticisms,  Later 
Essays. 

Vol.  V.— Prefaces,  Natural  History, 
Letters,  Goody  Two-Shoes,  Index. 

GREENE,   MARLOW,  and   BEN 

JONSON  (Poems  of).  With  Notes  and 
Memoirs  by  R.  Bell.  A".  S. 

GREGORY'S    (Dr.)    The   Evidences, 

Doctrines,  and  Duties  of  the  Christian  Re 
ligion. 

GRIMM'S  Household  Tales.  With  the 
Original  Notes.  Trans,  by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt, 
Introduction  by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A.  2 
vols.  N.  S. 


'GUIZOT'S  History  of  Representative 

Government  in  Europe.  Trans,  by  A.  R. 
Scoble. 

English  Revolution  of  1640.  From 

the  Accession  of  Charles  I.  to  his  Death. 
Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.    Portrait. 

History  of  Civilisation.    From  the 

Roman  Empire  to  the  French  Revolution. 
Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.     Portraits.     3  vols. 

HALL'S   (Rev.  Robert)  Works  and 

Remains.  Memoir  by  Dr.  Gregory  and 
Essay  by  J.  Foster.  Portrait. 

HAUFF'S  Tales,,  The  Caravan  — The 
Sheikh  of  Alexandria  —  The  Inn  in  the 
Spessart.  Translated  by  Prof.  S.  Mendel. 
N.  S. 

HAWTHORNE'S  Tales.    3  vols.    N.  S. 

Vol.  I.— Twice-told  Tales,  and  the  Snow 
Image. 

Vol.  II. — Scarlet  Letter,  and  the  House 
with  Seven  Gables. 

Vol.  III. — Transformation,  and  Blithe- 
dale  Romance. 

HAZLITT'S  (W.)  Works.  7  vols.  tf.S. 
Table-Talk. 

The  Literature  of  the  Age   of 

Elizabeth  and  Characters  of  Shakespeare's 
Plays.     N.  S. 
English  Poets  and  English  Comic 

Writers.     N.  S. 

The  Plain  Speaker.    Opinions  on 

Books,  Men,  and  Things.    N.  S. 

Round     Table.      Conversations     of 

James  Northcote,  R.A.  ;   Characteristics. 
N.  S. 

Sketches  and  Essays,  and  Winter- 
stow.    N.  S. 

Spirit    Of   the    Age;    or,   Contem 
porary   Portraits.      To  which  are  added 
Free  Thoughts  on  Public  Affairs,  and  a 
Letter  to  William  Gifford.     New  Edition 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.     N.  S. 

HEINE'S  Poems.  Translated  in  the 
original  Metres,  with  Life  by  E.  A.  Bow- 
ring,  C.B.  N.S. 

Travel-Pictures.  The  Tour  in  the 

Harz,  Norderney,  and  Book  of  Ideas,  to 
gether  with  the  Romantft;  School.  Trans, 
by  F.  Storr.  With  Maps  and  Appendices. 
N.S. 

HOFFMANN'S  Works.  The  Serapion 
Brethren.  Vol.  I.  Trans,  by  Lt.-Col. 
Ewing.  N.  S.  \Vol.  II.  in  the  press. 
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HUGO'S  (Victor)  Dramatic  Works; 

Hernani — RuyBlas — TheKing's  Inversion. 
Translated  by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
F.  L.  Slous.  A'.  5". 

Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.      Collected  by 

H.  L.  Williams.     N.S. 

This  volume  contains  contributions  from 
F.  S.  Mah.on.ey,  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds, 
Andrew  Lang,  Edwin  Arnold,  Mrs.  Newton 
Crosland,  Miss  Fanny  Kemble,  Bishop 
Alexander,  Prof.  Dowden,  &c. 

HUNGARY:  its  History  and  Revo 
lution,  with  Memoir  of  Kossuth.  Portrait. 

HUTCHINSON    (Colonel).    Memoirs 

of.  By  his  Widow,  with  her  Autobio 
graphy,  and  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 
Portrait.  W.  S. 

IRVTNG'S  ("Washington)  Complete 
Works.  15  vols.  N.  S. 

Life  and  Letters.    By  his  Nephew, 

Pierre   E.    Irving.      With    Index    and    a 
Portrait.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

JAMES'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of  Richard 

Coeur  de  Lion.  Portraits  of  Richard  and 
Philip  Augustus.  2  vols. 

Louis  XIV.    Portraits,     a  vols. 

JAMESON    (Mrs.)      Shakespeare's 

Heroines.  Characteristics  of  Women.  By 
Mrs.  Jameson.  N.  S. 

JEAN  PAUL — See  Richter. 

JONSON  (Ben).  Poems  of.— See  Greene. 

JUNIUS'S  Letters.  With  Woodfall's 
Notes.  An  Essay  on  the  Authorship.  Fac 
similes  of  Handwriting.  2  vols.  N.  S. 

LA  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  In  English 
Verse,  with  Essay  on  the  Fabulists.  By 
Elizur  Wright.  N.S. 

LAMARTINE'S    The    Girondists,  or 

Personal  Memoirs  of  tbje  Patriots  of  the 
French  Revolution.  Trans,  by  H.  T. 
Ryde.  Portraits  of  Robespierre,  Madame 
Roland,  and  Charlotte  Corday.  3  vols. 

— —  The  Restoration  of  Monarchy 
in  France  (a  Sequel  to  The  Girondists). 

5  Portraits.     4  vols. 

The  French  Revolution  of  1848. 

6  Portraits. 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Ella  and  Eliana. 

Complete  Edition.     Portrait.    jV.  .S1. 

Specimens  of  English  Dramatic 

Poets  of  the  time  of  Elizabeth.     Notes, 
with  the  Extracts  from  the  Garrick  Plays. 
N.S. 

Talfonrd's   Letters  of   Charles 

Lamb.  New  Edition,  by  W.  Carew 
Hazlitt.  2  vols.  A'.  S. 


LANZI'S    History   of  Painting   in 

Italy,  from  the  Period  of  the  Revival  of 
the  Fine  Arts  to  the  End  of  the  i8th 
Century.  With  Memoir  of  the  Author. 
Portraits  of  RafFaelle,  Titian,  and  Cor- 
reggio,  after  the  Artists  themselves.  Trans, 
by  T.  Roscoe.  3  vols. 

LAPPENBERG/S  England  under  the 

Anglo-Saxon  Kings.  Trans,  by  B.Thorpe, 
F.S.A.  2  vols.  N.  S. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works.  Com 
plete.  By  E.  Bell,  M.A.  With  Memoir 
by  H.  Zimmern.  Portrait.  2  vols.  N.  S. 

Laokoon,  Dramatic  Notes,  and 

Representation  of  Death  by  the  Ancients. 
Frontispiece.  A^.  .S1. 

LOCKE'S  Philosophical  Works,  con 
taining  Human  U nderstandjpg,  with  Bishop 
of  Worcester,  Malebranche's  Opinions,  Na 
tural  Philosophy,  Reading  and  Study. 
With  Preliminary  Discourse,  Analysis,  and 
Notes,  by  J.  A.  St.  John.  Portrait.  2  vols. 
N.S. 

Life  and  Letters,  with  Extracts  from 

his  Common-place  Books.  By  Lord  King. 

LOCKHART  ( J.  G.)— See  Burns. 
LONSDALE  (Lord).— -See  Carrel. 

LUTHER'S  Table-Talk.  Trans,  by  W. 
Hazlitt.  With  Life  by  A.  Chalmers,  and 
LUTHER'S  CATECHISM.  Portrait  after 
Cranach.  N,  S. 

Autobiography.— See  Michelet. 

MACHIAVELLTS  History  of  Flo 
rence,  THE  PRINCE,  Savonarola,  Historical 
Tracts,  and  Memoir.  Portrait.  N.  S. 

MARLOWE.    Poems  of.— See  Greene. 

MARTINEAU'S  (Harriet)  History 
of  England  (including  History  of  the  Peace) 
from  1800-1846.  5  vols.  N.  S. 

MEN Z EL'S    History   of  Germany, 

from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Crimean 
War.  3  Portraits.  3  vols. 

MICHELET'S    Autobiography    of 

Luther.  Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.  With 
Notes.  N.  S. 

The  French    Revolution   to   the 

Flight  of  the  King  in  1791.     N.S. 

MIGNET'S  The  French  Revolution, 

from  1789  to  1814.  Portrait  of  Napoleon. 
N.S. 

MILTON'S  Prose  Works.  With  Pre- 
face,  Preliminary  Remarks  by  J.  A.  St. 
John,  and  Index.  5  vols. 

MITFORD'S    (Miss)    Our    Village. 

Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and  Scenery. 
2  Engravings.  2  vols.  A^.  S. 


STANDARD  LIBRARY. 


MOLIERE'S    Dramatic    Works.     Ij 

English  Prose,  by  C.  «.  Wall.  With  a 
Life  and  a  Portrait.  3  vols.  A''.  6". 

'  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  we  have 
here  probably  as  good  a  translation  of 
Moliere  as  can  be  given.' — Academy. 

MONTAGU.  Letters  and  Works  of 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu.  Lord 
Wharncliffe's  Third  Edition.  Edited  by 
W.  Moy  Thomas.  With  steel  plates.  2 
vols.  5$.  each.  N.  S. 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  of  Laws. 
Revised  Edition,  with  D'Alembert's  Analy 
sis,  Notes,  and  Memoir.  2  vols.  N.  S. 

NEANDER  (Dr.  A.)  History  of  the 
Christian  Religion  and  Church.  Trans,  by 
J.  Torrey.  With  Short  Memoir.  10  vols. 
—  Life  of  Jesus  Christ,  in  its  His 
torical  Connexion  anfl  Development.  N.  S. 

The   Planting  and  Training  of 

the  Christian  Church  by  the  Apostles. 
With  the  Antignosticus,  or  Spirit  of  Ter- 
tullian.  Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.  2  vols. 

Lectures     on     the    History    of 

Christian  Dogmas.  Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ry 
land.  2  vols. 

Memorials  of  Christian  Life  in 

the  Early  and  Middle  Ages ;  including 
Light  in  Dark  Places.  Trans,  by  J.  E. 
Ryland. 

OCKLEY  (S.)  History  of  the  Sara 
cens  and  their  Conquests  in  Syria,  Persia, 
and  Egypt.  Comprising  the  Lives  of 
Mohammed  and  his  Successors  to  the 
Death  of  Abdalmelik,  the  Eleventh  Caliph. 
By  Simon  Ockley,  B.D.,  Prof,  of  Arabic 
in  Univ.  of  Cambridge.  Portrait  of  Mo 
hammed. 

PERCY'S  Reliques  of  Ancient  Eng 
lish  Poetry,  consisting  of  BaTlads,  Songs, 
and  other  Pieces  of  our  earlier  Poets,  with 
some  lew  of  later  date.  With  Essay  on 
Ancient  Minstrels,  and  Glossary.  2  vols. 
N.  S. 


PHILIP   DE  COMMTNES.    Memoirs 

of.  Containing  the  Histories  of  Louis  XI.  j 
and  Charles  VIII.,  and  Charles  the  Bold, 
Duke  of  Burgundy.  With  the  Wistory  of  j 
Louis  XL,  by  J.  de  Troyes.  With  a  Life  j 
and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Scoble.  Portraits.  ; 
2  vols. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES.  Newly  Trans 
lated,  with  Notes  and  Life,  by  A 
Stewart,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  and  G.  Long,  M.A. 
4  vols.  ^V.  S. 

POETRY  OF  AMERICA.  Selections 
from  One  Hundred  Poets,  from  1776  to 
1876.  With  Introductory  Review,,  and 
Specimens  of  Negro  Melody,  by  W.  J. 
Lmton.  Portrait  of  W.  Whitman.  N.  S. 


RANKE   (L.)    History  of  the  Popes. 

their  Church  and  State,  and  their  Conflicts 
with  Protestantism  in  the  i6th  and  i7th 
Centuries.  Trans,  by  E.  Foster.  Portraits 
of  Julius  II.  (after  Raphael),  Innocent  X. 
(after  Velasquez),  and  Clement  VII.  (after 
Titian).  3  vols.  N.  S. 

History  of  Servia.    Trans,  by  Mrs. 

Kerr.     To  which  is  added,  The  Slave  Pro 
vinces  of  Turkey,  by  Cyprien  Robert.  tf.  .S1. 

History  of  the  Latin  and  Teu 
tonic    Nations.      1494-1514.      Trans,    by 

•  P.  A.  Ashworth,  translator  of  Dr.  Gneist's 
'  History  of  the  English  Constitution.'  N.S. 

REUMONT  (Alfred  de).— SH  Cara/as. 

REYNOLDS'  (Sir  J.)  Literary  Works. 

With  Memoir  and  Remarks  by  H.  W. 
Beechy.  2  vols.  N,  S. 

RICHTER   (Jean    Paul).     Levana, 

a  Treatise  on  Education  ;  together  with  the 
Autobiography,  and  a  short  Memoir.  N.S. 

Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn  Pieces, 

or  the  Wedded  Life,  Death,  and  Marriage 
of  Siebenkaes.  Translated  By  Alex.  Ewing. 
N.  S. 

The  only  complete  English  translation. 

ROSCOE'S  (W.)  Life  of  Leo  Xy  with 
Notes,  Historical  Documents,  and  Disser 
tation  on  Lucretia  Borgia.  3  Portraits. 
2  vols. 

Lorenzo    de'  Medici,  called    'The 

Magnificent,'      with      Copyright      Notes, 
Poems,   Letters,   &c.       With    Memoir  of 
Roscoe  and  Portrait  of  Lorenzo. 

RUSSIA,     History    of,    from    the 

earliest  Period  to  the  Crimean  War.  By 
W.  K.  Kelly.  3  Portraits.  2  vols. 

SCHILLER'S  Works.    6  vols.    N.  S. 

Vol.  I.— Thirty  Years'  War— Revolt  in 
the  Netherlands.  Rev  A.  J.  W.  Morrison, 
M.A.  Portrait. 

Vol.  II. — Revolt  in  the  Netherlands,  com 
pleted — Wallenstein.  By  J.  Churchill  and 
S.  T.  Coleridge.— 'William  Tell.  Sir  Theo 
dore  "Martin.  Engraving  (after  Vandyck). 

Vol.  III.— Don  Carlos.  R.  D.  Boylan 
— Mary  Stuart.  Mellish  —  Maid  of  Or 
leans.  Anna  Swanwick — Bride  of  Mes 
sina.  A.  Lodge,  M.A.  Together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in  Tragedy  (a  short 
Essay).  Engravings. 

These  Dramas  are  all  translated  in  metre. 

Vol.  IV. — Robbers — Fiesco — Love  and 
Intrigue — Demetrius — Ghost  Seer — Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The  Dramas  in  this  volume  are  in  prose. 

Vol.  V.— Poems.     E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B. 

Vol.  VI.— Essays,  ^Esthetical  and  Philo 
sophical,  including  the  Dissertation  on  the 
Connexion  between  the  Animal  and  Spiri 
tual  in  Man. 


BOHN'S  LIBRARIES. 


SCHILLER  and  GOETHE.  Corre 
spondence  between,  from  A.D.  1794-1805. 
With  Short  Notes  by  L.  Dora  Schmitz. 
2  vols.  N,  S. 

SCHLEGEL'S   (F.)    Lectures   on  the 

Philosophy  of  Life  and  the  Philosophy  of 
Language.     By  A.  J.  W.  Morrison. 

The  History  of  Literature,  Ancient 

and  Modern. 

The  Philosophy  of  History.  With 

Memoir  and  Portrait. 

Modern  History,  with  the  Lectures 

entitled   Caesar  and  Alexander,  and  The 
Beginning  of  our  History.     By  L.  Purcel 
and  R.  H.  Whitelock. 

^Esthetic    and    Miscellaneous 

Works,   containing    Letters  on    Christian 
Art,   Essay  on   Gothic  Architecture,   Re 
marks  on  the  Romance  Poetry  of  the  Mid 
dle  Ages,  on  Shakspeare,  the  Limits  of  the 
Beautiful,  and  on  the  Language  and  Wis 
dom  of  the  Indians.     By  E.  J.  Millington. 

SCHLEGEL  (A.  W.)  Dramatic  Art 
and  Literature.  By  J.  Black.  With  Me 
moir  by  A.  J.  W.  Morrison.  Portrait. 

SCHUMANN  (Robert),  His  Life  and 

Works.     By  A.   Reissmann.     Trans,    by 

A.  L.  Alger.     N.  S. 

—  Early  Letters.    Translated  by  May 

Herbert.     N.S. 
SHAKESPEARE'S    Dramatic    Art. 

The  History  and  Character  of  Shakspeare's 

Plays.     By  Dr.  H.  Ulrici.     Trans,  by  L. 

Dora  Schmitz.     2  vols.    N.  S. 

SHERIDAN'S  Dramatic  "Works.  With 
Memoir  Portrait  (after  Reynolds).  N.  S. 

SKEAT  (Rev.  W.  M7.)-See  Chaucer. 

SISMONDI'S  History  of  the  Litera 
ture  of  the  South  of  Europe.  With  Notes 
and  Memoir  by  T.  Roscoe.  Portraits  of 
Sismondi  and  Dante.  2  vols. 

The  specimens  of  early  French,  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  Portugese  Poetry,  in  English 
Verse,  by  Gary  and  others. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  The  •Wealth  of 
Nations.  An  Inquiry  into  the  Nature  and 
Causes  of.  Reprinted  from  the  Sixth 
Edition.  Wi^h  an  Introduction  by  Ernest 
Belfort  Bax.  2  vols.  N.  S. 


SMITH'S  (Adam)  Theory  of  Moral 

Sentiments  ;  with  Essay  on  the  First  For 
mation  of  feanguages,  and  Critical  Memoir 
by  Dugald  Stewart. 

SMYTH'S    (Professor)   Lectures    on 

Modern  History  ;  from  the  Irruption  of  the 
Northern  Nations  to  the  close  of  the  Ameri 
can  Revolution.  2  vols. 

Lectures  on  the  French  Revolu 
tion.  With  Index.  2  vols. 

SOUTHEY.— See  Confer,  Wesley,  and 
(Illustrated  Library)  Nelson. 

STURM'S    Morning    Communings 

with  God,  or  Devotional  Meditations  for 
Every  Day.  Trans,  by  W.  Johnstone,  M.  A. 

SULLY.    Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of, 

Prime  Minister  to  Henry  the  Great.  With 
Notes  and  Historical  Introduction.  4  Por 
traits.  4  vols. 

TAYLOR'S  (Bishop  Jeremy)  Holy 
Living  and  Dying,  with  Prayers,  contain 
ing  the  Whole  Duty  of  a  Christian  and  the 
parts  »f  Devotion  fitted  to  all  Occasions. 
Portrait.  N.  S. 

THIERRY'S  Conquest  of  England  by 

the  Normans ;  its  Causes,  and  its  Conse 
quences  in  England  and  the  Continent. 
By  W.  Hazlitt.  With  short  Memoir.  2  Por 
traits.  2  vols.  N.  S. 

TROYE'S  (Jean  de).  —  See  Philip  de 
Commints. 

ULRICI  (Dr.)— S*c  Shakespeare. 
VASARI.  Lives  of  the  most  Eminent 

Painters,  Sculptors,  and  Architects.  By 
Mrs.  J.  Foster,  with  selected  Notes.  Por 
trait.  6  vols.,  Vol.  VI.  being  an  additional 
Volume  of  Notes  by  J.  P.  Richter.  N.  S. 

WERNER'S    Templars    in    Cyprus. 

Trans,  by  E.  A.  M.  Lewis.     N.  S. 

WESLEY,  the  Life  of,  and  the  Rise 

and  Progress  of  Methodism.  By  Robert 
Southey.  Portrait,  ss.  N.  S. 

WHEATLEY.  A  Rational  Illustra 
tion  of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  being 
the  Substance  of  everything  Liturgical  in 
all  former  Ritualist  Commentators  upon  the 
subject.  Frontispiece.  N.  S. 


HISTORICAL  AND  PHILOSOPHICAL  LIBRARIES. 


HISTORICAL    LIBRARY. 

22  Volumes  at  fy.each.     (5^.  los.  per  set,) 


EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Correspond- 

dence,  with  the  Private  Correspondence  of 
Charles  I  and  Sir  Edward  Nicholas,  and 
between  Sir  Edward  Hyde  (Earl  of  Claren 
don)  and  Sir  Richard  Browne.  Edited  from 
the  Original  MSS.  by  W.  Bray,  F.A.S. 
4  vols.  N.  S.  45  Engravings  (after  Van 
dyke,  Lely,  Kneller,  and  Jamieson,  &c.). 

N.B. — This  edition  contains  130  letters 
from  Evelyn  and  his  wife,  contained  in  no 
other  edition. 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspondence. 

With  Life  and  Notes,  by  Lord  Braybrooke. 
4  vols.  N.  S.  With  Appendix  containing 
additional  Letters,  an  Index,  and  31  En 
gravings  (after  Vandyke,  Sir  P.  Lely, 
Holbein,  Kneller,  &c.). 


JESSE'S   Memoirs   of  the  Court  of 

England  under  tha  Stuarts,  including  the 
Protectorate.  3  vols.  With  Index  and  42 
Portraits  (after  Vandyke,  Lely,  &c.). 

Memoirs  of  the  Pretenders  and 

their  Adherents.  7  Portraits. 

NU  GENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials  of 
Hampden,  his  Party  and  Times.  With 
Memoir.  12  Portraits  (after  Vandyke 
and  others).  N.  S. 

STRICKLAND'S  (Agnes)  Lives  of  the 

8ueens     of  England    from    the    Norman 
oncjuest.      From    authentic    Documents, 
public  and  private.     6  Portraits.     6  vols. 
N.  S. 

;  Life  of  Mary  Queen   of  Scots. 

2  Portraits.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

Lives  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart 

Princesses.    With  2  Portraits.      N.  S. 


PHILOSOPHICAL   LIBRARY. 

17  Vols.  at  5-r.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (3/.  iqs.  per  set.) 


BACON'S  Novum  prganum  and  Ad 
vancement  of  Learning.  With  Notes  by 
J.  Devey,  M.A. 

BAX.     A  Handbook  of  the  History 

of  Philosophy,  for  the  use  of  Students. 
By  E.  Belfort  Bax,  Editor  of  Kant's 
'  Prolegomena.'  5$.  N.  S. 
COMTE'S  Philosophy  of  the  Sciences. 
An  Exposition  of  the  Principles  of  the 
Covrs  de  Philosophic  Positive.  By  G.  H. 
Lewes,  Author  of  '  The  Life  of  Goethe.' 

DRAPER  (Dr.  J.  W.)    A  History  of 

the    Intellectual   Development  of  Europe. 

2  vols.     N.  S. 
HEGEL'S  Philosopky  of  History.    By 

J.  Sibree,  M.A. 
KANT'S    Critique    of  Pure  Reason. 

By  J.  M.  D.  Meiklejohn.     N.  S. 
Prolegomena  and  Metaphysical 

F»undations  of  Natural  Science,  with  Bio- 

fraphy  and   Memoir  by  E.  Belfort  Bax. 
ortrait.     N.  S. 


LOGIC,  or  the  Science  of  Inference 

A  Popular  Manual.     By  J.  Devey. 

MILLER  (Professor).  History  Philo 
sophically  Illustrated,  from  the  Fall  of  th< 
Roman  Empire  to  the  French  Revolution 
With  Memoir.  4  vols.  3*.  6d.  each. 

SCHOPENHAUER  on  the  Fourfolc 

Root  of  the  Principle  of  Sufficient  Reason 
and  on  the  Will  in  Nature.  Trans,  frorr 
the  German. 

SPINOZA'S  Chief  Works.  Trans,  witl 
Introduction  by  R.  H.  M.  Elwes.  2  vols 
N.S. 

Vol.  I.— Tractatus  Theologico-Politicu 
— Political  Treatise. 

Vol.  II.— Improvement  of  the  Under 
standing— Ethics— Letters. 

TENNEMANN'S  Manual  pf  the  His 

tory  of  Philosophy.  Trans,  by  Rev.  A 
Johnson,  M.A. 


BOUNDS  LIBRARIES. 


THEOLOGICAL    LIBRARY. 

15  Voh.  at  5.?.  each,  excepting  those  marked  othei-vise.     (3/.  13^.  6d.  per  set.) 

PHILO-JUDJEUS,    Works    of.      The 

Contemporary    of  Josephus.      Trans,    by 
C.  D.  Vonge.     4  vols. 


;LEEK.     Introduction   to    the   Old 

Testament.  By  Friedrich  Bleek.  Trans, 
under  the  supervision  of  Rev.  E.  Venables, 
Residentiary  Canon  of  Lincoln.  2  vols. 
N.S. 

IHILLINGWORTH'S  Religion  of 
Protestants.  3*.  6d. 

;USEBIIJS.     Ecclesiastical   History 

of  Eusebius  Pamphilius.  Bishop  of  Csesarea. 
Trans,  by  Rev.  C.  F.  Cruse,  M.A.  With 
Notes,  Life,  and  Chronological  Tables. 

IVAGRTUS.    History  of  the  Church. 

— See  Theodoret. 

[ARDWICK.  History  of  the  Articles 

of  Religion  ;  to  which  is  added  a  Series  of 
Documents  from  A.D.  1536  to  A.D.  1615. 
Ed.  by  Rev.  F.  Proctor.  N.  S. 

[ENRY'S  (Matthew)  Exposition  of 

the  Book  of  Psalms.    Numerous  Woodcuts. 

'EARSON  (John,  D.D.)    Exposition 

of  the  Creed.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A. 
With  Notes,  Analysis,  and  Indexes.  N.  S. 


PHILOSTORGIUS.    Ecclesiastical 

History  of. — See  Sozomen. 

SOCRATES'   Ecclesiastical  History. 

Comprising  a  History  of  the  Church  from 
Constantine,  A.D.  305,  to  the  38th  year  of 
Theodosius  II.  With  Short  Account  of 
the  Author,  and  selected  Notes. 

SOZOMEN'S  Ecclesiastical  History. 

A.D.  324-440.  With  Notes,  Prefatory  Re 
marks  by  Valesius,  and  Short  Memoir. 
Together  with  the  ECCLESIASTICAL  HIS 
TORY  OF  PHILOSTORGIUS,  as  epitomised  by 
Photius.  Trans,  by  Rev.  E.  Walford,  M.A'. 
With  Notes  and  brief  Life. 

THEODORET  and  EVAGRIUS.    His 

lories  of  the  Church  from  A.D.  332  to  the 
Death  of  Theodore  of  Mopsuestia,  A.D. 
427  ;  and  from  A.D.  431  to  A.D.  544.  With 
Memoirs. 

WIESELER'S  (Karl)  Chronological 
Synopsis  of  the  Four  Gospels.  Trans,  by 
Rev.  Canon  Venables.  N.  S. 


ANTIQUARIAN    LIBRARY. 

35  Vols.  at  $s.  each.     (8/.  1 5*.  per  set.) 


LNGLO-SAXON   CHRONICLE.  —  See 

Bede. 
LSSER'S  Life  of  Alfred.^SV*  Six  O.  E. 

Chronicles. 
iEDE'S    (Venerable)    Ecclesiastical 

History  of  England.  Together  with  the 
ANGLO-SAXON  CHRONICLE.  With  Notes, 
Short  Life,  Analysis,  and  Map.  Edit,  by 
J.  A.  Giles,  D.C.L. 

JOETHIUS'S  Consolation  of  Philo 
sophy.  King  Alfred's  Anglo-Saxon  Ver 
sion  of.  With  an  English  Translation  on 
opposite  pages,  Notes,  Introduction,  and 
Glossary,  by  Rev.  S.  Fox,  M.A.  To 
which  is  added  the  Anglo-Saxon  Version  of 
the  METRES  OF  BOETHIUS,  with  a  free 
Translation  by  Martin  F.  Tupper,  D.C.L. 

(RAND'S     Popular    Antiquities    of 

England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland.  Illus 
trating  me  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  and  Pro 
vincial  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Super 
stitions.  By  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  K.H.,  F.R.S. 
Frontispiece.  3  vols. 


CHRONICLES    of  the    CRUSADES. 

Contemporary  Narratives  of  Richard  Coeui 
de  Lion,  by  Richard  of  Devizes  and  Geof 
frey  de  Vinsauf;  and  of  the  Crusade  ai 
Saint  Louis,  by  Lord  John  de  Joinville 
With  Short  Notes.  Illuminated  Frontis 
piece  from  an  old  MS. 

DYER'S  (T.  F.  T.)    British  Popular 

Customs,  Present  and  Past.  An  Account 
of  the  various  Games  and  Customs  asso 
ciated  with  different  Days  of  the  Year  ii 
the  British  Isles,  arranged  according  to  the 
Calendar.  By  the  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiseltot 
Dyer,  M.A. 

EARLY  TRAVELS  IN  PALESTINE. 

Comprising  the  Narratives  of  Arculf, 
Willibald,  Bernard,  Saswulf,  Sigurd,  Ben 
jamin  of  Tudela,  Sir  John  Maundeville, 
De  la  Brocquiere,  and  Maundrell ;  all  un 
abridged.  With  Introduction  and  Note? 
by  Thomas  Wright.  Map  of  Jerusalem. 


ANTIQUARIAN  LIBRARY. 


ELLIS  (G.)  Specimens  of  Early  En 
glish  Metrical  Romances,  relating;  to 
Arthur,  Merlin,  Guy  of  Warwick,  Richard 
Ceeur  de  Lion,  Charlemagne,  Roland,  &c. 
&c.  With  Historical  Introduction  by  J.  O. 
Halliwell,  F.R.S.  Illuminated  Frontis 
piece  from  an  old  MS. 

ETHELWERD.  Chronicle  of.— See 
Six  O.  E.  Chronicles. 

FLORENCE     OF    WORCESTER'S 

Chronicle,  with  the  Two  Continuations  : 
comprising  Annals  of  English  History 
from  the  Departure  of  the  Romans  to  the 
Reign  of  Edward  I.  Trans.,  with  Notes, 
by  Thomas  Forester,  M.A. 

GEOFFREY    OF    MONMOUTH. 

Chronicle  of. — See  Six  O.  E.  Chronicles. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  Enter 
taining  Moral  Stories  invented  by  the 
Monks.  Trans,  with  Notes  by  the  Rev. 
Charles  Swan.  Edit,  by  W.  Hooper,  M.A. 

GILD  AS.    Chronicle  of.— See  Six  O.  E. 

Chronicles. 

GIRALDUS  CAMBRENSIS1  Histori 
cal  Works.  Containing  Topography  of 
Ireland,  and  History  of  the  Conquest  of 
Ireland,  by  Th.  Forester,  M.A.  Itinerary 
through  Wales,  and  Description  of  Wales, 
by  Sir  R.  Colt  Hoare. 

HENRY  OF  HUNTINGDON'S  His 
tory  of  the  English,  from  the  Roman  In 
vasion  to  the  Accession  of  Henry  II.  ; 
with  the  Acts  of  King  Stephen,  and  the 
Letter  to  Walter.  By  T.  Forester,  M.A. 
Frontispiece  from  au  old  MS. 

INGULPH'S  Chronicles  of  the  Abbey 

of  Croyland,  with  the  CONTINUATION  by 
Peter  of  Blois  and  others.  Trans,  with 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  Fairy  My 
thology,  illustrative  of  the  Romance  and 
Superstition  of  Various  Countries.  Frontis 
piece  by  Cruikshank.  N.  S. 

LEPSIUS'S    Letters   from    Egypt, 

Ethiopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of  Sinai ;  to 
which  are  added,  Extracts  from  his 
Chronology  of  the  Egyptians,  with  refer 
ence  to  the  Exodus  of  the  Israelites.  By 
L.  and  J.  B.  Homer.  Maps  and  Coloured 
View  of  Mount  Barkal. 

MALLET'S  Northern  Antiquities,  or 

an  Historical  Account  of  the  Manners, 
Customs,  Religions,  and  Literature  of  the 
Ancient  Scandinavians.  Trans,  by  Bishop 
Percy.  With  Translation  of  the  PROSE 
EDDA,  and  Notes  by  J.  A.  Blackwell. 
Also  an  Abstract  of  the  '  Eyrbyggia  Saga  ' 
by  Sir  Walter  Scott.  With  Glossary 
and  Coloured  Frontispiece. 


MARCO  POLO'S  Travels ;  with  Notes- 
and  Introduction.  Edit,  by  T.  Wright. 

MATTHEW   PARIS'S    English    His 

tory,  from  1235  to  1273.  By  Rev.  J.  A. 
Giles,  B.C. L.  With  Frontispiece.  3  vols.— 
See  also  Roger  of  Wendover. 

MATTHEW    OF    WESTMINSTER'S 

Flowers  of  History,  especially  such  as  re 
late  to  the  affairs  of  Britain,  from  the  be 
ginning  of  the  World  to  A.D.  1307.  By 
C.  D.  Yonge.  2  vols. 

NENNTUS.  Chronicle  of.—  See  Six 
O.  E.  Chronicles. 

ORDERICUS  VITALIS'  Ecclesiastical 

History  of  England  and  Normandy.  With 
Notes,  Introduction  of  Guizot,  and  the 
Critical  Notice  of  M.  Delille,  by  T. 
Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the 
CHRONICLE  OF  St.  EVROULT.  With  Gene 
ral  and  Chronological  Indexes.  4  vols. 

PAULI'S  (Dr.  R.)  Life  of  Alfred  the 
Great.  To  which  is  appended  Alfred's 
ANGLO-SAXON  VERSION  OF  OROSIUS.  With 
literal  Translation  interpaged,  Notes,  and 
an  ANGLO-SAXON  GRAMMAR  and  Glossary, 
by  B.  Thorpe,  Esq.  Frontispiece. 

RICHARD    OF    CIRENCXSTER. 

Chronicle  of. — See  Six  O.  E.  Cnroniclcs. 

ROGER  DE  HOVEDEN'S  Annals  of 

English  History,  comprising  the  History 
of  England  and  of  other  Countries  of  Eu 
rope  from  A.D.  732  to  A.D.  1201.  With 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  2  vols. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOVER'S  Flowers 

of  History,  comprising  the  History  oi 
England  from  the  Descent  of  the  Saxons  to 
A.D.  1235,  formerly  ascribed  to  Matthew 
Paris.  With  Notes  and  Index  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.  2  vols. 

SIX  OLD  ENGLISH  CHRONICLES  : 

viz.,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred  and  the  Chroni 
cles  of  Ethelwerd,  Gildas,  Nennius,  Geof 
frey  of  Monmouth,  and  Richard  of  Ciren- 
cester.  Edit.,  with  Notes,  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.  Portrait  of  Alfred. 

WILLIAM     OF     MALMESBURY'S 

Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  England,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  King  Stephen.  By 
Rev.  J.  Sharpe.  With  Notes  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.  Frontispiece. 

YULE-TIDE  STORIES.  A  Collection 
of  Scandinavian  and  North-German  Popu- 
lai  Talei  and  Traditions,  from  the  Swedish, 
Danish,  and  German.  Edit,  by  B.  Thorpe. 


LIBRARIES. 


ILLUSTRATED    LIBRARY. 

Vols.  at  5.?.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (2$l,  us.  per  set.) 


ALLEN'S  (Joseph,  R.N.)  Battles  of 
the  British  Navy.  Revised  edition,  with 
Indexes  of  Names  and  Events,  and  57  Por 
traits  and  Plans.  2  vols. 

ANDERSEN'S    Danish   Fairy  Tales. 

By  Caroline  Peachey.  With  Short  Life 
and  1 20  Wood  Engravings. 

ARIOSTO'S     Orlando     Furioso.     In 
English  Verse  by  W.  S.  Rose.  With  Notes    \ 
and  Short  Memoir.     Portrait  after  Titian,     ! 
and  24  Steel  Engravings.     2  vols. 

BECHSTEIN'S  Cage   and   Chamber 

Birds:  their  Natural  History,  Habits,  &c. 
Together  with   SWEET'S   BRITISH    WAR 
BLERS.     43  Plates  and  Woodcuts.     N.  S.    ' 
or  with  the  Plates  Coloured,  js .  6d. 

BONOMTS  Nineveh  and  its  Palaces. 

The  Discoveries  of  Bptta  and  Layard 
applied  to  the  Elucidation  of  Holy  Writ. 
7  Plates  and  294  Woodcuts.  N.  S. 

BUTLER'S  Hudibras,  with  Variorum  • 
Notes  and  Biography.  Portrait  and  28  : 
Illustrations. 

CATTERMOLE'S  Evenings  at  Had- 

don  Hall.     Romantic  Tales  of  the  Olden    • 
Times.      With  24  Steel   Engravings  after 
Cattermjje. 

CHINA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive,  and    : 

Historical,  with  some  account  of  Ava  and 
the  Burmese,  Siam?  and  Anam.  Map,  and 
nearly  100  Illustrations. 

DRAIK'S  (G.  L.)  Pursuit   of  Know- 

ledge   under   Difficulties.      Illustrated   by    i 
Anecdotes  and  Memoirs.  Numerous  Wood 
cut  Portraits.     N.  S. 

DRUIKSHANK'S  Three  Courses  and   , 

a  Dessert ;  comprising  three  Sets  of  Tales,    ; 
West  Country,    Irish,  and   Legal  ;   and  a    ' 
Melange.     With  50  Illustrations  by  Cruik- 
shank.     N.  S. 

Punch  and  Judy.    The  Dialogue  of  > 

the  Puppft  Show  ;  an  Accountof  its  Origin,  J 

&c.  24  Illustrations  by  Cruikshank.   A^.  S.  ' 

With  Coloured  Plates.     7*.  6d. 

DIDRON'S   Chri"tian   Iconography; 

a   History  of  Christian  Art  in  the  Middle    \ 
Ages.     By  the  late  A.  N.  Didron.    Trans. 
by  E.  J.  Millington,  and  completed,  with    ' 
Additions  and   Appendices,  by  Margjaret 
Stokes.  2  vols.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Vol.  I.  The  History  of  the  Nimbus,  the 
Aureole,  and  the  Glory ;  Representations 
ef  the  Persons  of  the  Trinity. 

Vol.  II.  The  Trinity;  Angels;  Devils;  j 
The  Soul ;  The  Christian  Scheme.  Appen-  : 
dices. 


DANTE,  in  English  Verse,  by  I.  C.  Wright, 
M.A.  With  Introduction  and  Memoir. 
Portrait  and  34  Steel  Engravings  after 
Flaxman.  N.  S. 

DYER  (Dr.  T.  H.)  Pompeii :  its  Build 
ings  and  Antiquities.  An  Account  of  the 
City,  with  full  Description  of  the  Remains 
and  Recent  Excavations,  and  an  Itinerary 
for  Visitors.  By  T.  H.  Dyer,  LL.D. 
Nearly  300  Wood  Engravings,  Map,  and 
Plan.  7s.  6d.  N.S. 

Rome :    History    of   the    City,   with 

Introduction    on    recent   Excavations.     8 
Engravings,  Frontispiece,  and  2  Maps. 

OIL    BLAS.     The   Adventures   of. 

From  the  French  of  Lesage  by  Smollett. 
24  Engravings  after  Smirke,  and  10  Etch 
ings  by  Cruikshank.  612  pages.  6s. 

GRIMM'S  Gammer  Grethel;  or,  Ger 
man  Fairy  Tales  and  Popular  Stories, 
containing  42  Fairy  Tales.  By  Edgar 
Taylor.  Numerous  Woodcuts  after  Cruik 
shank  and  Ludwig  Grimm.  3.1.  kd. 

HOLBEIN'S    Dance    of   Death   and 

BiWe  Cuts.  Upwards  of  150  Subjects,  en 
graved  in  facsimile,  with  Introduction  and 
Descriptions  by  the  late  Francis  Douce 
and  Dr.  Dibdin.  -js.  fid. 

HOWITTS  (Mary)  Pictorial  Galen- 

dar  of  the  Seasons  ;  embodying  AIKIN'S 
CALENDAR  OF  NATURE.  Upwards  of  100 
Woodcuts. 

INDIA,  Pictorial,   Descriptive,   and 

Historical,  from  the  Earliest  Times.  100 
Engravings  on  Wood  and  Map. 

JESSE'S  Anecdotes  of  Dogs.  With 
40  Woodcuts  after  Harvey,  Bewick,  and 
others.  N.  S. 

With   34  additional   Steel    Engravings 

after  Cooper,  Landseer,  &c.   js .  6d.   X.  S. 

KING'S  (C.  W.)  Natural  History  of 
Gems  or  Decorative  Stones.  Illustra 
tions.  6s. 

Natural    History    of    Precioua 

Stones  and  Metals.     Illustrations.     6s. 

KITTO'S  Scripture  Lands.  Described 
in  a  series  of  Historical,  Geographical,  and 
Topographical  Sketches.  42  Alaps. 

With  the  Maps  coloured,  js.  6d. 

KRUMBIACHER'S  Parables.  40  lllus- 
trations. 

LINDSAY'S  (Lord)  Letters  on  Egypt, 

Edom,  and  the  Holy  Land.  36  Wood 
Engravings  and  2  Maps. 


ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY. 


LODGE'S     Portraits    of   Illustrious 

Personages  of  Great  Britain,  with  Bio 
graphical  and  Historical  Memoirs.  240 
Portraits  engraved  on  Steel;  with  the 
respective  Biographies  unabridged.  Com 
plete  in  8  vols. 

LONGFELLOW'S    Poetical    Works, 

including  his  Translations  and  Notes.  24 
full-page  Woodcuts  by  Birket  Foster  and 
others,  and  a  Portrait.  N.  S. 

-  Without  the  Illustrations,  y.kd.   N.  S. 

—  Prose  Works.     With  16  full-page 
Woodcuts  by  Birket  Foster  and  others. 

LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Entertaining  Na 
turalist.  Popular  Descriptions,  Tales,  and 
Anecdotes,  of  more  than  500  Animals. 
Numerous  Woodcuts.  A^.  S. 

MARRY  ATS  (Capt.,  R.N.)  Master- 
man  Ready  ;  or,  the  Wreck  of  the  Pacific. 
(Written  for  Young  People.)  With  93 
Woodcuts,  y.  dd.  N.  S. 

-  Mission  ;    or,  Scenes  in  Africa. 

(Written  for  Young  People.)  Illustrated 
by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel.  y.  (xt.  N.  S. 

—  Pirate  and  Three  Cutters.   (Writ 
ten  for  Young  People.)    With  a  Memoir. 
8  Steel  Engravings  after  Clarkson  Stan- 
field,  R.A.     3*.  6rf.     N.  S. 

-  Privateersman.    Adventures  by  Sea 
and    Land    One     Hundred     Years    Ago. 
(Written  for  Young  People.)     8  Steel  En 
gravings.     3$.  6d.     N.  S. 

-  Settlers  in  Canada.    (Written  for 
Young  People.)    10  Engravings  by  Gilbert 
and  Dalziel.     3s.  6d.    N.  S.    . 

-  Poor     Jack.      (Written     for     Young 
People.)    With  16  Illustrations  after  Clark-    i 
son  Stanfield,  R.A.     3*.  6d.     N.S. 

—  Midshipman   Easy.     With  8  full-    j 
page  Illustrations.     Small  post  8vo.  3.?.  6d.     I 
N.S. 

—  Peter  Simple.    With  8  full-page  Illus 
trations.     Small  post  8vo.  y.  b.i.     JV.S. 

MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Welling 
ton  and  the  British  Armies.  Frontispiece 
and  4  Portraits. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO  and  RAPHAEL, 

Their  Lives  and  Worfcs.  By  Duppa  and  | 
Quatremere  de  Quincy.  Portraits  and  ' 
Engravings,  including  the 


and  Cartoons. 


^.  S. 


he  Last  Judgment, 


MILLER'S    History    of    th§    Anglo- 

Saxons,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the 
Norman  Conquest.  Portrait  of  Alfred,  Map 
of  Saxon  Britain,  and  12  Steel  Engravings. 

MILTON'S  Poetical  Works,  with  a 
Memoir  and  Notes  by  J.  Montgomery,  an 
Index  to  Paradise  Lost,  Tadd's  Verbal 
Index  to  all  the  Poems,  and  Notes.  120 
Wood  Engravings.  2  vols.  A''.  6". 


MUDIE'S  History  of  British  Birds. 

Revised  by  W.  C.  L.<Martin.    52  Figures  of 

Birds  and  7  Plates  of  Eggs.     2  vols.     N.S. 

,    With  the  Plates  coloured,  7^.  6d.  per  vol. 

NAVAL   and   MILITARY   HEROES 

of  Great  Britain  ;  a  Record  of  British 
Valour  on  every  Day  in  the  year,  from 
William  the  Conqueror  to  the  Battle  of 
Inkermann.  By  Major  Johns,  R.M.,  and 
Lieut.  P.  H.  Nicolas,  R.M.  Indexes.  24 
Portraits  after  Holbein,  Reynolds,  &c.  65. 

NIC  GLINTS  History  of  the  Jesuits  : 

their  Origin,  Progress,  Doctrines,  and  De 
signs.  S  Portraits. 

PETRARCH'S    Sonnets,    Triumphs, 

and  other  Poems,  in  English  Verse.  With 
Life  by  Thomas  Campbell.  Portrait  and 
15  Steel  Engravings. 

PICKERING'S  History  of  the  Races 

of  Man,  and  their  Geographical  Distribu 
tion  ;  with  AN  ANALYTICAL  SYNOPSIS  OF 
THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  MAN.  By  Dr. 
Hall.  Map  of  the  World  and  12  Plates. 

With  the  Plates  coloured,  7*.  6d. 

PICTORIAL     HANDBOOK     OF 

Modern  Geography  on  a  Popular  Plan. 
Compiled  from  the  best  Authorities,  English 
and  Foreign,  by  H.  G.~"Bohn.  150  Wood 
cuts  and  51  Maps.  6s. 

With  the  Maps  coloured,  7.?.  6d. 

Without  the  Maps,  3*.  6d. 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works,  including 
Translations.  Edit.,  with  Notes,  by  R. 
Carruthers.  2  vols. 

Homer's    Iliad,    with    Introduction 

and   Notes  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
With  Flaxman's  Designs.     N.  S. 

Homer's  Odyssey,  with  the  BATTLE 

.OF  FROGS  AND  MICE,  Hymns,  &c.,  '-by 
other  translators,  including  Chapman.  In 
troduction  and  Notes  by  J.  S.  Wats«n, 
M.A.  With  Flaxman's  Designs.  A^.  S. 

Life,   including  many  of  his   Letters. 

By  R.  Carruthers.   Numerous  Illustrations. 

POTTERY    AND    PORCELAIN,    and 

other  objects  of  Vertu.  Comprising  an 
Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Bernal  Col 
lection,  with  the  prices  and  names  of  the 
Possessors.  Also  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an  Engraved 
List  of  all  Marks  and  Monograms.  By 
H.  G.  Bohn.  Numerous  Woodcuts. 

With  coloured  Illustrations,  toj.  6d. 

PROUT'S  (Father)  Reliques.  Edited 
by  Rev.  F.  Mahony.  Copyright  edition, 
with  the  Autftor's  last  corrections  and 
additions.  21  Etchings  by  D.  Maclise, 
R.A.  Nearly  600  pages.  5* .  N.  S. 


BOHWS  LIBRARIES. 


RECREATIONS  IN  SHOOTING.  With 
some  Account  of  the  Game  found  in  the 
British  Isles,  and  Directiopsfor  the  Manage 
ment  of  Dog  and  Gun.  By  '  Craven.'  62 
Woodcuts  and  9  Steel  Engravings  after 
A.  Cooper,  R.A. 

REDDING'S  History  and  Descrip 
tions  of  Wines,  Ancient  and  Modern.  20 
Woodcuts. 

RENNIE.  Insect  Architecture.  Re 
vised  by  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood,  M.A.  186 
Woodcuts.  N.  S. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  With  Memoir  of 
Defoe,  12  Steel  Engravings  and  74  Wood 
cuts  after  Stothard  and  Harvey. 

Without  the  Engravings,  if.  6d. 

ROME  IN  THE  NINETEENTH  CEN- 
tury.  An  Account  in  1817  of  the  Ruins  ;f 
the  Ancient  City,  and  Monuments  of  Modern 
Times.  By  C.  A.  Eaton.  34  Steel  En 
gravings.  2  vols. 

SHARPE  (S.)  The  History  of  Egypt, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  till  the  Conquest 
by  the  Arabs,  A.D.  640.  2  Maps  and  up 
wards  of  400  Woodcuts.  2  vols.  A^  S. 

SOUTHEY'S  Life  of  Nelson.  With 
Additional  Notes,  Facsimiles  of  Nelson's 
Writing,  Portraits,  Plans,  and  50  Engrav 
ings,  after  Birket  Foster,  &c.  N.  S. 

STARLING'S  (Miss)  Noble  Deeds  of 
Women;  or,  Examples  of  Female  Courage, 
Fortitude,  and  Virtue.  With  14  Steel  Por 
traits.  N.  S. 

STUART  and  REVETT'S  Antiquities 
of  Athens,  and  other  Monuments  of  Greece  ; 
with  Glossary  «f  Terms  used  in  Grecian 
Architecture.  71  Steel  Plates  and  numerous 
Woodcuts. 

SWEET'S  British  Warblers,  y.— See 
Bechstein. 

TALES  OF  THE  GENII;  or,  the 
Delightful  Lessons  of  Horam,  the  Son  of 
Asmar.  Trans,  by  Sir  C.  Morr«ll.  Numer 
ous  Woodcuts. 


TASSO'S    Jerusalem    Delivered.    ID 

English  Spenserian  Verse,  with  Life,  by 
J.  H.  Wiffen.  With  8  Engravings  and  24 
Woodcuts.  N.  S. 

WALKER'S  Manly  Exercises;  con 
taining  Skating,  Riding,  Driving,  Hunting, 
Shooting,  Sailing,  Rowing,  Swimming,  &c. 
44  Engravings  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

WALTON'S  Complete  Angler,  or  the 
Contemplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak 
Walton  and  Charles  Cotton.  With  Me 
moirs  and  Notes  by  E.  Jesse.  Also  an 
Account  of  Fishing  Stations,  Tackle,  &c., 
by  H.  G.  Bohn.  Portrait  and  203  Wood 
cuts.  N.  S. 

With  26  additional  Engravings  on  Steel, 

7* .  6d. 

Lives  of  Donne,Wottonj  Hooker, 

&c.,  with  Notes.  A  New  Edition,  re 
vised  by  A.  H.  Bullen,  with  a  Memoir 
of  Izaak  Walton  by  WilHam  Dowling.  6 
Portraits,  6  Autograph  Signatures,  &c. 
N.  S. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  From  the 
Materials  of  Maxwell.  18  Steel  En 
gravings. 

Victories  of.— See  Maxwell. 

WESTROPP  (H.  M.)   A  Handbook  of 

Archaeology,  Egyptian,  Greek,  Etruscan, 
Roman.  By  H.  M.  Westropp.  Numerous 
Illustrations.  7.1.  6d.  N.  S. 

WHITE'S   Natural    History  of  Sel- 

borne,  with  Observations  on  various  Parts 
of  Nature,  and  the  Naturalists'  Calendar. 
Sir  W_.  Jardine.  Edit.,  with  Notes  and 
Memoir,  by  E.  Jesse.  40  Portraits.  N.  S. 

With  the  Plates  coloured,  7*.  6d.  N.  S. 

YOUNG    LADY'S    BOOK,    The.     A 

Manual  of  Recreations,  Arts,  Sciences,  and 
Accomplishments.  1200  Woodcut  Illustra 
tions,  js.  dd. 

cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  9*. 


CLASSICAL   LIBRARY. 

TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THE  GREEK  AND  LATIN. 
101  Vols.  at  5^.  each,  excepting  those  marked  othei~wise.     (24!.  15^.  6a.  per  set.) 

JESCHYLUS,    The    Dramas    of.     In 

English  Verse  by  Anna   Swanwick.     4th 
edition.     jV.  S. 

The  Tragedies  of.    In  Prose,  with 

Notes  and  Introduction,  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.     Portrait.     3$.  (td. 

AMMIANUS  MARCELLINUS.  His 
tory  of  Rome  during  the  Reigns  of  Con- 
stantius,  Julian,  Jovianus,Valentinian,  and 
Valens,  by  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A.  Double 
volume,  js.  f>d. 


APULEIUS,  The  Works  of.  Com 
prising  the  Golden  Ass,  God  of  Socrates. 
Florida,  and  Discourse  of  Magic.  With 
a  Metrical  Version  of  Cupid  and  Psyche, 
and  Mrs.  Tighe's  Psyche.  Frontis 
piece. 


CLASSICAL  LIBRARY. 


ARISTOPHANES'  Comedies.    Trans  , 

with  Notes  and  Extracts  from  Frere's  and 
other  Metrical  Versions,  by  W.  I.  Hickie. 
Portrait.  2  vols. 

ARISTOTLE'S  Nicomachean  Ethics. 

Trans.,  with  Notes,  Analytical  Introduc 
tion,  and  Questions  for  Students,  by  Ven. 
Archdn.  Browne. 

•  —  Politics  and  Economics.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  Analyses,  and  Index,  by  E.' 
Walford,  M.A.,  and  an  Essay  and  Life  by 
Dr.  Gillies. 

Metaphysics.     Trans.,  with  Notes, 

Analysis,  and  Examination  Questions,  by 
Rev.  John  H.  M'Mahon,  M.A. 

History  of  Animals.  In  Ten  Books. 

Trans.,    with    Notes  and    Index,   by    R. 
Cresswell,  M.A. 

Or ganon ;  or,  Logical  Treatises,  and 

the  Introduction  of  Porphyry.    With  Notes, 
Analysis,   and    Introduction,  by   Rev.  O. 
F.  Owen,  M.A.     2  vols.     y.  (>d.  each. 

Rhetoric  and  Poetics.  Trans.,  with 

Hobbes'  Analysis,  Exam.  Questions,  and 
Notes,  by  T.  Buckley,  B.A.  Portrait. 

ATHENJEUS.     The   Deipnosophists ; 

or,  the  Banquet  of  the  Learned.  By  C.  D. 
Yonge,  B.A.  With  an  Appendix  of  Poeti 
cal  Fragments.  3  vols. 

ATLAS   of  Classical  Geography.    22 

large  Coloured  Maps.  With  a  complete 
Index.  Imp.  8vo.  ^s.  dd. 

BION.— See  Theocritus. 

CJESAR.      Commentaries    on    the 

Gallic  and  Civil  Wars,  with  the  Supple 
mentary  Books  attributed  to  Hirtius,  in 
cluding  the  complete  Alexandrian,  African, 
and  Spanish  Wars.  Trans,  with  Notes. 
Portrait. 

CATULLUS,  Tibullus,  and  the  Vigil 

of  Venus.  Trans,  with  Notes  and  Bio 
graphical  Introduction.  To  which  are 
added,  Metrical  Versions  by  Lamb, 
Grainger,  and  others.  Frontispiece. 

CICERO'S  Orations.  Trans,  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  B.A.  4  vols. 

—  On  Oratory  and  Orators.  With 
Letters  to  Quintus  and  Brutus.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

On  the  Nature  of  the  Gods,  Divi 
nation,  Fate,  Laws,  a  Republic,  Consul 
ship.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  D.  Yonge, 
B.A. 

Academics,  De  Finibus,  and  Tuscu- 

lan  Questions.  By  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A. 
With  Sketch  of  the  Greek  Philosophers 
mentioned  by  Cicero. 


CICERO'S  . 

-—  pfflces :  or,  Moral  Duties.  Cato 
Major,  an  Essay  on  Old  Age  ;  L<elius,  an 
Essay  on  Friendship;  Scipio's  Dream; 
Paradoxes ;  Letter  to  Quintus  on  Magis 
trates.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  R  Ed 
monds.  Portrait.  v.  (d. 

DEMOSTHENES'    Orations.     Trans., 

with  Notes,  Arguments,  a  Chronological 
Abstract,  and  Appendices,  by  C.  Rann 
Kennedy.  5  vols. 

DICTIONARY  of  LATIN  and  GREEK 

Quotations  ;  including  Proverbs,  Maxims 
Mottoes,  Law  Terms  and  Phrases.  With 
the  Quantities  marked,  and  English  Trans 
lations. 

With  Index  Verborum  (622  pages).     6s. 

— —  Index  Verborum  to  the  above,  with  the 

Quantities  and  Accents  marked  (36  pages), 

hmp  cloth,     is. 

DIOGENES   LAERTIUS.    Lives  and 

Opinions  of  the  Ancient  Philosophers 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A. 

EPICTETUS.      The    Discourses    of. 

With  the  Encheiridion  and  Fragments. 
With  Notes,  Life,  and  View  of  his  Philo 
sophy,  by  George  Long,  M.A.  N.  S. 

EURIPIDES.  Trans.,  with  Notes  and  In 
troduction,  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Por 
trait.  2  vols. 

GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  In  English 
Prose  by  G.  Burges,  M.A.  With  Metrical 
Versions  by  Bland,  Merivale,  Lord  Den- 
man,  &c. 

GREEK  ROMANCES  of  Heliodorus, 

Longus,  and  Achilles  Tatius ;  viz.,  The 
Adventures  of  Theagenes  and  Chariclea ; 
Amours  of  Daphnis  and  Chloe  ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  Leucippe.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  Rev  R.  Smith,  M.A. 

HERODOTUS.  Literally  trans,  by  Rev. 
Henry  Gary,  M.A.  Portrait. 

HESIOD,    CALLIMACHUS,    and 

Theognis.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Biographical  Notices  by  Rev.  J.  Banks, 
M.A.  Together  with  the  Metrical  Ver 
sions  of  Hesiod,  by  Elton  ;  Callimachus, 
by  Tytler  ;  and  Theognis,  by  Frere. 

HOMER'S  Iliad.  In  English  Prose,  with 
Notes  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Portrait. 

Odyssey,     Hymns,      Epigrams,     and 

Battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice.  In  English 
Prose,  with  Notes  and  Memoir  by  T.  A. 
Buckley,  B.A. 

HORACE.  In  Prose  by  Smart,  with  Notes 
selected  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Por 
trait,  v-  6d. 

JULIAN  THE  EMPEROR.  By  the 
Rev.  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 
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rUSTIN,   CORNELIUS  NEPOS,  and 

Butropius.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

rUVENAL,     PERSITTS,     SULPICIA, 

and  Lucilius.  In  Prose,  with  Notes, 
Chronological  Tables,  Arguments,  by  L. 
Evans,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the  Me 
trical  Version  of  Juvenal  and  Persius  by 
Gifford.  Frontispiece. 

LIVT.  The  History  of  Rome.  Trans, 
by  Dr.  Spillan  and  others.  4  vols.  Por 
trait. 

jUCAN'S  Pharsalia.  In  Prose,  with 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley. 

LUCIAN'S  Dialogues  of  the  Gods, 
of  the  Sea  Gods,  and  of  tke  Dead.  Trans, 
by  Howard  Williams,  M.A. 

[lUCRETIUS.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Biographical  Introduction  by  Rev.  J.  S. 
Watson,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the 
Metrical  Version  by  J.  M.  Good. 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete.  In 
Prose,  with  Verse  Translations  selected 
from  English  Poets,  and  other  sources. 
Dble.  vol.  (670  pages),  ^s.  6d. 

VIOSCHUS.— See  Theocritus. 

JVID'S  Works,  complete.  In  Prose, 
with  Notes  and  Introduction.  3  vols. 

PAUSANIAS'  Description  of  Greece. 

Translated  into  English,  with  Notes  and 
Index.  By  Arthur  Richa^l  Shilleto,  M.  A., 
sometime  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cam 
bridge.  2  vols. 

PHALARIS.  Bentley's  Dissertations 
upon  the  Epistles  of  Phalaris,  Themisto- 
cles,  Socrates,  Euripides,  and  the  Fables 
of  JEsop.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Prof.  W.  Wagner,  Ph.D. 

PINDAR.  In  Prose,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  Dawspn  W.  Turner.  To 
gether  with  the  Metrical  Version  by  Abra 
ham  Moore.  Portrait. 

PLATO'S  "Works.  Trans.,  with  Intro 
duction  and  Notes.  6  vols. 

Dialogues.  A  Summary  and  Analysis 

of.  With  Analytical  Index  to  the  Greek 
text  of  modern  editions  and  to  the  above 
translations,  by  A.  Day,  LL.D. 

JLAUTUS'S  Comedies.  In  Prose,  with 
Notes  and  Index  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A. 

2  VOls. 

PLINY'S  Natural  History.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  by  J.  Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S., 
and  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  6  vols. 

PLINY.     The    Letters   of  Pliny  the 

Younger.  Melmoth's  TranslatiZ>n,  revised, 
with  Notes  and  short  Life,  by  Rev.  F.  C. 
T.  Bosanquef,  M.A. 


PLUTARCH'S  Morals.  Theosophical 
Essays.  Trans,  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A.  N.S. 

Ethical  Essays.     Trans,    by  A.  R. 

Shilleto,  M.A.     N.S. 

Lives.    See  page  7. 

PROPERTTUS,  The  Elegies  of.  With 
Notes.  Literally  translatedby  the  Rev.  P. 
J.  F.  Gantillon,  M.A.,  wifn  metrical  ver 
sions  of  Select  Elegies  by  Nott  and  Elton. 
3-r.  &* 

QUINTILIAN'S  Institutes  of  Oratory. 

Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Biographical 
Notice,  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

2  VOls. 

SALLUST,  FLORUS,  and  VELLEIUS 

Paterculus.  Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Bio 
graphical  Notices,  by  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

SENECA  DE  BENEFICHS.  Newly 
translated  by  Aubrey  Stewart,  M.A. 
3S.  M.  N.  S. 

SENECA'S  Minor  "Works.  Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A.  [/»  the  press. 

SOPHOCLES.    The  Tragedies  of.    In 

Prose,  with  Notes,  Arguments,  and  Intro 
duction.  Portrait. 

STRABO'S  Geography.  Trans.,  witk 
Notes,  by  W.  Falconer,  M.A.,  and  H.  C. 
Hamilton.  Copious  Index,  giving  Ancient 
and  Modern  Names.  3  vols. 

SUETONIUS'  Lives  of  the  Twelve 
Caesars  and  Lives  of  the  Grammarians. 
The  Translation  of  Thomson,  revised,  witk 
Notes,  by  T.  Forester. 

TACITUS.     The  Works  of.     Trans., 

with  Notes.     2  vols. 

TERENCE  and  PHJEDRUS.  In  Eng 
lish  Prose,  with  Notes  and  Arguments,  by 
H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  To  which  is  added 
Smart's  Metrical  Version  of  Phaedrus. 
With  Frontispiece. 

THEOCRITUS,     BION,     MOSCHUS, 

and  Tyrtseus.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Arguments,  by  Rev.  J.  Banks,  M.A.  To 
which  are  appended  the  METRICAL  VEK- 
SIONS  of  Chapman.  Portrait  of  Theocritus. 

THUCYDIDES.  The  Peloponnesian 
War.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  H. 
Dale.  Portrait.  2  vols.  3*.  dd.  each. 

TYRT.SUS.—  See  Theocritus. 

VIRGIL.  The  Works  of.  In  Prose, 
with  Notes  by  Davidson.  Revised,  with 
additional  Notes  and  Biographical  Notice, 
by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Portrait,  y.  fai. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.,  and  others. 
Portrait.  In  3  vols. 


COLLEGIATE  SERIES  AND  SCIENTIFIC  LIBRARY. 


COLLEGIATE     SERIES. 

10  Vols.  at  5*.  each.     (2!.  ios.  per  set.) 


DANTE.  The  Inferno.  Prose  Trans., 
with  the  Text  of  the  Original  on  the  same 
page,  and  Explanatory  Notes,  by  John 
A.  Carlyle,  M.D.  Portrait.  N.  S. 

— -  The  Purgatorio.  Prose  Trans.,  with 
the  Original  on  the  same  page,  and  Ex 
planatory  Notes,  by  W.  S.  Dugdale.  N.  S. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  in  Greek. 
Grfesbach's  Text,  with  the  Readings  of 
Mill  and  Scholz  at  the  foot  of  the  page,  and 
Parallel  Redrences  in  the  margin.  Also  a 
Critical  Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  Two  Fac-similes  of  Greek  Manu 
scripts.  650  pages,  y.  (xi. 

or  bound  up  with  a  Greek  and  English 

Lexicon  to  the  New  Testament  (250  pages 
additional,  making  in  all  goo).     y>. 

_The   Lexicon    may  be  had  separately, 
price  2s. 

DOBREE'S  Adversaria.  (Notes  on  the 
Greek  and  Latin  Classics.)  Edited  by  the 
late  Prof.  Wagner.  2  vois. 


DONALDSON  (Dr.)    The  Theatre  o 

the  Greeks.  With  Supplementary  Treatis 
on  the  Language,  Metres,  and  Prosody  o 
the  Greek  Dramatists.  Numerous  Illus 
trations  and  3  Plans.  By  J.  W.  Donald 
son,  D.D.  N.  S. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  Mytholog3 

of  Ancient  Greece  and  Italy.  Revised*  3 
Leonhard  Schmitz,  Ph.D.,  LL.D  i- 
Plates.  N.  S. 

HERODOTUS,   Notes   on.     Original 

and  Selected  from  the  best  Commentators. 
By  D.  W.  Turner,  M.A.  Coloured  Map. 

Analysis  and  Summary  of,  witr. 

a  Synchronistical  Table  of  Events— Tables 
of  Weights,  Measures,  Money,  and  Dis 
tances —  an  Outline  of  the  History  and 
Geography — and  the  Dates  completed  from 
Gaisford,  Baehr,  &c.  By  J.  T.  Wheeler. 

THUCYDIDES.     An    Analysis    and 

Summary  of.  With  Chronological  Table 
of  Events,  &c.,  by  J.  T.  Wheeler. 


SCIENTIFIC   LIBRARY. 

58  Vols.  at  5^.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (\$l.  y.  per  set.) 


AGASSIZ    and   GOULD.    Outline  of 

Comparative  Physiology  touching  the 
Structure  and  Development  of  the  Races 
of  Animals  livftig  and  extinct.  For  Schools 
and  Colleges.  Enlarged  by  Dr.  Wright. 
With  Index  and  300  Illustrative  Woodcuts. 

BOLLEY'S    Manual    of   Technical 

Analysis ;  a  Guide  for  the  Testing  and 
Valuation  of  the  various  Natural  and 
Artificial  Substances  employed  in  the  Arts 
and  Domestic  Economy,  founded  on  the 
work  of  Dr.  Bolley.  Edit,  by  Dr.  Paul, 
loo  Woodcuts. 

BRIDGEWATER  TREATISES. 

—^  Bell  (Sir  Charles)  on  the  Hand ; 
its  Mechanism  and  Vital  Endowments,  as 
evincing  Design.  Preceded  by  an  Account 
of  the  Author's  Discoveries  in  the  Nervous 
System  by  A.  Shaw.  Numerous  Woodcuts. 

Kirby  on   the  History,  Habits, 

and  Instincts  of  Animals.  With  Notes  by 
T.  Rymer  Jonesv  100  Woodcuts.  2  vols. 

Whewell's    Astronomy    and 

General  Physics,  considered  with  reference 
to  Natural  Theology.  Portrait  of  the  Earl 
of  Bridgewater.  3.1.  6d. 


BRIDGEWATER    TREATISES.— 

Continued. 

Chalmers  on  the  Adaptation  of 

External  Nature  to  the  Mor^J  and  Intel 
lectual  Constitution  of  Man.  With  Memoir 
by  Rev.  Dr.  Gumming.  Portrait. 

Prout's  Treatise  on  Chemistry, 

Meteorology,  and  the  Function  of  Diges 
tion,  with  reference  to  Natural  Theology. 
Edit,  by  Dr.  J.  W.  Griffith.  2  Maps.  ' 

Buckland's  Geology  and  Miner 
alogy.      With  Additions  by  Prof.  Owen, 
Prof.  Phillips,  and  R.  Brown.     Memoir  of 
Buckland.    Portrait.    2  vols.    15$.    Vol.  1. 
Text.    Vol.  II.  90  large  plates  with  letter 
press. 

Rpget's  Animal   and  Vegetable 

Physiology.  463  Woodcuts.  2  vols.  6s. 
each. 

Kidd  on  the  Adaptation  of  Ex 
ternal  Nature  to  the  Physical  Condition  of 
Man.     3J.  (id. 

CARPENTER'S  (Dr.  W.  B.)  Zoology. 
A  Systematic  View  of  the  Structure,  Ha 
bits,  Instincts,  and  Uses  of  the  principal 
Families  of  the  Animal  Kingdom,  and  of 
the  chief  Forms  of  Fossil  Remains.  Re 
vised  by  W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  Numerous 
Woodcuts.  2  vols.  6s.  each. 
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CARPENTER'S  Works.— Continued. 

—  Mechanical  Philosophy,  Astro 
nomy,  and  Horology.     A  Popular  Expo 
sition.     181  Woodcuts. 

—  Vegetable  Physiology  and  Sys 
tematic  Botany.    A  complete  Introduction 
to  the  Knowledge  of  Plants.     Revised  by 
E.     Lankester,    M.D.,     &c.       Numerous 
Woodcuts.     6s. 

—  Animal  Physiology.    Revised  Edi 
tion.    300  Woodcuts.    6s. 

3HESS  CONGRESS  of  1862.  A  col 
lection  of  the  games  played.  Edited  by 
J.  Lowenthal.  New  edition,  5$. 

3HEVREUL  on  Colour.  Containing 
the  Principles  of  Harmony  and  Contrast 
of  Colours,  and  their  Application  to  _the 
Arts  ;  including  Painting,  Decoration, 
Tapestries,  Carpets,  Mosaics,  Glazing, 
Staining,  Calico  Printing,  Letterpress 
Printing,  Map  Colouring,  Dress,  Land 
scape  and  Flower  Gardening,  &c.  Trans, 
by  C.  Martel.  Several  Plates. 

With  an  additional  series  of  16  Plates 

in  Colours,  7*.  6d. 

ENNEMOSER'S  History  of  Magic. 
Trans,  by  W.  Howitt.  With  an  Appendix 
of  the  most  remarkable  and  best  authenti 
cated  Stories  of  Apparitions,  Dreams, 
Second  Sight,  Table-Turning,  and  Spirit- 
Rapping,  &c.  2  vols. 

HIND'S  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 

With  Vocabulary  of  the  Terms  in  present, 
use.  Numerous  Woodcuts,  y.  ftd.  N.S. 

HOGG'S  (Jabez)  Elements  of  Experi 
mental  and  Natural  Philosophy.  Being 
va  Easy  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
Mechanics,  Pneumatics,  Hydrostatics, 
Hydraulics,  Acoustics,  Optics,  Caloric, 
Electricity,  Voltaism,  and  Magnetism. 
400  Woodcuts. 

HUMBOLDT'S  Cosmos;   or,  Sketch 

of  a  Physical  Description  of  the  Universe. 
Trans,  by  E.  C.  Otte,  B.  H.  Paul,  and 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  Portrait.  5  vols. 
y.  6d.  each,  excepting  vol.  v.,  5*. 

Personal  Narrative  of  his  Travels 

in  America  during  the  years  1799-1804. 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  T.  Ross.  3  vols. 

Views  of  Nature ;  or,  Contem 
plations  of  the  Sublime  Phenomena  of 
Creation,  with  Scientific  Illustrations. 
Trans,  by  E.  C.  Otte. 

HUNT'S  (Robert)  Poetry  of  Science  : 

or,  Studies  of  the  Physical  Phenomena  of 
Nature.  By  Robert  Hunt,  Professor  at 
the  School  of  Mines. 

JOYCE'S     Scientific     Dialogues.     A 

Familiar  Introduction  to  the  Arts  and 
Sciences.  For  Schools  and  Young  People. 
Numerous  Woodcuts. 


JOYCE'S  Introduction  to  the  Arts 

and  Sciences,  for  Schools  and  Young 
People.  Divided  into  Lessons  with  Ex 
amination  Questions.  Woodcuts.  3*.  dd. 

JUKES-BROWNE'S  Student's  Hand 
book  of  Physical  Geology.  By  A.  J. 
Jukes-Browne,  of  the  Geological  Survey  of 
England.  With  numerous  Diagrams  and 
Illustrations,  6s.  JS.S, 

The   Student's     Handbook    of 

Historical   Geology.      By  A.    J.    Jukes- 
Brown,    B.A.,    F.G.S.,   of  the  Geological 
Survey  of  England    and    Wales.      With 
numerous  Diagrams  and  Illustrations.     6s. 

fr.s. 

The    Building    of    the    British 

Islands.     A  Study  In  Geographical  Evolu 
tion.     By  A.    J.    Jukes-Browne,    F.G.S. 

KNIGHTS  (Charles)  Knowledge  Is 

Power.  A  Popular  Manual  of  Political 
Economy. 

LECTURES  ON  PAINTING  by  the 
Royal  Academicians,  Barry,  Opie.  Fuseli. 
With  Introductory  Essay  and  Notes  by 
R.  Wornum.  Portrait  of  Fuseli. 

LILLY.  Introduction  to  Astrology. 
With  a  Grammar  of  Astrology  and  Tables 
for  calculating  Nativities,  by  Zadkiel. 

MANTELL'S  (Dr.)  Geological  Ex 
cursions  through  the  Isle  of  Wight  and 
along  the  Dorset  Coast.  Numerous  Wood 
cuts  and  Geological  Map. 

— —  Petrifactions  and  their  Teach 
ings.  Handbook  to  the  Organic  Remains 
in  the  British  Museum.  Numerous  Wood 
cuts.  6s. 

Wonders  of  Geology;  or,  a 

Familiar  Exposition  of  Geological  Pheno 
mena.  A  coloured  Geological  Map  of 
England,  Plates,  and  200  Woodcuts.  2 
vols.  -JS.  (xi.  each. 

MORPHY'S  Games  of  Chess,  being 
the  Matches  and  best  Games  played  by  the 
American  Champion,  with  explanatory  and 
analytical  Notes  by  J.  Lowenthal.  With 
short  Memoir  and  Portrait  of  Morphy. 

SCHOUW'S  Earth,  Plants,  and  Man. 
Popular  Pictures  of  Nature.  And  Ko- 
bell's  Sketches  from  the  Mineral  Kingdom. 
Trans,  by  A.  Henfrey,  F.R.S.  Coloured 
Map  of  the  Geography  of  Plants. 

SMITH'S  (Pye)  Geology  and  Scrip 
ture  ;  or,  the  Relation  between  the  Scriptures 
and  Geological  Science.  With  Memoir. 

STANLEY'S  Classified  Synopsis  of 
the  Principal  Painters  of  the  Dutch  and 
Flemish  Schools,  including  an  Account  of 
some  of  the  early  German  Masters.  By 
George  Stanley. 

STAUNTON'S  Chess-Player's  Hand 
book.  A  Popular  and  Scientific  Intro 
duction  to  the  Game,  with  numerous  Dia- 
"rams  and  Coloured  Frontispiece.  N.S. 


REFERENCE  LIBRARY. 


STAUNTON.— Continued. 

Chess  Praxis.    A  Supplement  to  the 

Chess-player's  Handbook.     Containing  the 
most  important  modern   Improvements  in 
the  Openings ;  Code  of  Chess  Laws  ;  and 
a  Selection  of  Morphy's  Games.  Annotated. 
636  pages.     Diagrams.     6s. 

Chess-Player's  Companion- 
Comprising  a  Treatise  on  Odds,  Collection 
of  Match  Games,  including  the  French 
Match  with  M.  St.  Amant,  and  a  Selection 
of  Original  Problems.  Diagrams  and  Co 
loured  Frontispiece. 

Chess    Tournament    of    1851. 

A  Collection  of  Games  played  at  this  cele 
brated    assemblage.      With    Introduction 
and  Notes.    Numerous  Diagrams. 


STOCKHARDT'S      Experimental 

Chemistry.  A  Handbook  for  the  Study 
of  the  Science  by  simple  Experiments. 
Edit,  by  C.  W.  Heaton,  F.C.S.  Nu 
merous  Woodcuts.  N.  S. 

URE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Cotton  Manufacture 
of  Great  Britain,  systematically  investi 
gated  ;  with  an  Introductory  View  of  its 
Comparative  State  in  Foreign  Countries. 
Revised  by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  150  Illus 
trations.  2  vols. 

Philosophy    of   Manufactures, 

or  an  Exposition  of  the  Scientific,  Moral, 
and  Commercial  Economy  of  the  Factory 
System  of  Great  Britain.  Revised  by 
P.  L.  Simmonds.  Numerous  Figures. 
800  pages.  TS.  fid. 


ECONOMICS  AND   FINANCE. 

QILBART'S  History,  Principles,  and  Practice  of  Banking.    Revised  to  18 
A.  S.  Michie,  of  the  Royal  Bank  of  Scotland.    Portrait  of  Gilbart.     2  vols.     los.    ^ 


.  .S1. 


REFERENCE   LIBRARY. 

28  Volumes  at  Various  Prices.    (S!.  los.per  set.) 


BLAIR'S     Chronological     Tables. 

Comprehending  the  Chronology  and  His 
tory  of  the  World,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
to  the  Russian  Treaty  of  Peace,  April  1856. 
By  J.  W.  Rosse.  800  pages.  10*. 

Index    of   Dates.      Comprehending 

the  principal  Facts  in  the  Chronology  and 
History  of  the  World,  from  the  Earliest  to 
the  Present,  alphabetically  arranged ;  being 
a  complete  Index  to  the  foregoing.  By 
J.  W.  Rosse.  2  vols.  $s.  each. 
BOHN'S  Dictionary  of  Quotations 
from  the  English  Poets.  4th  and  cheaper 
Edition.  6s. 

BUCHANAN'S  Dictionary  of  Science 
and  Technical  Terms  used  in  Philosophy, 
Literature,  Professions.  Commerce,  Arts, 
and  Trades.  By  W.  H.  Buchanan,  with 
Supplement.  Edited  by  Jas.  A.  Smith.  6s. 

CHRONICLES  OF  THE  TOMBS.     A 

Select  Collection  of  Epitaphs,  with  Essay 
on  Epitaphs  and  Observations  on  Sepul 
chral  Antiquities.  By  T.  J.  Pettigrew, 
F.R.S.,  F.S.A.  5*- 

CLARK'S  (Hugh)  Introduction  to 
Heraldry.  Revised  by  J.  R.  Planche.  51. 
950  Illustrations. 

Wit  A  tht  Illustrations  coloured,  15*. 

N.  S. 


COINS,  Manual  of.— See  Humphreys. 
DATES,  Index  of.— See  Blair. 

DICTIONARY  of  Obsolete  and  Pro 

vincial  English.  Containing  Words  fron 
English  Writers  previous  to  the  igtl 
Century.  By  Thomas  Wright,  M.A. 
F.S.A.,  &c.  2  vols.  $s.  each. 

EPIGRAMMATISTS  (The).    A  Selec 

tion  from  the  Epigrammatic  Literature  c 
Ancient,  Mediaeval,  and  Modern  Times 
With  Introduction,  Notes,  Observations 
Illustrations,  an  Appendix  on  Works  coi 
nected  with  Epigrammatic  Literatun 
by  Rev.  H.  Dodd,  M.A.  6s.  N.  S. 

GAMES,  Handbook  of.  Comprisin 
Treatises  on  above  40  Games  of  Ghana 
Skill,  and  Manual  Dexterity,  includin 
Whist,  Billiards,  &c.  Edit,  by  Henry  C 
Bohn.  Numerous  Diagrams.  $s.  Jv.  .! 

HENFREY'S  Guide  to  Englis 
Coins.  Revised  Edition,  by  C.  F.  Kear 
M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  an  Historical  Intn 
duction.  6s.  N.  S. 

HUMPHREYS'     Coin    Collector 

Manual.  An  Historical  Account  ^of  tl 
Progress  of  Coinage  from  the  Earlie 
Time,  by  H.  N.  Humphreys.  140  Illv 
trations.  2  vols.  5.5.  each.  N.  S. 


LIBRARIES. 


LOWNDES'  Bibliographer's  Manual 
of  English  Literature.  Containing  an  Ac- 
couiit  of  Rare  and  Curious  Books  pub- 
fished  in  or  relating  to  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  from  the  Invention  of  Printing, 
with  Biographical  Notices  and  Prices, 
by  W.  T.  Lowndes.  Parts  I  .-X.  (A  to  «), 
y.  (>d.  each.  Part  XI.  (Appendix  Vol.), 
$s.  Or  the  ii  parts  in  4  vols.,  half 
morocco,  il.  is. 

MEDICINE,  Ha-ndbook  of  Domestic, 

Popularly  Arranged.  By  Dr.  H.  Davies. 
700  pages.  5*. 

UOTED      NAMES      OF      FICTION. 

Dictionary  of.  Including  also  Familiar 
Pseudonyms,  Surnames  bestowed  on  Emi 
nent  STe'n,  &c.  By  W.  A.  Wheeler,  M.A. 
SS.  N.S. 


POLITICAL     CYCLOPJEDIA.       A 

Dictionary  of  Political,  Constitutional, 
Statistical,  and  Forensic  Knowledge: 
forming  a  Work  of  Reference  on  subjects 
of  Civil  Administration,  Political  Economy, 
Finance,  Commerce,  Laws,  and  Social 
Relations.  4  vols.  y.  6d.  each. 

PROVERBS,  Handbook  of.  Con 
taining  an  entire  Republication  of  Ray's 
Collection,  with  Additions  from  Foreign 
Languages  and  Sayings,  Sentences, 
Maxims,  and  Phrases.  $s. 

A  Polyglot  of  Foreign.  Com 
prising  French,  Italian,  German,  Dutch, 
Spanish,  Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
English  Translations.  $s. 

SYNONYMS  and    ANTONYMS;   or, 

Kindred  Words  and  their  Opposites,  Col 
lected  and  Contrasted  ty  Yen.  C.  I. 
Smith,  M.A.  5*.  N.  S. 

WRIGHT  (Th.)—  See  Dictionary. 


NOVELISTS'    LIBRARY. 

12  Volumes  at  $s.  6d.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise,  (zl.  5*.  per  set.) 
JURNEY'S     Evelina ;     or,    a    Young        FIELDING. — Continued. 


Ladyfc  Entrance  into  the  World.  By  F. 
Burn«y  (Mme.  D'ArblayV  With  Intro 
duction  and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis,  Author 
•f '  Sylvestra,'  &c.  N.  S. 

—  Cecilia.  With  Introduction  and 
Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis.  2  vols.  A^.  S. 

)E  STAEL.  Corinne  or  Italy. 
By  Madame  de  Stael.  Translated  by 
Emily  Baldwin  and  Paulina  Driver. 

IBERS'  Egyptian  Princess.  Trans, 
by  Emma  Buchheim.  N.  S. 

TELDING'S  Joseph  Andrews  and 
his  Friend  Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  With 
Roscoe's  Biography.  Cruikshank's  Illus 
trations.  N.  S. 


Amelia.     Roscoe's  Edition,  revised. 

Cruikshank's  Illustrations.     5*.     N.  S. 

— -  History  of  Tom  Jones,  a  Found 
ling.  Roscoe's  Edition.  Cruikshank's 
Illustrations.  2  vols.  ff.  S. 

GROSSI'S  Marco  Visconti.  Trans, 
by  A.  F.  D.  N.  S. 

MANZONI.  The  Betrothed :  being 
a  Translation  of  '  I  Promessi  Sposi. 
Numerous  Woodcuts,  i  vol.  (732  pages). 
Ss.  N.  S. 

STOWE  (Mrs.  H.  B.)     Uncle  Tom's 

Cabin  ;  or,  Lift  among  the  Lowly.     8  full- 
page  Illustrations.    N.  S. 


ARTISTS'    LIBRARY. 

8  Volumes  at  Various  Prices.     (2,1.  y.  6d.  per  set.) 


(ELL  (Sir  Charles).  The  Anatomy 
and  Philosophy  of  Expression,  as  Con 
nected  with  the  Fine  Arts.  $s.  JV.  S. 

)EMMIN.  History  of  Arms  and 
Armour  from  the  Earliest  Period.  By 
Auguste  Demmin.  Trans,  by  C.  C. 
Black,  M.A.,  Assistant  Keeper,  S.  K. 
Museum.  lyoo  Illustrations,  is-ftd.  N.S. 

'AIRHOLT'S  Costume  in  England. 

Third  Edition.     Enlarged  and  Revised  by 
the   Hon.    H.   A.   Dillon,   F.S.A.      With 
more  than  700   Engravings.      2   vols.   5^. 
each.     N.  S. 
Vol.  I.  History.    Vol.    I.  Glossary. 


FLAXMAN.    Lectures  on  Sculpture. 

With  Three  Addresses  to  the  R.A.  by  Sii 
R.  Westmacott,  R.A.,  'and  Memoir  o 
Flaxman.  Portrait  and  53  Platfis.  6s.  N.S. 

HEATON'S  Concise  History  of 
Painting.  New  Edition,  revised  by 
W.  Cosmo  Monkhouse.  5.?.  A.-S". 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI'S  Treatise 
on  Painting.  Trans,  by  J.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A. 
With  a  Lile  and  an  Account  of  his  Works 
by  J.W.  Brown.  Numerous  Plates.  5*.  A^..?. 

PLANCHE'S  History  of  British 
Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time  to  the 
igth  Century.  ByJ.  R.  Planche.  400 
Illustrations,  u.  N.  S. 
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BOHN'S   CHEAP   SERIES. 

PRICE  ONE  SHILLING  EACH. 


A  Series  of  Complete  Stories  or  Essays,  mostly  reprinted  from  Vols. 

in  Bohris  Libraries,  and  neatly  bound  in  stiff  paper  cover, 

with  cut  edges,  suitable  for  Railway  Reading. 

ASCHAM  (ROGER).— 

SCHOLEMASTER.    By  PROFESSOR  MAYOR. 

CARPENTER  (DR.   W.  B.).— 

PHYSIOLOGY     OF     TEMPERANCE    AND     TOTAL    AB 
STINENCE. 

EMERSON.— 

ENGLAND  AND  ENGLISH  CHARACTERISTICS.   Lectures 
on  the  Race,  Ability,  Manners,  Truth,  Character,  Wealth,  Religion,  &c.  &c. 

NATURE  :  An  Essay.     To  which  are  added  Orations,  Lectures 
and  Addresses. 

REPRESENTATIVE  MEN  :  Seven  Lectures  on  PLATO,  SWE- 
DENBORG,  MONTAIGNE,  SHAKESPEARE,  NAPOLEON,  and  GOETHE. 

TWENTY  ESSAYS  on  Various  Subjects. 
THE  CONDUCT  OF  LIFE. 

FRANKLIN  (BENJAMIN).— 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY.    Edited  by  J.  SPARKS. 

HAWTHORNE  (NATHANIEL).— 

TWICE-TOLD  TALES.     Two  Vols.  in  One. 

SNOW  IMAGE,  and  other  Tales. 

SCARLET  LETTER. 

HOUSE  WITH  THE  SEVEN  GABLES. 

TRANSFORMATION  ;  or  the  Marble  Fawn.     Two  Parts. 

HAZLITT  (W.).— 

TABLE-TALK  :  Essays  on  Men  and  Manners.     Three  Parts. 
PLAIN    SPEAKER :    Opinions  on  Books,   Men,    and   Things. 

Three  Parts. 

LECTURES  ON  THE  ENGLISH  COMIC  WRITERS. 
LECTURES  ON  THE  ENGLISH  POETS. 


Z2  BOHN'S  CHEAP  SERIES. 

HAZLITT  (W.}.— Continued. 

LECTURES    ON    THE    CHARACTERS    OF    SHAKE 
SPEARE'S  PLAYS. 

LECTURES   ON   THE    LITERATURE  OF   THE  AGE  OF 
ELIZABETH,  chiefly  Dramatic. 

IRVING  (WASHINGTON}.— 

LIFE  OF  MOHAMMED.     With  Portrait. 

LIVES  OF  SUCCESSORS  OF  MOHAMMED. 

LIFE  OF  GOLDSMITH. 

SKETCH-BOOK. 

TALES  OF  A  TRAVELLER. 

TOUR  ON  THE  PRAIRIES. 

CONQUESTS  OF  GRANADA  AND  SPAIN.    Two  Parts. 

LIFE  AND  VOYAGES  OF  COLUMBUS.     Two  Parts. 

COMPANIONS    OF    COLUMBUS:   Their  Voyages  and  Dis- 
coveries. 

ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  BONNEVILLE  in  the  Rocky 

Mountains  and  the  Far  West. 
KNICKERBOCKER'S  HISTORY  OF  NEW  YORK,  from  the 

Beginning  of  the  World  to  the  End  of  the  Dutch  Dynasty. 
TALES  OF  THE  ALHAMBRA. 

CONQUEST     OF    FLORIDA    UNDER    HERNANDO    DE 

SOTO. 
ABBOTSFORD  AND  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 

SALMAGUNDI;     or,    The    Whim -Whams    and    Opinions    of 
LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  Esq. 

BRACEBRIDGE  HALL  ;  or,  The  Humourists. 

ASTORIA  ;  or,  Anecdotes  of  an  Enterprise  beyond  the  Rocky 

Mountains. 

WOLFERT'S  ROOST,  and  Other  Tales. 

LAMB  (CHARLES}.— 

ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    With  a  Portrait. 
LAST  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA. 
ELIANA.    With  Biographical  Sketch. 

MARR  YA  T  (CAPTAIN}. 

PIRATE  AND  THE  THREE  CUTTERS.    With  j;  Memoir  of 
the  Author. 


The  only  authorised  Edition;  no  others  published  in  England  contain 

the  Derivations  and  Etymological  Notes  of  Dr.  Mahn,  who 

devoted  several  years  to  this  portion  of  the  Work. 

"WEBSTER'S     DICTIONARY 

OF   THE    ENGLISH    LANGUAGE. 

Thoroughly  revised  and  improved  by  CHAUNCEY  A.  GOODRICH,  D.D.,  LL.D., 
and  NOAH  PORTER,  D.D.,  of  Yale  College. 


THE    GUINEA    DICTIONARY. 

New  Edition  [1880],  with  a  Supplement  of  upwards  of  4600  New  Words  and 

Meanings. 
1628  Pages.     3000  Illustrations. 

The  features  of  this  volume,  which  render  it  perhaps  the  most  useful 
Dictionary  for  general  reference  extant,  as  it  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  cheapest 
books  ever  published,  are  as  follows  : — 

1.  COMPLETENESS. — It  contains  114,000  words. 

2.  ACCURACY  OF  DEFINITION. 

3.  SCIENTIFIC  AND  TECHNICAL  TERMS. 

4.  ETYMOLOGY. 

5.  THE  ORTHOGRAPHY  is  based,  as  far  as  possible,  on  Fixed  Principles. 

6.  PRONUNCIATION. 

7.  THE  ILLUSTRATIVE  CITATIONS. 

8.  THE  SYNONYMS. 

9.  THE  ILLUSTRATIONS,  which  exceed  3000. 

Cloth,  2is.  ;  half-bound  in  calf,  30?.  ;  calf  or  half  russia,  31.?.  6d. ;  russia,  2/. 


With  New  Biographical  Appendix,  containing  over  9700  Names. 

THE   COMPLETE    DICTIONARY 

Contains,  in  addition  to  the  above  matter,  several  valuable  Literary  Appendices, 
and  70  extra  pages  of  Illustrations,  grouped  and  classified. 

I  vol.  1919  pages,  cloth,  31  s.  6d. 

'  Certainly  the  best  practical  English  Dictionary  extant." — Quarterly  Review,  1873. 
Prospectuses,  with  Specimen  Pages,  sent  post  free  on  application. 


To  be  obtained  through  all  Booksellers. 


BOHN'S     SELECT     LIBRARY 

OF 

STANDARD     WORKS. 


Price  15.  in  paper  covers,  and  is.  6d.  in  cloth. 

1.  BACON'S  ESSAYS.     With  Introduction  and  Notes. 

2.  LBSSING'S  LAOKOON.     Beasley's  Translation,  revised,  with  Intro 

duction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  Edward  Bell,  M.A. 

3.  DANTE'S  INFERNO.     Translated,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  H.  F.  Gary. 

4.  GOETHE'S   FAUST.     Part  I.     Translated,  with   Introduction,  by 

Anna  Swanwick. 

5.  GOETHE'S    BOYHOOD.     Being    Part    I.    of   the    Autobiography. 

Translated  by  J.  Oxenford. 

6.  SCHILLER'S  MARY  STUART  and  THE  MAID  OF  ORLEANS.   Trans 

lated  by  J.  Mellish  and  Anna  Swanwick. 

7.  THE  QUEEN'S  ENGLISH.    By  the  late  Dean  Alford. 

8.  LIFE  AND  LABOURS  OF  THE  LATE  THOMAS  BRASSEY.     By  Sir 

A.  Helps,  K.C.B. 

9.  PLATO'S  DIALOGUE'S  :  The  Apology — Crito — Phaedo — Protagoras. 

With  Introductions. 

10.  MOLIERE'S  PLAYS  :  The  Miser — Tartuffe — The  Shopkeeper  turned 

Gentleman.     With  brief  Memoir. 

11.  GOETHE'S  REINEKE  Fox,  in  English  Hexameters.    By  A.  Rogers. 

12.  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH'S  PLAYS. 

13.  LESSING'S  PLAYS  :  Nathan  the  Wise — Minna  von  Barnhelm. 

14.  PLAUTUS'S  COMEDIES:  Trinummus  —  Menaechmi  —  Aulularia  — 

Captivi. 

15.  WATERLOO  DAYS.     By  C.  A.  Eaton.    With  Preface  and  Notes  by 

Edward  Bell. 

16.  DEMOSTHENES — ON    THE    CROWN.     Translated   by    C.    Rann 

Kennedy. 

17.  THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD. 

1 8.  OLIVER  CROMWELL.    By  Dr.  Reinhold  Pauli. 

19.  THE  PERFECT  LIFE.     By  Dr.  Channing.     Edited  by  his  nephew, 

Rev.  W.  H.  Channing. 

20.  LADIES  IN  PARLIAMENT,  HORACE  AT  ATHENS,  and  other  pieces, 

by  Sir  G.  Otto  Trevelyan,  Bart. 

To  be  followed  by 

DEFOE'S  THE  PLAGUE  IN  LONDON.     |   BURKE'S  ESSAY  ON  THE  SUBLIME 
IRVING'S  LIFE  OF  MAHOMET.  AND    BEAUTIFUL.'      With     Short 

HORACE'S  ODES,  by  various  hands. 


SHERIDAN'S  PLAYS. 
HAUFF'S  CARAVAN. 


HARVEY'S  TREATISE  ON  THE  CIRCU 
LATION  OF  THE  BLOOD. 


LONDON:  GEORGE  BELL  AND  SONS. 

London  :  Printed  by  STRANGBWAYS  &  SONS.  Tower  Street,  Cambridge  Circus, W.C. 


PR 

3380 

A5S6 

1853 

v.2 


Cowper,  William 
Works 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


mm 


I 


mMsm 


xaBmaS 

91 

BBHBB 


